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Sunday night fights
 were the worst.

Sweat dripped down Calder’s forehead, getting in his eyes, his hands trembling as blood poured from the gash in his thigh. His whole body felt like one big bruise. He chanced a glance to his left, hoping to see his handler give him the nod that it was time to fold, but the grizzly old wolf shook his head and sneered.

He had to keep going.

The crowded basement was thick with the rancid scent of sweat, cheap cigarettes and blood. The noise of the crowd was deafening, but after four years in the pits Calder was numb to it. The coppery scent of blood, the brutality of the fight and the sadism of the crowd were just background noise.

Wiping his brow, Calder took a step back and steadied himself as he studied his opponent. The man was older than him by about a decade, with a thick neck and scars that could only have come from an alpha, his eyes bright and his body buzzing with pent up energy. While Calder was on his fifth consecutive fight of the night – the last three of which he’d lost after cracking his ribs – his opponent was on his first.

Calder didn’t stand a chance.

Swaying on his feet, trying to muster the energy for an attack, Calder wondered if the werewolf was a captive like him. He wondered if he was betrayed and sold by his pack into a life of misery or if he was free and fighting for his own profit. He hoped it was the latter. Calder didn’t feel bad about hurting people who willingly participated in this farce of werewolf culture, and it was easier in turn to accept pain from those who, like him, didn’t have a choice in inflicting it.

It was all so wrong. Fights were meant to establish your rank in the pack – to make it clear who was supposed to protect who – but this was just pain for sport. Calder hated it. He hated anyone and everyone who had any part of it.

“You look like you’re about to fall over, pretty boy,” the man facing him taunted. They both knew that the fight was over. The man was just drawing things out and prolonging Calder’s misery for the enjoyment of the crowd.

With a snarl of frustration Calder charged, tucking his head down and barreling into the older man with his shoulders. There wasn’t a single part of him that expected the attack to work, his ribs screaming in agony just from bending over, but he had to do something
 or his handler would have his hide once he was out of the ring.

Cliff was not a forgiving man.

Calder didn’t even make impact. His opponent stepped to the side, grabbing him around the waist and lifting him bodily into the air, flipping him over and smashing him head first into the hard concrete. Frantic, Calder tried to hold out his arms to protect his head, but he was too slow. Surprised by the brutality of his opponent’s move – by the speed
 of it – Calder’s head crashed into the blood-slicked concrete with a sickening crunch.

Everything went still. The noise of the crowd faded away, like he was underwater, and for a brief moment Calder felt almost at peace.

He’d known that this was how it would end for him. He’d been losing more and more fights in the past year, caring less and less about the inevitable beatings incurred by each loss, and it wouldn’t surprise him if his opponent had instructions to finish him off for good.

It surprised him how much he wanted it to be over – to let everything go black and then never wake up. He was just so tired.

Calder was almost disappointed when he blinked his eyes open, the noise coming back like a wave crashing over him. He stared up at the flickering fluorescent tubes lighting up the ring, too bright and hurting his eyes. His head ached, a throbbing pain near the crown of his skull, and even when he closed his eyes the light was intolerable.

He’d survived. A human might have to worry about the effects of a blow to the head, but being a werewolf, Calder was in the clear. He was conscious and that meant he would be okay.

The crowd was screaming, gleeful and bloodthirsty, and Calder’s opponent was standing over him with his hands in the air and baring his teeth in a vicious grin. Turning his head, his neck protesting the movement, Calder sought out Cliff and huffed at the displeased frown marring the man’s face.

Fuck him. There was no way Calder was getting back up. He didn’t care how much electricity they shocked him with or how long they kept him in the barrel, he had done his best and he was done.

Closing his eyes, Calder waited until Cliff and one of his lackeys entered the ring and grabbed him under his arms. They hoisted him up between them and dragged him through the crowd and into a small room near the back of the basement where they dumped him onto the concrete floor and fastened a silver-laced collar around his neck. The collar was connected to a chain bolted into the wall, with just enough room for Calder to sit upright.

He stayed slumped on the floor, closing his eyes and ignoring his captors.

“You’re a fucking loser, Callie,” Cliff laughed, giving him a cruel kick to his broken ribs. Calder barely bit back a scream of pain. “Don’t know why alpha even lets you fight. God knows we could be making a fortune whoring out that pretty hole of yours instead.”

Calder ignored him. Alpha might be a terrible person, but he was still an alpha. Making your betas fight was frowned upon but acceptable, but whoring them out was an offense that would get you a visit from the council. There wasn’t an alpha alive that wanted to bring that kind of scrutiny down on their packs.

“You got anything to say about your performance tonight?”

Calder ignored the question, knowing that engaging with Cliff would get him nowhere.

There was a roar from the crowd outside, a new fight obviously in progress, and Calder could tell that Cliff and his lackey were torn between tormenting him and rushing out to watch the match.

The latter won out and the two men exited the room with a parting kick to his ribs.

Lifting his arm up to his head, Calder pushed the limb beneath his cheek and used the crook of his elbow as a pillow. It was only marginally more comfortable than the concrete, but marginally was better than nothing. He closed his eyes and tried to sleep, but it was useless. His head still throbbed, and now that the adrenaline was leaving his body the fact that he hadn’t eaten in over a day was catching up to him.

Listening to the sound of fists meeting flesh and people cheering for blood on the other side of the door, Calder wondered how he’d managed to survive four years of this. Four years of nothing but chains, fighting and misery.

He wanted to die.

Time passed in a haze, sleep eluding him, so Calder let his mind drift as his body healed. If he was lucky his ribs would be mended by the time Cliff came back, though with how little they’d been feeding him lately he doubted it.

After a while – he wasn’t sure how long, but it was enough time for his arm to have gone numb – Calder realized that something was different. He froze, muscles going tense as he tried to figure out what had changed.

His wolf was screaming at him that he was in danger.

It took him a few seconds to realize what had him so on edge. It was quiet. Complete and utter silence – and not the ringing kind that came from being hit too hard in the head.

He held his breath and wondered what could have silenced a rowdy crowd of drunk, bloodthirsty humans and the werewolves that fought for their amusement so completely.

It couldn’t be anything good.

The silence stretched on, getting more and more unbearable as Calder’s heart thundered against his bruised ribs, blood rushing in his ears.

The wait was agonizing.

Then, between one breath and the next, it was like a river of blood had been unleashed. The scent of it, already cloying and hanging thick in the air, filled Calder’s nose with such power that he could taste copper in his mouth. He gagged, closing his eyes in terror as he realized what had to be on the other side of the door.

A vampire. There was no other creature that could make so many people bleed so much in so little time.

Curling up, ignoring the pain in his ribs, Calder closed his eyes and prayed to every god he knew that the vampire wouldn’t find him. He kept praying even as the sound of the door opening almost made him piss his pants.

The scent of blood thickened like he was bathing in it.

“And what have we here?” a deep voice asked from the doorway. It sounded gruff, like the speaker hadn’t used his voice in a long time. “Another intruder?”

Calder pissed himself. His body trembled so violently that the chain connected to his collar rattled.

“Or maybe not,” the voice mused, impossibly close. Calder flinched. He hadn’t heard the vampire move, but now he could feel the creature’s breath ghosting the shell of his ear. An icy hand traced a path up Calder’s arm, making him jolt in pure fear, cold fingertips moving over his shoulder and caressing the collar around his neck.

If Calder could have pissed himself again, he would have.

“Are you a bad werewolf, to be chained up in here?” the vampire asked, hand falling away from Calder’s collar and stroking down his arm. Calder held his breath, too scared to answer.

“Well?” the vampire asked, not sounding rushed or impatient in the least.

Somehow that was more frightening than if he’d been angry.

“No,” Calder whimpered, his voice hoarse and scared.

“Then what are you, little wolf?”

It took Calder almost a whole minute to answer, but the vampire waited patiently.

“I’m a fighter. I fight who my alpha tells me to.”

The vampire considered this, his icy fingers moving down Calder’s body, moving down and tracing the gash on his thigh. It had stopped bleeding some time ago, but it was still tender.

“And do you want
 to fight for your alpha?”

Calder let out a shuddering breath, shaking his head. He couldn’t bring himself to answer verbally. He was a werewolf, and his alpha told him to fight. That was it. That his alpha saw fit to keep him in chains and treat him like nothing… that was something Calder had never understood and thinking about it only hurt.

“And your alpha makes you fight because?” The vampire sounded curious.

“Money. Werewolf fights are good business.”

Calder didn’t like talking about this. He almost wished the vampire would just bite him and get it over with.

“What a strange idea. The alphas I’ve known would never cause their betas pain for the sake of profit. What did you do that your alpha would use you like this?”

Calder clenched his eyes tighter and curled away from the vampire. He didn’t want to talk about this.

“I asked you a question, little wolf,” the vampire warned, his hand pressing in under Calder’s jaw and forcing his head back. “Now open your eyes and answer me.”

Calder fought the command for all of three seconds before the power in the vampire’s voice compelled his obedience. He took in the sight of the terrifying creature, his breath leaving him in a surprised puff of air.

It didn’t look like a monster.

Impossibly pale, with hair so blond that it was almost white, the vampire had aristocratic cheekbones and a strong jaw, his thin lips parted just enough to allow a glimpse of razor-sharp canines. Teasing at the inhuman teeth with his tongue, the vampire studied Calder implacably. His pale blue eyes, framed by the kind of eyelashes that girls envied, stared into Calder’s like he could see into his very soul.

Calder was humiliated. He hadn’t been seen
 in so long, and looking into the vampire’s eyes he saw reflected what he had become.

He wrenched his eyes away.

The vampire dropped his jaw and Calder jerked back. He kept his eyes firmly below the vampire’s face, fixing them on a set of muscular pectorals.

He was surprised by how built the vampire was.

An unwilling spark of arousal flared at the sight of a thick neck and broad shoulders; pale skin smooth like marble. It was difficult to tell from his position on the floor, but Calder got the impression that the vampire was almost as tall and broad as himself.

He was so far from the spindly creature from legend that Calder almost doubted that the man was a vampire at all.

Then he smelled the ocean of blood and his doubts faded.

“I don’t know. Cliff says that alpha bought me because I looked strong.”

“So you’re a slave,” the vampire mused, looking off to the side with pursed lips. The word hit Calder like a punch to the gut. It had always been there, in the back of his mind, but he’d never been able to make himself actually think it, much less speak it aloud.

He choked on a sob.

“Oh, little wolf. Don’t worry. It’s clear to me that your trespass of my territory was of no fault of your own. I won’t hold it against you. I’ll break your chain and return you to your alpha.”

Before Calder could offer a reply, the vampire grabbed his collar in both hands and pulled it apart, tossing the bent metal away like garbage and stroking his hand gently through Calder’s hair.

Calder closed his eyes. He hadn’t been touched so tenderly in years, and even though the man touching him was a vampire, it soothed something in him that Calder had thought long dead.

Then the full impact of the vampire’s words hit him, and Calder felt a wave of despair. His alpha would never take him back – he wouldn’t have sold him if there was a chance of forgiveness.

“I can’t go back,” Calder said, pulling away from the vampire’s hand and pushing himself to sit up against the wall. “Alpha won’t want me back.”

The vampire sat back on his haunches, the muscles of his thighs pressing against the fabric of his outdated suit, and tilted his head.

“Do you know why alphas fear vampires?” he asked, the question coming out of left field and making Calder’s head spin.

“You’re stronger than them?” Calder guessed. The fact that alphas feared vampires more than regular werewolves was news to him.

The vampire smiled, slow and amused. “No, though it is true that no werewolf could ever best a vampire in a fight. The reason alphas fear vampires, little wolf, is because we can steal their betas.”

Calder had never been more confused.

“Like, kidnap them?” he asked, making the vampire chuckle.

“No.” The vampire stroked Calder’s cheek. “We can put you under our thrall, make you ours, and to you it would feel like pack.”

Calder still didn’t understand. How could a vampire feel like pack?

“I don’t understand,” he admitted.

“We can be alphas.”

Calder’s brain stuttered to a halt. That… didn’t make sense. Only alphas could be alphas. A vampire being an alpha made about as much sense as Calder
 being an alpha. In other words, it didn’t make any sense at all.

“Do you have anywhere to go?” the vampire asked, cruel even in the gentle way he asked the question.

Calder shook his head.

“How about the alpha council? If I take you to them-”

“No!” Calder yelped, terrified at what the council would do to him if he brought them to the attention of a vampire. Then he realized how rudely he’d interrupted the vampire and he was terrified for a different reason.

“Then would you like to be mine?”

Calder froze, his mind going blank at the idea of somehow belonging to the beautiful and terrifying man staring at him.

“I don’t-”

“How about I show you,” the vampire interrupted, making Calder snap his mouth shut. “And then let you go if you find that it doesn’t suit you.”

Calder didn’t understand, but he wasn’t going to argue with the man he suspected had killed every last person in the room beyond.

“Okay,” he mumbled.

The vampire grinned, flashing his terrifying fangs, and before Calder could take back his words the vampire’s mouth was on his neck and his teeth were sinking into Calder’s skin.

He expected it to hurt, but it didn’t. The initial puncture was like a jolt of electricity, sharp and painful, and then liquid heat poured into his body and washed away his pain like a gift from heaven. Calder closed his eyes and moaned.

It shouldn’t be possible to feel this good.

The vampire lifted his head, Calder whimpering at the withdrawal, and then he shuddered in pleasure at the feeling of a blood-warmed tongue sliding over the wound on his neck and sealing it closed. For the first time in years Calder’s cock hardened inside his ripped jeans, pressing against his fly with painful intensity.

The feeling of warmth remained, lingering and all-encompassing, feelings of safety and belonging and…

Calder gasped. Pack
. It felt like pack. Like having a good alpha and being safe and warm and not having to worry about anything ever again.

It wasn’t until the vampire cradled Calder’s face with his broad palm and wiped away his tears with his thumb that Calder realized he was crying.

“This is why alphas are scared of vampires,” the vampire said, still cupping Calder’s face in the palm of his hand. “Do you understand?”

“Is it a trick?” Calder asked, knowing that if this was false that he wouldn’t survive it. Making him feel like this and then taking it away would be worse than any torture.

“No. You are mine, now – for as long as you want to be.”

Calder closed his eyes again, tears running down his face. He felt so safe. He’d never felt so safe before – not even his first alpha had ever made him feel like this.

“Why?” Calder asked, suspicious and hurting because this was too good to be true. “Why would you want me?”

The vampire took several seconds before answering, removing his hand from Calder’s face, studying him intently.

“Werewolves have been using my territory to stage fights for ten years and I didn’t notice,” the vampire said, sounding more rueful than angry. “I need something to help anchor me to the here and now, and that thing might as well be a pretty little wolf who needs someone to be his alpha.”

“I’m not little,” Calder protested, sitting up a little straighter.

“Not in body, no,” the vampire acquiesced with a chuckle. “But you need an alpha, and that is a role I can fulfill. In turn, you will help me out of the past and into the now. Does that sound like a suitable arrangement?”

Calder nodded, and then before he could think or second guess himself, he scrambled forward into the space between the vampire’s thighs and wrapped his arms around his new alpha’s neck. The vampire embraced him in return, without hesitation, holding him gently and stroking his hair with firm fingers.

Though his head still ached, his ribs hurt like hell, and his whole body felt like one big bruise, Calder had never felt more content.

“Don’t worry, little wolf. Alpha’s going to take such good care of you.”
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Einar combed
 his fingers through his pretty wolf’s dark hair, enjoying the heat and firmness of the other man’s body as he tried to figure out how he had let a whole decade pass him by without notice.

It was terrifying. Einar had never experienced a period of stagnation before, and he hadn’t thought himself in any danger of having one.

Clearly, he’d been wrong.

“I’m sorry,” Einar’s pretty little wolf said, pulling back with an embarrassed snuffle, wiping his eyes and looking uncertain.

“You don’t have to be. I’m always happy to comfort you when you need it.”

The wolf didn’t look like he had any idea what to say to that, but he blushed prettily all the same.

Einar smirked. The wolf really was a gorgeous specimen. Chestnut shoulder-length hair framed an exotically handsome face, almond shaped eyes giving him a fox like quality, his gorgeous brown eyes bleeding into a honeyed gold. He had a strong nose, an adorably dimpled chin, and thick lips that were made for kissing.

And he was strong. Tall even for a werewolf, with wide shoulders and a narrow waist, his arms bulged with muscle thicker than most men’s thighs.

Einar had rarely seen anything so perfect.

“Are you really my alpha?” the wolf asked again, looking hopeful and fragile. Einar wanted to lock him in a tower and never let anything hurt him ever again.

“As long as you want me to be, yes. I’m your alpha.”

The wolf closed his eyes, nodding to himself. Einar knew that it would be a long time until he really believed it.

That was okay. Einar had all the time in the world, and it would be worth it. Werewolves were remarkably loyal creatures, once they decided they belonged to you.

“What’s your name, little wolf?” Einar asked, reaching under the man’s shoulders and hoisting him to his feet with effortless grace. He waited until the wolf found his balance before letting go, sliding his hands so that he was cupping the man’s biceps.

With both of them on their feet the wolf stood several inches taller than Einar, the width and breadth of his impressive physique making itself known.


Stunning
.

“I’m Calder,” the wolf said, allowing himself to be inspected. “Calder West.” He studied Einar in turn, his gaze appreciative. Einar preened. Calder may have the body of a god, but so did he. His former mistress had made sure of it before turning him.

“My name is Einar. You may use my name, or call me alpha. Whichever feels most right to you.”

“Alpha,” Calder exhaled, like the word had been punched out of him. He closed his eyes and leaned forward. “My alpha.”

Einar smiled softly.

“Are you injured beyond the wound on your thigh and the blow to your head?”

Calder shook his head, and then aborted the movement with a frown. “My ribs. They’re cracked, but they’ll be fine by the morning.”

Einar couldn’t have that. It would require quite a bit of energy, but then again, he had just indulged in a bit of gluttony that was quite unlike him. He had energy to spare.

“Do I have your permission to heal you, Calder?” Einar asked, already putting his hands on either side of Calder’s chest and letting power seep into his fingers. His thumbs grazed the underside of Calder’s impressive pectorals and Einar had to resist the impulse to flick his thumbs up to rub over his pert nipples.

“Yes, alpha,” Calder moaned, the heat of Einar’s fingers making him breathe faster. When Einar let his power sink into Calder’s bruised muscle to mend his ribs, the wolf let out a long breath, his shoulders relaxing and tension seeping out of his body.

The rest of his injuries were easy to heal, and by the time Einar removed his hands Calder was staring at him with wonder. With a final wisp of power, Einar dried Calder’s piss-soaked jeans and bloodied shirt.

“Better?” Einar asked, basking in his little wolf’s adoration. He’d forgotten how good it felt to have someone to take care of.

Calder nodded, blushing again. “Thank you.”

“It was my pleasure,” Einar said, smiling softly. “Now then, are you ready to come home with me?”

For a moment Calder looked apprehensive, like he was remembering exactly what Einar was and wondering if he should think twice, but then he made up his mind and nodded decisively.

Einar took his hand and was about to lead him out the door when he remembered the carnage he’d left on the other side.

He didn’t want Calder to see that.

“Close your eyes,” he instructed, Calder’s eyes widening briefly before he obeyed. “That’s very good. Now keep your eyes closed until I tell you it’s okay to open them. Can you do that for me, Calder?”

Calder nodded.

Einar gave Calder’s hand a squeeze and led him out of the little room and into the basement proper, guiding him around the mess of bodies and over to the stairs. There was no avoiding the puddles of blood, thick and dark against the concrete, the two of them leaving a trail of bloody footprints in their wake.

Einar remembered seeing a hose near the front door, and he didn’t instruct Calder to open his eyes until he’d led him out the door and knelt down to clean his feet.

“You can open your eyes, now.”

Calder looked down at him, his expression wondrous. He reached down and touched Einar’s hair, rubbing a lock of silky blond hair between his fingers like he’d never seen anything like it.

Einar stayed crouched by Calder’s feet for a few seconds, enjoying the feeling of the wolf’s large fingers in his hair before rising to his feet. He looked around with a frown. The driveway was packed with cars, with more on the lawn and lining the road, but none of them belonged to him.

“I’m afraid I don’t have a car of my own, and it’s a rather long walk to my estate. You wouldn’t happen to know how to drive one of these vehicles without keys, would you?” he asked. Einar could fly, but he was not strong enough to carry a passenger longer than a few miles – especially not one as large as Calder.

Calder shook his head. “No, I’m sorry. I can walk, though. It’s no problem for me.”

“I’d prefer to drive. Wait here, please.”

Calder nodded and Einar headed back into the house. Descending into the basement he started ransacking bodies, habitually collecting whatever jewelry and money he came across as he gathered up a number of likely keys before rejoining his wolf.

“Let’s see if this works,” Einar said, holding up a key with a Nissan logo and pressing the unlock button. There was a flash of lights from one of the cars parked on the lawn, but it was boxed in by other cars and so Einar moved on to the next key. On the second try he had more luck. The key unlocked a modest little Toyota on the side of the road just beyond the driveway.

“That’s us, then,” Einar said with a grin, taking Calder’s hand and leading him to the car. It had been a while since he’d been behind the wheel, but it shouldn’t take him long to figure it out. He let go of Calder’s hand and climbed into the driver’s seat, waiting until Calder was seated next to him before starting the engine and pulling onto the road.

They drove in silence, Calder sneaking glances at him when he didn’t think Einar was looking. It was adorable. He reached over and put his hand on the wolf’s shoulder, gripping it tight before sliding his hand to the back of his neck and letting it rest there. Calder’s skin was warm and dry beneath his hand.

Torvald had loved to be held like this, Einar remembered. He smiled to himself at the unexpected memory. It had been a long time since he’d thought of his long-ago companion, the wolf he’d raised from near infancy, and it was nice to remember him without the bitter sting of abandonment clouding his recollection.

“Do you have other people in your pack?” Calder asked.

“Just one,” Einar said, rubbing his thumb under Calder’s ear. “A woman named Grete. She’s been with me for-” Einar had to think. Grete had been with him since before Torvald, but had come to him long after he disbanded his first flock. “About two hundred years, I think?”

“Is she a vampire, too?” Calder asked, making Einar smile.

“No. We vampires aren’t like you werewolves. We can’t stand each other for more than a few years at a time – even our own children. Our flocks are almost always made up of humans and the occasional werewolf.” Calder opened his mouth, no doubt to ask which category Grete fell under, so Einar answered preemptively. “Grete is human, but being in my flock means that she is suspended in time – as are you, now that I’ve claimed you. You will not age or grow sick as long as you are under my protection.”

“A flock… is that like a pack?”

“In some ways, though a vampire’s flock tends to be much smaller than the average pack. Grete has been the only member of mine for the past fifty years. Before that there was a werewolf I raised from childhood, Torvald, but he fell in love with a woman and left me to be with her.”

Calder didn’t say anything, and Einar realized that despite his earlier musings he was still very bitter. It must have come across in his voice.

“He couldn’t sire children as long as he belonged to me. He wanted a family, and so he had to leave.”

“That must have been difficult,” Calder mumbled, tentative. He didn’t ask about his own ability to father children.

“It was,” Einar acknowledged. “I didn’t take it very well. I refused to speak to him for almost twenty years, and when I finally came to my senses, he was a stranger. There are few things I regret more than letting my hurt pride steal those years away from me. From us.”

Einar looked at the road, regret like a vice around his heart.

“Did he forgive you?” Calder asked.

Einar shrugged. “Eventually. Though he was very angry with me. I was like a father to him, and it hurt him that I turned away from him.”

“I bet,” Calder said, sounding like he could relate to Torvald. Einar supposed he could. After all, he’d been abandoned by his alpha as well.

Calder yawned, his mouth stretching wide as his back arched, and when it was over he looked surprised.

“Go to sleep,” Einar said, smiling at him. “We won’t be home for another thirty minutes at least.”

For a second it looked like Calder was going to argue, but then he closed his eyes and leaned his head back. He fell asleep in a matter of seconds, his head falling to the side and his mouth opening. The line of his jaw and profile of his face, illuminated by the yellow glow of the streetlights, was breathtakingly beautiful.

Einar spent the rest of the drive listening to Calder breathe. When he made it back to the estate he parked the car outside the front door and carried the werewolf into the house where Grete met him at the door. Her solemn brown eyes studied his face intently, searching, before moving down to the werewolf in his arms. She almost seemed to collapse in relief.

“You’ve woken up,” she said, her voice pitched low and brimming with joy. She walked up to him and took his face in her hands. “You’ve come back to me.”

Einar tilted his head curiously, surprised by the reaction. His period of stagnation must have been more severe than he’d thought, for Grete to be reacting like this.

“I’m back, my dear. I’m so sorry to have abandoned you.”

Grete smiled, stepping back with watery eyes. She looked at Calder.

“You claimed one of the werewolves,” she stated, no judgment in her tone. She had been the one to tell him of the intrusion onto his territory, knowing full well that it would drive him to slaughter them.

Grete had always been more ruthless than she let on.

She must have felt it when he added Calder to his flock, and Einar knew that she must have been surprised. It had been so long since he’d added someone new to their family, and to do it without discussing it with her was shocking.

“He was their slave,” Einar explained, looking down at Calder’s sleeping face. “And something about him called to me.”

“He’s very handsome,” Grete commented, making Einar smile. The wolf was handsome, but that wasn’t why he’d claimed him. “The upstairs guest suite is ready for occupation. Should we put him there, or would you like me to arrange a bed for him in the basement suite?”

Einar ignored the dark shiver of possession that ran through his body at the idea of Calder in his most private space. The room was just below his own, next to his dungeon.

He didn’t think Calder would react well to waking up there.

“We’ll let him have the guest suite, I think,” Einar said, heading for the stairs. Grete followed on his heels. “You’ll take care of him when he wakes up, won’t you?”

Einar wished he could be there in the morning when Calder awoke, but sunrise was only a few hours away and the wolf looked like he’d be asleep for quite some time.

“Of course I will. I’ll have a proper breakfast delivered and then see about getting him whatever he needs. Don’t you worry.”

“Thank you, Grete.” Einar leaned in and kissed her forehead. “I don’t know what I’d do without you.”





3








Calder woke
 up in a strange bed, naked as the day he was born, the mattress marshmallow soft beneath him and the morning sun casting a warm strip of light directly across his face. He looked around, feeling like he’d woken up in a dream. The room was elegant and understated, with large windows framed by billowy white curtains and the walls painted a soothing pale blue.

He had to piss.

Rising from the bed, stretching his arms over his head and arching his back, Calder walked into a spacious en suite bathroom. There was a large claw foot tub in the center of the room and a shower in the corner that looked big enough for three people. There was also a fancy looking toilet blocked off from the rest of the room by a low tiled wall, and when Calder approached it the cover lifted with a motorized buzz making him jump back in surprise.

“Fucking hell,” he muttered, cautiously approaching the toilet and lifting the seat so that he could piss. He aimed his cock and started emptying his bladder, looking around the room with a sort of detached wonder.

He should have guessed that the vamp would be rich.

Shaking the last few drops from his cock, Calder walked over and turned on the shower. After locating a towel in the cabinet under the sink he tested the temperature of the water and stepped under the spray.

It was heaven.

Strong and pulsing, the hot water beat down on his back with punishing force, soothing his muscles and making him groan in pleasure. It had been months since he’d had a properly hot shower, and for the first five minutes he simply stood under the spray and enjoyed himself. Reaching for the bottle of shower-gel he started cleaning himself, working the gel into a lather and scrubbing off all the dried blood and grime from the night before.

He froze at the sight of pink stained water flowing into the drain, the faint scent of copper in the air reminding him of the carnage of the night before.

Einar had massacred everyone in that cellar. He’d killed over a hundred people without making a sound or getting even a drop of blood on him, and if he’d shown up just an hour earlier Calder would have been among those he killed.

The realization made the breath catch in his throat. He closed his eyes, blood rushing in his ears, time seeming to stand still as he tried to come to terms with the idea of Einar brutally murdering a whole crowd of people simply for trespassing into his territory.

Not even the most aggressive alpha would be so brutal.

Calder forced himself to stop thinking about it. Einar was his alpha now, and no good ever came from second-guessing your alpha. He turned off the shower and dried off, finding a pair of neatly folded sweatpants and a t-shirt on the dresser. He got dressed and studied himself in the full-length mirror propped up next to the door. The sweatpants were a little too tight, his cock making the fabric bulge obscenely over his left thigh, but the t-shirt fit perfectly.

He pulled the t-shirt down, trying to hide his obscene crotch. It didn’t work, but he managed to rearrange his cock so that it didn’t look quite so obvious.

Walking out of the room, Calder’s nose was immediately assailed by the smell of greasy bacon. Stomach rumbling, he followed the scent down the stairs and into an industrial sized kitchen that looked like something out of Better Homes Magazine.

There was a young woman standing next to the counter, unpacking a series of Styrofoam boxes loaded with breakfast foods out of two large plastic bags. This had to be Grete, though she was younger than Calder had imagined. She was wearing a conservative but flattering navy-blue suit, her brown hair pulled back in a loose ponytail.

“Good morning,” Calder said, making the woman startle and look up. He hesitated, taking a step back, not wanting to scare her. “Are you Grete?”

The woman beamed. The smile transformed her face, making her look radiant. If Calder were just a little less gay, he would have been smitten.

“Yes! That’s me. And you’re Calder, the werewolf. It’s so nice to meet you! Are you hungry?” Grete came forward, darting in for a hug and pulling away before Calder could really process what had happened.

She felt like pack, and the brief hug had his inner wolf wagging its tail like an excited puppy. He wanted to hug her back, but he was too unsure of the situation to go for it.

“Starving,” he said, standing awkwardly in the doorway. The smell of the food was making his mouth water, but he didn’t want to just assume that it was for him.

“Great,” Grete beamed. “I wasn’t sure what you like, so I got all the classics. Sit down and help yourself to whatever you want. Do you drink coffee?”

Calder walked into the kitchen and took a seat on one of the barstools next to the counter, the sheer amount of food overwhelming him. Cliff had fed him enough to maintain his mass, but the meals had been infrequent and usually disgusting. He didn’t know what to do with the feast in front of him. He didn’t know where to start.

Coffee. He’d start with coffee.

“Yes please,” he said, answering her question. She grabbed a mug from the cupboard and poured him a cup, setting it down in front of him along with a little jug of milk and a bowl of sugar.

Calder almost felt bad for taking it black.

“There’s so much food,” he said, wrapping his fingers around the cup and letting the heat seep into his hands. Waffles, pancakes, eggs and bacon… it was a far cry from the protein gruel he usually ate for breakfast.

“I know, I know… I went overboard. We’ll have leftovers for days, but I just couldn’t help myself. It’s been so long since Einar brought someone new into the flock. You can’t imagine how happy I am that you’re here.”

“You are?” Calder asked hesitantly. He wasn’t anything special.

“So happy,” Grete said, pouring herself a cup of coffee and sitting down across from him. “Einar has been in a slump for the past ten years, and he was just getting worse and worse. I was so worried… but then he found you and it shocked him right out of his funk. I’m so relieved.”

Calder shifted in his seat, uncomfortable. “I didn’t do anything,” he mumbled. He didn’t want to claim credit for something he hadn’t done. If there was a change in Einar, it wasn’t because of him.

“Maybe not,” Grete said, sliding a plate across the bench for him. “But he claimed you, and that means you’re important.”

Calder didn’t know how to respond to that. He’d never been important.

“Happy to be here,” he said when Grete just kept looking at him with that impossibly pleased expression. It was true. He was
 happy to be there. Einar’s claim was like a balm on his soul, and though he was confused and wondering how he would fit in his new flock, he was happier than he’d been in years.

“I’m sorry, I know I’m coming on way too strong. It’s just… you don’t know how worried I’ve been.”

“I’m sorry,” Calder said. He could empathize with worry. It was an emotion he was very familiar with.

“That’s kind of you. Help yourself to some breakfast,” Grete said, smiling and gesturing at all the food. “I can hear your stomach rumbling.”

“Thank you,” Calder said, reaching for the bacon and helping himself to a generous portion, following that up with eggs, toast and a handful of sausages. At an encouraging nod from Grete he dug in, moaning in pleasure as the taste of salty bacon exploded on his tongue.

He couldn’t believe he was eating real food.

Looking around, scooping up as much of the scrambled eggs as he could fit on his fork and shoving it into his mouth, Calder admired the kitchen. It was bright and airy, the appliances modern and the granite counters gleaming, with large windows overlooking a beautiful garden.

“Gorgeous, right?” Grete said, following his gaze. “I had the whole house redone last year. Einar has always been a slut for luxury, though he’ll deny it, and I was hoping the renovations would interest him.”

“Did it work?” Calder asked, shoving another forkful of eggs and sausage into his mouth. He knew that he was eating too fast to be polite, but he couldn’t help himself. The past few years had conditioned him to eat quickly, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that the plate was about to be yanked away from him at any second.

“No,” Grete looked around the kitchen with a sad expression. “I don’t even think he noticed.”

Calder wondered how it was possible not to notice people working in your house. Just the thought of strange people roaming around his den gave him the shudders.

“It looks nice,” Calder said, feeling awkward and not sure what he should say. He might have been claimed – he could feel it in his bones that Einar was his new alpha – but he and Grete were still strangers.

It would take time to get comfortable.

“I’m happy with how it turned out,” Grete agreed. “But enough about me. Tell me about you. What were you doing before Patrick Oxer and his goons got their hands on you?”

Calder blinked. After his pack had sold him it had taken him over a year to learn that his new alpha’s name was Patrick Oxer, and even then he wasn’t allowed to refer to him as such. Grete’s casual contempt was as shocking as it was scary. Didn’t she know what alphas did to the people who disrespected them?

Except… Grete belonged to Einar. He was a million times scarier than any alpha, and if Grete was under his protection then no mere alpha could ever lay hands on her.

That he might have the same protection was a thought he’d have to process later.

“I had just finished college,” Calder said, thinking back to the time before he’d been sold. It was a long time since he’d dwelled on those days. “I graduated with a bachelor in human resource management. I was taking the summer off before I started looking for a job.”

Grete didn’t look pitying, which was a relief. “And did you have any family?” she asked.

Calder shook his head. “No. I don’t know who my dad was, and my mom passed away when I was in high school. My friend’s parents took me in, though I never really got close to them, and then my old alpha paid for me to go to college.”

“How did you end up with Oxer?” Grete asked, taking a sip of her coffee and looking at him over the rim of the cup.

Staring down at his food, Calder stopped eating. The question was the same one that he’d been asking himself ever since he woke up in the back of a van with a silver chain around his neck.

“I don’t know,” he said, feeling cold all of a sudden. “I went out drinking with some of my classmates to celebrate our graduation. We got really drunk, and I must have done something bad because when I woke up I was chained up and Cliff was there telling me that alpha had sold me.”

The memory was as raw and painful as ever.

Calder wiped his eyes and pulled himself together. He met Grete’s eyes, but there was still no pity there. She looked… curious. It was an odd expression, and Calder got the sense that she was a lot colder than her bubbly personality let on.

“Do you think he was telling the truth?” she asked.

“What?” Calder wrinkled his nose, wondering what she meant.

“That your old alpha sold you,” Grete clarified. “I mean, if your old alpha paid for you to go to school he was obviously invested in you. Why would he do that if he didn’t plan on keeping you? Isn’t it more likely that Cliff just snatched you off the street and lied to you about your old alpha selling you?”

Calder just stared at her. He’d come up with countless scenarios for what he could have done that would have made his alpha sell him, but it had never occurred to him that Cliff or Oxer could have lied
.

It was inconceivable. There would be war between the packs if news of a transgression like that ever got out.

“He had to be,” Calder said, rejecting the idea that Cliff could have kidnapped him. He could see how the idea might make sense to Grete, but that wasn’t how werewolves worked. It wasn’t how packs
 worked.

“I’m sure you know better than me,” Grete said, sounding just slightly patronizing. “As long as we don’t get an alpha knocking on our door trying to get you back. Einar is not kind to those who try to take what belongs to him.”

“You don’t have to worry about that,” Calder said. He wasn’t sure if Oxer was dead – he hadn’t seen him at the fight last night, though that didn’t mean he wasn’t there – but there was no way his alpha would go up against a vampire. Certainly not for him.

“Good. If your old pack tries to contact you, either of them, tell them to back off and let me know. Don’t tell Einar. He has a habit of flying off the handle when he thinks people are trying to steal from him.”

Calder swallowed, nervous, and nodded. “Is there anything else I should watch out for?”

Grete tilted her head, watching him like she was trying to figure out what he meant. Then she laughed. “Oh, no. Einar is very forgiving of his flock. It would take an intentional betrayal to make him angry, and even then he would give you the chance to explain. It’s only people outside the flock who have to worry about his temper.”

Calder let out a breath of relief. Alphas having separate standards for people in the pack and those outside of it was nothing new to him, and if Grete said that Einar was forgiving, he would believe that.

“That’s good,” he said, looking inside of himself and finding the warm spark of pack in his stomach. It felt so much better than his bond to Oxer. That had been a thin thread that had snapped when Einar claimed him, more of a chain than a proper pack bond, and Calder didn’t miss it.

“Einar is a good master,” Grete said, pouring herself more coffee and putting a waffle on her plate. “You’ll want for nothing, and if you ever have a problem he will do everything in his power to see it solved. His loyalty is fierce and absolute.”

Calder knew that if Einar was even half as good an alpha as Grete made him out to be, he was very lucky.

“Where is he now?” he asked, helping himself to more food. He was starting to feel full, but he couldn’t bring himself to stop eating. “Is he sleeping?”

“He is,” Grete said. “He has a protected room in the basement where he can rest safe from the sun.”

Calder had wondered if that part of vampire mythology was true, and it seemed it was. It sounded sad, never being able to be out in the day. Nights could be fun – the full moon especially – but Calder couldn’t imagine going without daylight.

It was a good thing he wasn’t a vampire.

“What should I do until he wakes up?” Calder asked. He didn’t have to fight Grete to know that she ranked higher than him in the pack. He could feel it in his bones, and he was perfectly happy to let it stay that way.

The only place Calder had ever liked being in charge was the bedroom.

“That’s up to you,” Grete said, putting down her knife and fork and resting her elbows on the counter. “You can go out, explore your new territory, or you can stay in and just relax. If you’d like, you could borrow my computer and start shopping for anything you might need.” Calder tilted his head, wondering what she might be referring to. At his quizzical look she elaborated, “You know, like a phone and a computer, and maybe a TV for your room. That kind of thing.”

“I don’t think I need anything like that,” Calder objected.

“You’ll need a phone, at the very least,” Grete said.

“Okay,” Calder said. If Grete said he needed a phone, he needed a phone.

“I’d forgotten how easy it is to deal with werewolves,” Grete said, smiling to herself in a sad sort of way. Calder wondered if she was remembering Torvald. He wondered if Grete had maintained contact after Einar shunned him, or had she been loyal to her alpha.

Calder didn’t know which answer would make him feel better.

“Whatever you decide to do, Einar is probably going to want to take you shopping for clothes when he wakes up. He’s a bit of a fashionista, and that extends to playing dress up with us.”

“Okay,” Calder said. Having your alpha buy clothes for you didn’t sound bad at all.

“So, what would you like to do until Einar wakes up?”

“I think I’ll just stay in,” Calder said. He didn’t want to explore the territory without talking to Einar first.

“That’s fine. My computer is on the coffee table in the living room. It should be logged in to Amazon, and if you need something from somewhere else the credit card number and address should autofill into the appropriate boxes.”

“What will you be doing?” Calder asked. He didn’t want to be clingy, but Grete felt like pack, and he hadn’t had someone nice feel like pack in a long time. He’d missed it.

“I’ll be here,” Grete said, smiling. “But if you want some time to yourself, you can go to your room or to the gym upstairs. I won’t bother you there.”

“You’re not a bother,” Calder said, right away. “It’s nice, having someone to talk to.”

Grete beamed, and Calder looked down at his plate with a smile.

He had a pack, and for the first time in years that was a good thing.
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Einar woke up hungry.

It was strange, given the gluttony he’d indulged in the night before, but there was no denying his need to feed. He rose from his bed and walked down the hall, bare feet as cold as the marble floors he walked on, and grabbed a bag of blood from the kitchen.

The feel of the squishy bag in his hand was deeply unsatisfying.

He heated the blood in the microwave and punctured the corner of the bag with a sharp tooth, drinking it down in three long swallows. It tasted stale, and Einar had to force himself to drink it all down. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand before getting another bag.

Einar couldn’t shake the lingering desire for fresh
 blood. He’d forgotten how good it felt to drink from a living body. The taste of salty skin mixing with the metallic tang of blood as he bit into a pulsing jugular, warm in his mouth and heating him from the inside as it ran down his throat … Einar got hard just thinking about it.

He’d ask Grete to arrange something. She knew his type, and she was good at finding people who wouldn’t run for the hills at the sight of a vampire.

He hadn’t fucked anyone the night before. Morally gray he may be, but Einar was not a rapist. Maybe that was why he was so unsatisfied? Feeding on humans and sex usually went hand in hand, and the fact that he’d had one without the other might be why he felt so discontented.

Fucking Calder would probably make him feel better.

Einar adjusted his cock, kneading his length as he thought about the werewolf. He truly was a magnificent specimen, with his muscular arms, bubble butt, and his chiseled jaw like something designed to fit under a superhero cowl.

Einar was fully hard.

He was pretty sure that Calder was gay. There had been enough sly looks for Einar to get the sense that Calder was attracted to him, but he knew better than to assume that being gay and aroused meant that he would be willing. Vampires were natural enemies to werewolves, and Calder might be too frightened for Einar to stand a chance of seducing him.

At least in the short term.

Then there was the issue of submission. Einar took the role of dominant in all his relationships. He didn’t mind getting fucked, though it was not his preferred position, but sometimes great fun could be had in topping from the bottom.

Hopefully Calder was the kind of man who could find pleasure in submission.

He’d wait and see how Calder was acclimating before making any plans to seduce him.

Throwing the now empty bags of blood in the trash, he headed for his closet to get dressed. Wanting to look nice he chose a classic black suit that fit relatively close to his body, pairing it with an understated white shirt with French cufflinks and a gray tie. Studying himself in the mirror, turning this way and that, he decided that he looked pretty good.

He’d noticed the night before that the roomy style that had been all the rage the last time he updated his wardrobe was horribly out of fashion, and he’d been terribly embarrassed. Only the fact that anyone who might have seen him was now dead made him feel better.

Dressed, Einar slicked his hair back and put on a vintage watch before making his way up the stairs to unlock the barricaded door that protected him from the day. It was a massive thing, made from steel and bolted into the wall, and short of a missile there was nothing that would be able to break through.

It was also fireproof. A swimming pool worth of gasoline could be doused on top of the house, lighting it up like an inferno, and the basement would survive.

Typing in the unlock code on the keypad by the door, Einar put his hand on the scanner and waited for it to open. He could hear the locks inside the door disengaging, and with a puff of air the door swung open.

Einar made his way into the house and set off in search of his new werewolf. As he moved down the hall he noticed that the house looked different than he remembered. The walls were colored a soothing cream, the wallpaper he remembered Grete agonizing over all those years ago nowhere to be seen, and the floors were a lighter hardwood than they’d been the last time he’d paid attention.

That Grete might have had the house remodeled without him noticing was humiliating. It was horrifying proof that Einar had been further gone than he’d thought, and it was a miracle that he’d snapped out of it.

He’d have to make sure not to get complacent again.

Making his way through the house, Einar found Grete and his new wolf in the gargantuan atrium adjacent to the living room. Lit up by skylights arranged outside the glass overhead and filled with a forest worth of plants, the large room resembled nothing so much as a forest at noon.

Einar was relieved that Grete hadn’t changed this room, though the plants weren’t quite the same as he remembered. Some of the indoor trees now reached all the way to the top of the glass, and there were species of flowers he didn’t recognize.

Grete was sitting in her favorite armchair – the fabric worn shiny from years of use – while Calder was lying in a hammock set up under a massive ficus tree in a pot the size of a small hot tub.

Cleaned up and wearing fresh clothes, Calder was even prettier than Einar remembered. Broad shouldered and ruggedly good looking, the werewolf was a prize any vampire would be proud to have in his flock.

Grete noticed Einar first, looking up and meeting his eyes with a radiant grin. Einar returned the smile, making sure to really look at her and let her know that he was seeing her before moving his attention to his new wolf.

Calder was new and exciting, but Grete had been his rock for too many years to count. He would not make her feel second best for anything.

It took Calder several seconds to notice Einar’s arrival. He glanced at Grete, noticing her looking at something, and then looked behind him to where Einar was standing. Einar grinned, and Calder startled so bad that he nearly fell out of the hammock. His limbs flailed as he managed to right himself, swinging his legs out of the hammock and standing up with an uncertain smile on his face.

He was adorable, which was an odd word to use for such a masculine hunk, but Einar thought it fit. There was so much energy in his body. He seemed to be vibrating with it, like he was on the verge of exploding into motion and it was taking everything he had to contain himself.

Like an excited, adorable puppy.

“Hello,” Einar said, stepping into the room. He moved right up to where Calder was standing, taking his face in his hands and pulling it down so that he could kiss his forehead. When he released his grip, Calder was blushing and looking extremely pleased. If he had a tail, Einar was sure it would be wagging.

“Hi,” Calder said. He put his hands in his pockets and ducked his head, waiting for Einar to take the lead.

Einar was happy to.

“You’re looking well,” Einar said, making no attempt to hide his appreciative one-over. “I trust that Grete has seen to your needs?”

Calder grinned, nodding and looking at Grete like she was the best thing since sliced bread. “She gave me breakfast and lunch, and she helped me buy a phone on the internet. She’s great.”

Einar looked at Grete, who shrugged happily, and then back at Calder. “She is indeed. Did you get started on a new wardrobe?”

The question was asked more to Grete than his new wolf, and she was the one who answered.

“No, I figured you’d want to do that yourself.” She crossed her legs and smiled indulgently. “I’ve called ahead and set up an appointment with your tailor and with my personal shopper. Whenever you want to head out, let me know and they’ll be waiting.”

“What would I do without you,” Einar said, moving over to her and kissing her forehead. He turned to Calder. “Are you ready to go?”

Calder, like a good puppy, nodded.
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Grete declined coming with them to shop, saying that she had business to attend to. Einar understood, but Calder looked disappointed.

Einar was glad. He’d expected Calder to accept Grete as pack – his claim took care of that – but he also wanted him to like her. That Calder was already attached was a good sign.

Leaving Grete to her work, Einar placed his hand on Calder’s back and led him to the car. Calder shuddered at his touch, leaning into it, and Einar enjoyed the warmth of his new werewolf’s body.

As a vampire Einar didn’t really feel the cold, but the heat of another man was always enjoyable – and Calder was like a furnace.

He slid his hand lower, trailing down Calder’s spine, his cock throbbing at the way Calder’s breath hitched. He kept his hand there until they reached the car, pulling away with a reluctant little sigh.

“So what exactly is a personal shopper?” Calder asked after climbing into the passenger front seat, pulling on his seatbelt and looking around the interior of Grete’s Mercedes.

“It’s someone who helps you find what you want,” Einar said, reaching over and scratching the base of his neck. “She’ll ask you about your style, and then help you find clothes.”

Calder scrunched up his nose. “I don’t need that. I used to get my clothes at Walmart and that was fine.”

Einar shook his head with a small grin. “Unless Walmart has changed drastically in the last ten years, then it’s not fine. You’re a beautiful man, and I want to dress you in beautiful clothes.” Einar gave Calder’s neck a little squeeze. “Or are you going to deny your alpha the pleasure of seeing you at your best?”

Calder’s eyes widened and he shook his head frantically. “No, of course not. I’ll wear whatever you want me to wear.”

Einar laughed. “Don’t worry. We’ll find clothes you like.”

Releasing Calder’s neck, Einar started the car and exited the garage. Calder stayed silent as they drove, but the quiet was companionable rather than tense, and Einar enjoyed it.

Driving into the city he marveled at all the changes he saw around him. The roads had been updated – lanes added – and there were a great deal more buildings lining what had once been empty roads. When they drove into the old city center, Einar was relieved to find it mostly unchanged. He parked the Mercedes outside the address Grete’s personal shopper had texted him, reaching over and stroking his hand through Calder’s hair.

Calder looked nervous, and Einar realized that taking him shopping on his first night of freedom might be a little daunting. They could have easily gotten some clothes delivered and saved this for when Calder was more comfortable.

Closing his eyes, Calder leaned his head into Einar’s palm and let out a sigh.

“We don’t have to do this today,” Einar said, petting him gently. “We can go to Target and get you the basics, and then save all this stuff for later.”

Calder shook his head, taking off his seatbelt. “You don’t have to do that for my sake,” he said, folding his hands in his lap. “I’ll be fine.”

“Are you sure?”

Calder nodded.

“All right. Let’s go inside. If you get tired and want to go home, just let me know.”

“I will,” Calder promised.

They exited the car, Einar once again placing his hand on Calder’s back as he led him to the store. A woman waved at them, putting her phone in her purse and coming forward to meet them.

“Hello, you must be Einar and Calder. I’m Eloise,” the woman introduced herself, holding out her hand.

She was a full-figured woman with bright pink hair, dressed in a gorgeous wrap dress that gave Einar confidence that she knew what she was doing. Not that he’d had any doubt, with Grete recommending her.

“Hello, thank you for seeing us on such short notice.” Einar shook her hand, and to Eloise’s credit she only flinched slightly when his cold palm met hers. “Grete tells me you’re the best.”

Eloise smiled, accepting the compliment as her due. She turned to Calder, looking him up and down with the expression of someone who relished a challenge.

“And you must be Calder. Tell me, what kind of clothes are you looking for?”

Calder turned to Einar, wide eyed like he had no idea how to answer. “Pants?” he suggested, looking to Einar to see if he’d said the right thing. Einar smothered a grin and turned to Eloise.

“He needs a complete wardrobe. Casual, formal – the works.”

Eloise, to her credit, accepted this. She smiled at Calder. “Well, let’s start here, and then I have a few other places that we can try before we meet with the tailor.” She turned to Einar, apologetic. “Normally I would come to you with a selection of things to try on, but on such limited notice it’s best if we go to the clothes rather than the other way around.”

“That’s quite all right,” Einar assured her. He wasn’t so unreasonable as to expect miracles.

They headed into the boutique, and Einar was relieved to see that Calder didn’t seem nervous at all.

Shopping for Calder was fun. His body made it difficult to find clothes off the rack, the combination of wide shoulders, trim waist and thick thighs a nightmare – but Eloise was a magician and there was no shortage of clothes to try on.

At first Einar tried to steer them in the direction of dress pants, suits and stiff black jeans, but after several longing looks from Calder at a selection of leather jackets and faded denim jeans it was clear that the werewolf was more comfortable with a rougher style.

Einar was a little disappointed. Calder would look amazing in a well cut suit, but Einar wasn’t going to be dictatorial.

He wanted Calder to be comfortable and happy in his new clothes.

Eloise was quick on the uptake, and pretty soon Calder was trying on a variety of tight jeans, leather jackets and flannel shirts that had the wolf preening at himself in the mirror.

When Eloise brought out a pair of waxed jeans, Calder’s face lit up, but when he got a closer look the expression fell.

“What?” Einar asked, coming up behind him and wrapping his arms around the werewolf’s waist. He rubbed the fabric of the stiff jeans between his fingers, enjoying the heat of Calder’s body as it pressed against his own.

It was rare for Einar to be shorter than someone, and he was enjoying it. He was sure that Calder could feel his bulge pressing into the lower part of his ass.

“I thought it was leather,” Calder muttered, sounding embarrassed.

“You like leather, huh?” Einar asked. It wasn’t at all the look he’d pictured for Calder, but now that he thought about it he wasn’t at all opposed to the idea. He was sure Calder would look good with supple black leather clinging to his muscles.

Calder nodded, his reflection in the mirror showing a distinct blush.

“I’m sure we can find something in that direction, right Eloise?” Einar turned to their shopper.

Eloise, not missing a beat, nodded. “There’s a store I work with that does custom leather tailoring. Let me go make a call and see if I can get us in there tonight.”

That sounded perfect.

“Thank you,” Einar said, returning his attention to his wolf. He ran his hands up Calder’s taut abdominal muscles, tracing the underside of his pecs before reaching up and giving an experimental tweak of his nipples. Calder’s breath hitched, the bulge in his pants expanding like a balloon being inflated down the side of his thigh. He pressed back against Einar’s pronounced bulge.

With Eloise off making her phone call it was the perfect time to test the waters.

“You like that?” Einar asked, pinching Calder’s nipples harder. The werewolf nodded, though there was a sudden tenseness in his body like he was at the limit of what he’d enjoy.

It was disappointing, but not unexpected.

“Would you submit to me?” Einar asked, hand going up to Calder’s throat. He didn’t squeeze, but rather just let it rest over his Adam’s apple like a test. Calder muscles tensed up and Einar’s erection flagged.

“If you want me to,” Calder mumbled, sounding nervous.

If Einar were a lesser man he would have taken Calder up on that offer.

“I don’t,” he said, dropping his hand from Calder’s throat and stepping back. He smiled ruefully. “I’m sure you would endure my attention beautifully, but I like my partners to be enthusiastic in their submission. I guess I’ll just have to settle for dressing you up and looking at you.”

“I’m sorry,” Calder said, staring at his feet. “Is that… can I still be pack? Even if I can’t-”

“I claimed you, Calder,” Einar interrupted. He stepped forward again and wrapped Calder into his arms, murmuring into his neck. “That’s not something I do lightly, and it had nothing to do with wanting to fuck you. You’re mine, and the fact that we’re not compatible doesn’t change that. Do you understand?”

Calder relaxed, nodding and looking relieved. “I understand.”

“Good.” Einar squeezed him tighter. “You’re mine
.”

Calder pressed his face into Einar’s neck, breathing in his smell and scenting him, Calder’s body going lax and happy at Einar’s possessive declaration.

That was the nice thing about werewolves. They liked to be claimed.

To his surprise, Calder’s hand slid down the front of Einar’s pants, cupping him through his suit. His grip was firm, thumb finding the head of Einar’s cock through the smooth silk.

“Is this okay?” Calder asked, his voice low and rough. “Even if I don’t… submit?”

Einar moaned, thrusting his hips gently into Calder’s grip.

“It’s very okay, but you don’t have to…” Einar trailed off, his breath hitching when Calder bent his knees and rubbed his cheek against Einar’s pecs.

“You’re so hot,” Calder growled, his teeth finding Einar’s nipple through his shirt. He bit down, gentle and teasing, and Einar couldn’t help grabbing him by the hair and holding him tight.

Calder didn’t stop sucking on his nipple, his spit making a mess of Einar’s shirt, his hands groping Einar’s cock like they couldn’t get enough.

Einar could have come just from that, but the sound of Eloise coming back into the room had him tugging Calder away from his chest. He kissed the corner of the wolf’s mouth, adjusting his crotch before turning to the personal shopper.

“Any luck?” he asked, smirking when he saw the massive bulge in Carter’s sweatpants. Eloise kept her gaze lifted, pretending she hadn’t just walked in on them making out.

“Yes. The owner has agreed to meet us there in an hour.”

Einar couldn’t be more pleased.
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Calder liked the leather store.

The owner met them at the door, gesturing them in with a nervous sort of politeness. When Einar smiled, showing off his fangs, he flinched and stumbled back.

Calder could understand the reaction, but Einar didn’t even seem to notice. He was probably used to people recoiling in terror at the sight of his fangs.

It was strange. If anyone had told Calder two weeks ago that he’d be chewing on a vampire’s nipple and calling him alpha, he would have thought they were crazy. And yet, that’s what he was doing.

Thinking about it made him feel like he’d stepped into the twilight zone. Vampires were dangerous
, and here Calder was wanting to hump one like a horny pup.

Einar was hot – his body as sculpted and big as any werewolf’s – and he radiated safety and pack like nothing Calder had ever felt.

He was just so powerful
.

Einar had seemed confused by Calder’s advance, but Calder didn’t see why it was strange. Any werewolf would want to worship their alpha – to make them feel good and show them their devotion.

There was a big difference between submitting to your alpha and worshiping him. One was an act of devotion – of lust and gratefulness – while the other just hurt.

Calder didn’t want to hurt.

The thought of getting held down and fucked made Calder’s balls want to crawl back inside his body – but getting to lick and touch Einar’s sculpted muscles and smooth skin was like a dream come true. If Einar was really okay with keeping things to heavy petting and making out, Calder was the luckiest werewolf in the world.

Not that he wasn’t already. He’d been spared a massacre and gained an alpha, all in one evening. The memory of that basement – of how he’d been able to taste
 the blood in the air – would never leave him. The fact that it was his new alpha that had been responsible for the massacre was something he’d decided he wouldn’t think about.

Taking a deep breath, Calder focused on the scent of leather. The rich fragrance permeated the air, making Calder’s cock twitch and the memory of blood and death dissolve like mist in the sun.

He loved the smell of leather.

Calder’s first boyfriend had given him a leather jacket when he was sixteen and just figuring himself out. The boy had belonged to a visiting pack, a year older than Calder but half a head shorter, and he’d blushed when Calder had worn his gift.

Calder could still remember how he’d felt when he put it on for the first time. Benjamin had stared at him with worship in his eyes, biting his lip and blushing shyly, and Calder had done a little spin to show off.

Benjamin had gotten down on his knees, and Calder had come so hard he saw stars.

After that he’d worn the jacket religiously, strutting around like a proud peacock. As he aged and grew into one of the biggest and tallest members of his pack he kept on wearing it, and by the time he’d finished high school the jacket was barely able to contain his wide shoulders and thick arms.

When he’d been sold Cliff had made a point of taking the jacket for himself.

Calder tried not to let the memory of that sour his mood. He looked around, instinctually moving toward his alpha.

As he crossed the floor, Calder caught the cinnamony sweet scent of a witch. He stumbled, looking around, but the scent was faint, likely weeks old, and with Einar right there not even the enticing scent of magic could distract him.

“This is nice,” Einar said, looking around the small store, turning to Calder and pulling him closer.

Looking around, Calder agreed.

The store was small, with just a few articles of clothing on display, and behind the counter there was a door cracked open just enough that Calder could make out a workroom.

The owner of the store stared at Einar, looking even more nervous now that they were enclosed in the same room together.

“Eloise tells us you do custom tailoring?” Einar said when the owner of the store continued to stare silently.

“Abraham is one of the best in the state,” Eloise broke in. “He’s in very high demand. I’m sure whatever Calder wants he’ll be able to deliver.”

Einar tilted his head and stared at the leatherworker. “Is that true?”

Abraham visibly swallowed. Calder knew that Einar hadn’t intended the question to sound like a threat – at least he didn’t think he had – but he could see how it might sound like one. There was always the implication with vampires that if you didn’t please them you might end up being their dinner.

“If you tell me what you want, I’ll tell you if I can make it,” Abraham said, swallowing and finding his nerve. “It would help if you have sketches or pictures of what you want.”

Einar turned to Calder, a humorous little smile curving his lip. “Tell the nice man what you want him to make for you.”

Calder blinked. He hadn’t thought that far ahead. “A jacket?” he said, looking between his alpha and the owner of the store.

He liked the feel of leather against his skin, the way it hugged his muscles, but he didn’t know how to articulate a specific look
 to the tailor.

Abraham blinked while Einar huffed a silent laugh.

“What kind?” Abraham prodded when Calder didn’t say anything more.

There was a pause where Calder tried to picture his old jacket.

“With a zipper?” he finally said. He didn’t know what else to say. It was a jacket, with sleeves, and it had a zipper.

Abraham looked a little wide around the eyes, like he was maybe wondering if this was all just a horrible prank, while Einar’s smile got indulgent and warm.

It was Eloise who saved him.

“How about you show him some of your past pieces and Calder can let you know if he’d like anything similar?”

“Yes,” Calder said, nodding vigorously. “That’s a good idea.”

“I can do that,” Abraham said, relieved. He went behind the counter, taking the long way around the room so that he wouldn’t brush past Einar, and turned on a computer. He turned the screen around so that Calder could see the monitor. “I’ll show you some of my recent jackets and you can tell me what you like and don’t like about them.”

An image appeared on the monitor of an average looking man wearing a gorgeous motorcycle jacket. It was nothing like the one Calder had owned, but he wanted it.

“I like that one,” he said. Abraham looked at him and blinked.

“Would you like to see a few more?”

Einar snickered and Calder glanced at him, but there was nothing derisive on the vampire’s face. He looked absolutely delighted.

“Okay.”

Abraham showed him several more jackets, some more flashy than the others, but all beautiful.

Calder liked them all.

“I like all of them,” Calder said when Abraham looked at him expectantly. The man’s face fell, but he quickly covered it up with a mask of patience.

“Is there anything specific-”

“We’ll take one of each,” Einar said. Calder flushed, but he was pleased. He’d never been spoiled by his alpha before and it was a nice feeling.

He imagined himself wearing the first jacket and nothing else while he kissed and licked his way down Einar’s back.

“One of each…?” Abraham promoted.

“Of the styles you just showed us.” Einar put his hand on the back of Calder’s neck and gave it a firm squeeze. “Anything else you’d like? Pants? Gloves? Maybe some chaps?”

It sounded like Einar was just as enthusiastic about seeing Calder in leather as Calder was about wearing it.

He nodded. It felt like Christmas when he was little times a thousand.

Einar turned to Abraham. “Can you show us some more of your work?”

Abraham, looking a little shocked, licked his lips. “I can, but an order of this size… it will take quite some time. And if you want more…”

“You can deliver the pieces as they are finished. Now, if you would?”

There was no denying Einar when he used that voice. Calm and authoritative, backed up by the knowledge that the world would bend to his will, he was impossible to disobey.

Calder wondered what it felt like to speak with that kind of self-assured confidence.

“Of course,” Abraham said, pulling up a new gallery with the pants he’d made.

Calder loved all of those, too.
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It was well past three in the morning by the time Calder and Einar parted from Eloise and headed home.

“How did it go?” Grete asked when they walked through the front door. She’d put her hair up in a ponytail and changed into pajamas.

“I think we can say that it was a success,” Einar said, walking over to her and kissing her forehead. He lingered a moment, holding her, and when he pulled away they were both smiling. “Apparently our wolf has a thing for leather.”

Grete glanced over at him, eyebrow quirked in amusement. “I can see that. He’s really rocking that jacket.”

Calder wasn’t sure what to make of Grete’s tone, but he decided to take her words as a compliment and smiled. He was wearing an outfit he’d gotten after they left the tailor – simple jeans and a red flannel shirt under a soft leather jacket – and he thought he looked good.

“Isn’t he delightful?” Einar asked. Calder blushed, and it was a struggle not to look away under the intensity of his alpha’s stare.

“He really is,” Grete agreed.

Calder shuffled forward, hesitant but unable to resist the lure of his pack. When Einar held out his arms in an invitation for Calder to hug him, he practically ran over and plastered himself up against his alpha.

Getting this much attention from his alpha was like a high, and his wolf didn’t know what to do with himself, he was so excited.

“I’ve got you,” Einar said, cupping the back of his neck and pulling his head down. Calder’s whole body shuddered and his skin broke out in goosebumps. “All mine, aren’t you?”

“Yes, alpha,” Calder mumbled, his whole world narrowed down on the man holding him.

They stayed like that for several minutes, and when they pulled apart Calder felt almost drugged – sluggish with how happy and content he was.

“So, do I get a fashion show?” Grete asked, leading them down the hall to the living room.

Calder looked to Einar to see what he wanted, but the vampire just shrugged.

“If Calder feels up to being put on display, that’s up to him.”

Grete turned to Calder, expectant. “So?” Her friendly smile made Calder relax, letting him know that this was just for fun. He put his bags down and nodded.

“Maybe some of my favorites?” he suggested, already knowing which outfits he wanted to show off. He was particularly happy with the suit he’d gotten at the regular tailor Eloise had taken them to. It was glossy, and it fit him better than anything he’d ever owned.

Grete clapped her hands together. “Yes! You can change in here and Einar and I will sit in the atrium.”

Einar laughed, the sound low and warm and happy, and clapped Calder on the back. “Well, you heard the lady.” He leaned in. “Thank you for indulging her. It means a lot to me.”

Calder ducked his head, his smile tugging so hard on his cheeks that it hurt. He was making his alpha happy and he wasn’t even trying.

“I’m happy to, alpha,” he said, overcome with emotion. Einar leaned in and kissed his cheek, holding him tight for several seconds before letting him go and walking into the atrium. He looked back over his shoulder.

“Whenever you’re ready!”

Bending down, the feeling of doing something just for fun as exciting as it was unusual, Calder rummaged around in his bags for the first outfit to show his new pack.
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The first six
 weeks after Einar woke from his stagnation were a delight. He had his flock, a strumming bond to his heart, and seeing them flourish gave him endless joy. Grete was her usual competent self, quietly and efficiently arranging the world to her liking, while Calder gradually got less anxious of his place; relaxing into the pack bond and becoming less worried that everything he’d gained would suddenly be snatched away from him.

Seeing his handsome wolf relax, his smiles becoming less careful, warmed Einar’s cold, dead heart.

He took to running with him just after night fell, chasing and playing with him as they explored his territory, showing the werewolf all his favorite places. There they would roll around together, kissing and making out, licking and grinding with all the haste and exuberance of a pair of young lovers.

When they came home they would sit with Grete, catching up on movies or TV shows that they’d missed, or just read quietly together.

He felt alive
 again.

“What’s it like to drink blood?” Calder asked one night, the two of them lying on their backs in a clearing in the middle of the woods. They’d been chasing each other, playing and laughing, rutting against each other until they were both so worked up that Einar felt like he was about to explode.

“Nice,” Einar said, looking up at the stars.

“Oh, come on!” Calder protested, nudging his leg with a kick. “That doesn’t tell me anything.”

Einar chuckled, sitting up and looking down at Calder’s impressive body. Clad only in form fitting leather pants, his feet and chest bare, he looked like some kind of savage forest creature.

The bulge of his cock was a thick line down the side of his thigh.

“It’s food,” Einar said, tracing his fingers over Calder’s stomach. “It tastes better fresh than from a bag, and every person has their own unique flavor.”

Calder seemed to consider that, his breath hitching when Einar stroked along the waistline of his leather pants. Einar moved further down, tracing his finger along the bulge of Calder’s cock until he reached the head.

“Do you want to drink from me?” Calder’s eyes were dark and trusting as he looked up at his alpha.

In that moment Einar knew that Calder would do anything that he asked of him, even if it hurt him. It was a heady feeling, though not one he had any intention of abusing.

In his youth Einar had ruled over a terrified flock, lording his power over his subjects like a tyrant. It had taken him many years to learn that there was more pleasure in love and affection than there could ever be in fear, and it was a lesson dearly learnt.

“No.” He shifted his palm up to Calder’s stomach, imitating the shark from Finding Nemo. “Flocks are friends, not food.”

Calder burst out laughing, his mouth opened wide and his pleasure unselfconscious and unrestrained. He looked at Einar with a happy little grin.

“Who knew that vampires were funny?” he said, sitting up and pulling his feet up so that he could rest his chin on his knees. He looked adorable.

Einar shrugged. He was well aware of how people saw vampires, and it wasn’t an undeserved reputation.

Leaning in for a kiss, he said. “We have our moments.”

Calder opened his mouth, letting Einar in without so much as a flinch when Einar’s fangs brushed against his lips. He reached down between Einar’s legs, cupping his cock and massaging it through his jeans.

“Can I?” Calder asked, desperate and needy as he kissed his way down Einar’s chest.

“With pleasure,” Einar said, sitting back and spreading his legs while he leaned back on his elbows. The sight of Calder kissing and licking at his crotch, on his knees and baring his neck, made Einar want to grab him by the head and fuck into his mouth, but he held himself in check.

Calder might appear submissive, but it was an illusion. The second Einar got rough – the second that he grabbed him and took control – Calder’s arousal would wilt like a flower drenched in bleach.

He was built to dominate, and not even his alpha could make his wolf want to submit.

It was fine.

Einar didn’t want to dominate someone who didn’t get off on it, and seeing Calder uninhibited and greedy for his body was worth keeping his darker impulses under control.

“Can I take it out?” Calder mumbled; his nose pressed along the side of Einar’s cock. “Can I suck it?”

Stroking his cheek, letting him wait and breathe in his scent for a few seconds, Einar grinned.

“Be my guest.”
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Back at the house they found Grete in the atrium, sitting in her chair with her feet curled up under her legs and a cup of tea by her side. She was on her phone, typing furiously, fingers flying over the screen as she scrunched up her brow.

When Einar and Calder walked into the room, she put the phone down and smiled.

“There you are, did you have a nice run?” she asked, her playful tone on the word run
 making it clear that she knew exactly what they had been up to. She walked over to Calder, letting him hug her and bury his nose in her neck. She plucked a twig from his hair and caught Einar’s eye, tossing the little twig at him.

Einar caught it, watching them with fond satisfaction.

“It was fun,” Calder said, voice muffled by her neck. He pulled back and looked between her and Einar. “We chased a deer!”

“Just for a little bit,” Einar said. “Calder wanted to practice his tracking skills.”

“As he should,” Grete said, rubbing Calder’s arm. “Next time you should try catching it. It’s been a long time since I had proper venison.”

Calder looked absolutely ecstatic at the prospect of hunting for his pack, turning to Einar with pleading eyes.

“Maybe tomorrow,” Einar conceded. He knew that Grete was just humoring Calder – they had a butcher that could provide them with anything they desired – but Calder was a werewolf, and providing for his pack was in his nature.

If Grete wanted him to feel useful, Einar wasn’t going to stand in her way.

Calder let Grete go, a little strut to his walk, heading over to what had become his hammock and climbed inside. He let his legs dangle over the sides, hands folded behind his neck, pushing down with his left foot to make himself swing. He grinned over at them.

“Having fun?” Einar asked, taking a seat and picking up the book he’d started the night before.

“Yes,” Calder said, beaming.

Einar opened his book, but he kept his eyes on Calder. The wolf was rocking the hammock back and forth, pushing away with his foot whenever the rocking slowed, eyes closed and his handsome body completely relaxed.

The sight of him, with his bulging arms and meaty thighs spread wide, made Einar’s mouth water.

Heavy petting, wet kisses and greedy blowjobs were wonderful ways to spend an evening, but they didn’t satisfy Einar’s need to pin someone down and sink his teeth into their neck as he fucked them into submission.

Calder, for all that Einar was coming to love him dearly, wasn’t satisfying his most primal need to own and dominate.

His arousal and need for release were growing stronger by the day, and the last thing he wanted was to accidentally push Calder too far.

What Einar needed was a thrall. A human to feed off and fuck – someone to sate the desires Calder and Grete were unable to – though one he treated well and compensated fairly.

It was a shame, Einar thought, licking his lips and looking at Calder, that werewolves didn’t find humans appealing. Finding a tasty, submissive little morsel to share with his big bad wolf would have been a whole lot of fun.

For a moment Einar considered finding another werewolf, someone they could both enjoy, but he quickly cast that thought aside. Unattached wolves were rare, and if he were to steal one from a pack no doubt Calder would be appalled.

Still, in the long term it wasn’t just Einar that was going without satisfaction. He knew that Calder had the same need to dominate and use
 as he did. Einar would eventually need to find something to satisfy his hungry wolf, if only to keep him from growing restless and unhappy.

The last thing he wanted was for Calder to grow lonely and leave him as Torvald had done. Bringing another werewolf into his flock, someone properly submissive, might become a necessary preventative measure.

But there was no rush. Calder was still settling in, and it would be decades before the instinct to find a submissive would override his wolf’s need for a pack. As long as he kept his eyes open, Einar was sure he could keep Calder distracted before that happened.
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Calder should be happy.

He had everything
 a werewolf could want. He had a pack, even if it was tiny, and an alpha that took care of him and made him feel safe.

It was heaven, so the fact that he was bored
 simply didn’t make sense.

Sitting on the floor in front of the couch, his new computer on his lap, Calder was scrolling through an endless stream of memes on 9gag, laughing to himself and saving the ones he found funny, when he saw an ad for a job-hunting service.

Was that what he was missing?

“Do you think I could get a job?” Calder looked up at Grete. She was on the couch, on her computer, but when Calder spoke she lowered the lid and looked down at him.

“In human resources somewhere?” she asked.

Calder nodded.

Grete put her computer to the side and slid off the couch, sitting down next to him and nudging his arm so that she could cuddle up against him.

“If you want to, sure,” she said.

“It would be nice to use my degree,” Calder said, wrapping his arm over her shoulder. She leaned her head against his side. “I just think… I need something to do.”

Grete reached up and stroked his hair, her manicured nails scraping over his scalp, sending tingles down his spine.

“Did you have a specific company in mind?”

Calder shook his head. “Not really. I’m not even sure it’s a good idea.”

“Why not?”

Calder looked down at her, raising his eyebrow. It should be obvious.

His years as a fighter had fucked him up. His instincts for aggression had been pushed to the extreme, and he was worried he wouldn’t function outside of his new pack.

What if he lashed out at a random human? What if he hurt someone?

“You know why. What if I lose my temper and hurt someone?”

Grete gave his hair an impatient little tug, like a reprimand. “You’re not going to hurt anyone. Do you get a little growly and toothy when startled? Sure. Have you bitten anyone or attacked them? No.”

“But I might,” Calder argued. For years he’d been forced to hurt people and it had nearly broken him. If he did it on his own, now that he was safe, he’d never be able to forgive himself.

“Then we’ll work on that. Besides, you’ve been going to all your fittings and those have been fine, right? Didn’t you say that Abraham startled you the other day and you didn’t even growl at him?”

Reluctantly, Calder nodded. Abraham had scared the shit out of him, falling off his stool and pulling down a whole shelf of tools and equipment with him. The sound of his tools hitting the floor had sounded like thunder, and for a second Calder had thought he was back with Cliff when he was in one of his moods.

He’d been so relieved when he came back to himself and realized that he hadn’t scared the old man.

“But what if I’ve forgotten everything I learned at school?”

“You’d get training if you joined an H.R. department,” Grete said, waving his concern away. “I wouldn’t worry too much about that.”

“You think?”

“I know.” Grete snuggled closer under his shoulder, asking, “Would you like me to get you a job somewhere?”

Calder looked down at her, wondering if it could really be that easy. “You could? How?”

“I manage Einar’s investment portfolio,” Grete said, sounding proud and a little smug. “We own a majority stake in enough companies that finding you a job should be easy.”

He should have known.

“I think I’d like that, yes.” Calder kissed the top of her head. “Thank you.”

“Anything you need, Calder. You know that.”

“I do.”

“Then I’ll start looking around.” Grete nudged him, grinning mischievously. “Though I don’t think they’d let you wear that at the office, no matter where you work.”

Looking down at his black tank top and tight leather pants, Calder grinned. He was well aware that his preferred mode of dress wouldn’t be acceptable in a professional setting. That was fine. He could wear suits if he had to, as long as he could dress as he pleased on his own time.

The mention of his wardrobe reminded him that he had a fitting that afternoon. He checked his watch, surprised by how much time had passed since he sat down and started looking at 9gag.

He needed to get going or he would be late for his fitting at Abraham’s store. Closing the lid on his computer, he grabbed his phone and rose to his feet.

“Appointment?” Grete asked, moving back up to the couch.

Calder nodded, grinning happily.

“What are you getting fitted for this time?”

“Riding boots,” Calder said, wiggling his toes. He had no intention of riding any horses, but he’d seen them on Abraham’s computer and had loved the way they looked, and so he’d asked for some.

“Well, have fun.”

“I will,” Calder said, stretching his back. His spine popped, and Grete grimaced.

“Don’t do that!” she growled, laughing. “It freaks me out.”

“Sorry,” Calder said, grinning unapologetically. “I’ll see you later.”

“See you.” She waved him off.

Putting on his jacket and leaving the house, Calder couldn’t wait for his appointment. If he was honest with himself, it wasn’t the prospect of new boots – no matter how sexy they might be – that had him coming back to Abraham’s.

It was the smell of the witch.

Calder had been to several fittings so far, and each time the scent of magic had lingered in the air like a promise. One time it had been so strong that Calder was convinced he’d just missed him.

And the witch was a him – Calder was sure of it. The scent had a musky undertone that screamed male.

Calder got hard just thinking about it.

He didn’t know what he’d do if he actually ran into the witch. He knew that it would be humiliating, and most likely involve drooling and babbling incoherently.

Witches just smelled so good
. It was the kind of scent where you wanted to roll around in it and get it all over yourself.
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Calder parked his car a few blocks from Abraham’s and made his way to the store. He got a few looks as he walked – both admiring and nervous – and though it made him self-conscious, he tried not to let it show.

This wasn’t pack territory. People here weren’t used to seeing werewolves walking around on the street – especially not ones dressed in head to toe leather.

Opening the door to Abraham’s, Calder inhaled a deep breath and was disappointed to find that the scent of magic had almost disappeared. The young woman manning the register – Cecily – noticed his expression and raised her eyebrows.

“Is something wrong?” she asked, leaning over the counter.

“No, sorry. I was thinking about something.” Calder forced a grin. “How are you today, Cecily?”

Cecily blushed, brushing an imaginary piece of lint off her sweater. “I’m fine. Abraham is working in the back. He told me to tell you to go right on in when you got here.”

“Thanks,” Calder said, walking into the back room. He found Abraham bent over a massive sewing machine, hunched over and grumbling to himself. When Abraham turned around and saw Calder he swore.

“What the fuck, Calder? We’re fitting boots
. You couldn’t wear pants that could be rolled up?” Abraham got up from his chair and crossed the floor, looking Calder up and down with a scowl. “I don’t know if you missed the memo, but I don’t need to see you in your underwear again. I have enough body issues as it is.”

Calder laughed. The first time he’d met Abraham without Einar present he’d been shocked at just how different the man was. He might be scared of vampires, but werewolves apparently didn’t faze him.

“Sorry, I didn’t think about that,” Calder said. It was true. The pants were tight, and it would have been easier for everyone if he’d worn sweats that could be rolled up to his knees.

“Whatever. Take them off and get up on the podium.”

Calder did as he was told, taking the pants off and hanging them over the back of Abraham’s chair. He then got up on the podium where Abraham handed him the boots.

“They should fit,” Abraham said, crossing his arms. “I could have just had them delivered and then you could have brought them back if there was a problem. It’s not like I don’t have your measurements memorized by now.”

Calder ignored his grumbling, pulling on the boots and walking in place. They fit perfectly. Calder looked at himself in the mirror, grinning at his reflection. He made for a pretty ridiculous picture, standing there in his jacket, underwear and knee-high boots, but he thought he looked good.

“Feel all right?” Abraham asked, gesturing for him to spin around. He walked forward and felt along the toe of the boot, checking the fit.

“Feel great,” Calder said.

“And do you know where you’re going to wear these yet?” Abraham asked, sarcastic.

“Around the house,” Calder answered, completely serious. It wasn’t like he had anywhere special to wear all the gorgeous pieces Abraham created for him.

Besides, as long as his alpha was happy that was all Calder cared about.

“Ugh, such a waste,” Abraham groused, stroking his chin. “Well, since I’ve got you here we might as well do a fitting for the chaps I’m making you.”

Calder furrowed his brow, looking at the old man. “I haven’t ordered any chaps.”

Abraham grabbed his phone and spent a few seconds pulling something up on his screen, showing it to Calder. It was a man, cropped from the pecs down, in tight jeans and a pair of glossy black leather chaps.

Calder’s mouth watered. He wanted them.

“I was going to wait until I showed you the design and you ordered them, but then I figured I might as well get started. You buy everything I show you. Was I wrong?”

Calder shook his head.

“Great. Take the boots off and we’ll-”

A bell rang, cutting Abraham off mid-sentence. The old man sighed, holding up his finger for Calder to wait while he went to the back door. “Hang on, I’ve got a delivery coming. I just need to sign for it.”

“No problem,” Calder said, putting his hands in his jacket and looking at himself in the mirror. The jacket had tight sleeves, just like the one he’d had when he was sixteen, and when he flexed his biceps the leather bulged. He grinned at his reflection, feeling cocky.

Abraham opened the door, and all at once the room filled with the mouthwatering scent of a witch.

Calder didn’t know how it happened, but one minute he was up on the podium admiring himself in the mirror, and in the next he was in the alley behind the store, the witch squirming in his arms while Calder buried his nose in his hair.

“Let me go!” the witch shouted, pounding his fists against Calder’s sides in a desperate effort to get free.

Calder ignored him. The witch smelled so much better in person – like the woods on the morning after a full moon, but sweeter
 – and Calder needed to inhale it.

The witch’s struggle intensified, and Calder wrapped him up in a bear hug, clamping his arms to his sides and lifting him up off the ground. He pushed his face into the witches’ neck, licking up and tasting the crackle of magic on his tongue.

“Let me go you fucking brute!” the witch snarled, lightning sizzling over his skin and shocking Calder hard enough to bring him back to his senses.

Realizing that he had the witch held captive, he gingerly released his hold and stepped back.

He’d never been so mortified.

Despite that, it was still hard not to grab the witch and just hold him again. He was short – almost a foot and a half shorter than Calder – the perfect size to be lifted up and squeezed
.

He’d have to stand on his tippy-toes to lick Calder’s nipples.

“I’m sorry,” Calder said, breathing through his mouth and trying to get control of himself. His fingers itched to push the witch to the ground and mount him like a bitch in heat.

“What the fuck are you doing here?” the witch demanded, furious. He was dressed in a brown delivery man uniform, his tight little body vibrating with rage.

Electricity danced over his skin, a clear warning to Calder to keep his paws to himself.

“Getting fitted for boots?” Calder said, suddenly realizing that he was pantless and sporting a massive erection in his briefs.

He moved his hands down to cover his crotch, but from the way the move drew the witch’s eye it only served to draw attention to his arousal.

“I mean, why are you here, in this city?” the witch demanded, looking a few seconds away from stomping his foot. “This isn’t werewolf territory. I checked!”

Biting his lip, Calder didn’t know what to say.

“I just moved here,” he explained at last. Now that he was getting used to the smell of magic, he was starting to appreciate him for a different reason.

He was cute as fuck. Compact, with toned arms and an adorable bubble butt, the witch was exactly the kind of guy Calder liked. His shoulder-length brown hair, held back from his face by a baseball cap, was just the right length for wrapping around his fist and using as a handle while he fucked into his mouth.

“Stop looking at me like that!” the witch growled, crossing his arms and frowning up at Calder.

“Like what?”

“Like you’re trying to decide if you want to eat me or fuck me?”

Calder blinked. “I don’t want to eat you!” he exclaimed.

The witch stared at him, and after a few seconds when Calder didn’t say anything else he blushed redder than a summer tomato.

“I don’t want to do… either,” Calder muttered, a bald-faced lie.

The witch was also older than he’d first assumed. Early thirties, probably, the crinkles around his eyes and the line on his forehead only making him hotter.

“I don’t mean you any harm,” Calder said, bumbling and embarrassed. “I’m sorry I grabbed you.”

The witch took a deep breath, his blush receding as he weighed the sincerity of Calder’s apology.

“Thank you for apologizing.” He looked up at Calder, studiously ignoring the erection practically poking him in the stomach. “Now what do you mean you just moved here? What about your pack?”

“I don’t have a pack, exactly. My alpha is a vampire. I’m in his flock. It’s…”

Calder trailed off, watching as the witch turned white as a sheet and started to sway.

“What’s wrong?” Calder asked, reaching out to steady the witch in case he keeled over. “Are you okay?”

The witch’s pallor was genuinely alarming.

“This is vampire territory?” the witch asked, voice choked with terror.

“It is, but don’t worry!” Calder said, trying to reassure him. “Einar is really nice. He’s my alpha, by the way. The vampire.”

The witch laughed, an abrupt panicked sound that startled Calder into jerking back.

“Nice?” the witch said, hysterical. “He’s nice? Is he coming? Oh my God, what time is it?”

The witch pulled out his phone, hands trembling so bad that it took him two tries to unlock the screen and check the time.

“Four, so sundown is in two hours. I can make that, oh my God…”

The witch leaned back against the wall, breaths coming faster and faster. It took Calder an embarrassingly long time to realize that he was having a panic attack.

Calder had no idea what to do. He reached forward, about to touch his shoulder to comfort him, but Abraham spoke up from behind him and stopped him.

“Don’t touch him. Just give him space and let him breathe.”

Calder turned around, startled. He had completely forgotten about Abraham. His eyes widened when he saw that the man had a gun in his hand.

Abraham saw him looking and tucked the gun into the back of his pants. “I wasn’t going to let you molest my delivery man, you crazy werewolf.”

Nodding, not offended in the least, Calder took a step back and watched as the witch sank down and hugged his knees, breathing fast like he couldn’t get enough air.

It was horrible.

When the witch finally calmed down, Calder heaved a sigh of relief.

“Will you tell your vampire about me?” the witch asked, sounding defeated.

“What do you mean?” Calder asked.

“I’ll leave right away. I’ll get in my truck and never come back, I swear. I didn’t know that this was vampire territory. I didn’t mean…”

The witch started breathing faster again, closing his eyes and burying his face in his hands.

“You don’t have to leave,” Calder said, his wolf whining at him not to let the marvelous little witch out of their grasp. “I mean, if you want to leave you can
. But you don’t have to.”

“You won’t tell him?” the witch asked, standing up and shoving his phone back in his pocket. “You’ll let me go?”

Calder frowned. He hadn’t told Einar or Grete about smelling the witch at Abraham’s store because he was embarrassed. It was common knowledge that werewolves and witches were like cats and catnip, and he didn’t want them to think he was pathetic. It was humiliating, and he hadn’t thought that Einar or Grete would care beyond being amused.

But there was no way in hell he was deliberately keeping something from his alpha.

“You can leave,” Calder said, speaking slowly. “But I’m not going to keep secrets from my alpha. I can’t.”

“Of course you can’t. Fuck. Never mind, I’m wasting time.”

The witch turned on his heel and ran
 out of the alley. He barreled into his truck, tripping and hitting his head on the door, and then he spent almost a minute trying to get the key into the ignition. Calder watched, concerned and confused, until the witch managed to start the truck and speed away.

Stunned and wondering what just happened, Calder turned to Abraham.

The old man looked just as confused as Calder felt.

“That vampire of yours isn’t going to hurt him, is he?” Abraham asked, worried.

Calder was about to shake his head, but he wondered if there was something he’d missed. He’d only known Einar for six weeks. While he felt pretty certain that Einar wouldn’t hurt him
, he didn’t really know what to expect when it came to other people. After all, Einar had slaughtered a whole basement full of people just because they trespassed onto his territory.

Was that why the witch was scared?

Witches didn’t need permission to settle in pack territory – in fact, most alphas would go to considerable lengths to get a witch to settle down on their territory – but maybe it was different with vampires?

Calder would have to find out.

Taking out his phone, heading back into the shop with Abraham, he called Grete.
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Max was so fucked.

He shouldn’t have gotten into his truck. He was in no state to drive, and it took him less than two minutes before he crashed right into a light post. He managed to push out a shield to absorb most of the impact, but not enough to stop his head from crashing down on the steering wheel.

Seeing stars, disoriented and fumbling to get out of his wrecked truck, Max climbed out the door and promptly collapsed.

Trying to stay conscious was a losing battle, but Max fought the wave of darkness crashing over him with everything he had.

It was no use.

Max didn’t know how long he was out, but when he blinked his eyes open he was in the back of an ambulance with a needle in his arm and a flashlight shining directly into his eye. The light was bright, and Max instinctively coiled back and closed his eyes again.

“Oh, you’re back with us. Great,” the paramedic said, flashing the light in his other eye as soon as he opened it. “How are you feeling?”

Max just blinked, looking around and trying to think how the fuck he was supposed to get out of town before the vampire tracked him down.

He’d been so fucking lucky. Six years he’d been living in Tower Hill, on constant lookout for witcheaters, when all along it should have been vampires he was scared of.

Why hadn’t he sensed it?

Closing his eyes, casting a thin tendril of magic cautiously into the ground, he gasped when he encountered the cold claim of a vampire.

That hadn’t been there before. It couldn’t
 have. Max would have noticed.

Except… When Max first came to Tower Hill he’d been on the run from a witcheater. He’d barely made it out of Portland alive, the witcheater’s magic nipping at his heels, and when he’d arrived in Tower Hill he’d been exhausted.

Had he forgotten to check if the city was claimed?

He must have.

But why hadn’t the vampire come for him before now? Max didn’t know how vampire magic worked – he barely knew how his own magic worked – but he did know that they could tell when other magical beings trespassed on their territory.

Max was lucky to be alive.

“I need to leave,” he mumbled, trying to sit up only to be held down. The paramedic’s hand was firm, his arm flexed with muscle, and try as he might Max didn’t have the strength to resist.

Normally Max would have swooned at being pinned down by a hunky paramedic, but at the moment it just made him feel trapped.

“Let me go!” Max insisted, trying to bat the paramedic’s hand away.

“You need a hospital. You have a concussion.”

“You have to let me go,” Max said, knowing that being panicked and sounding crazy wasn’t going to help. He calmed his voice as much as he was able and said, “I’m a witch.”

The confession did not have the expected effect.

“Sure you are,” the paramedic said, patronizing. He clapped his broad palm on Max’s chest, splaying his fingers wide before lifting his hand, a clear gesture of stay.

“I’ll show you,” Max said, his heart pounding against his chest. He was dizzy, like he was standing on the edge of a cliff and trying not to faint, and every second he stayed on the edge was a second he risked falling.

Closing his eyes, Max pulled on his magic, but when he tried to push it out and turn it into something visible, nothing happened.

He tried again, with the same outcome.

“Take it easy,” the paramedic said, rubbing his shoulder. “You’re going to be all right.”

Max jerked away, furious and scared and on the verge of crying.

“I’m a witch,” Max repeated, knowing that he was beginning to sound hysterical. “You are legally required to let me go.”

It was true. Witches, as paranormal beings, could not be detained against their will, even by paramedics. It was the law.

The paramedic sat back and crossed his arms, that same patronizing look on his face. “All right. Show me some magic and I’ll have Paul stop the van.”

Max grit his teeth, trying again to push just a crackle of light into his palm, but it still wouldn’t work. He looked up at the paramedic with angry defiance.

“I’m too tired,” he admitted, knowing that he’d lost but arguing anyway. “But you still have to let me go. This is vampire territory. I’m dead if I don’t leave!”

“I’m sorry, but unless you can prove that you’re magic, you have to go to the hospital for an evaluation.”

The paramedic’s reasonable tone of voice was worse than if he’d been threatening or patronizing.

He honestly thought that Max was some kind of crazy person.

Max couldn’t believe it. From watching TV and movies he’d thought that doctors and paramedics had to let you go if you told them you wanted to leave. They weren’t the police. They couldn’t detain
 him.

“Why?”

“Because you drove your truck into a light post at fifty miles an hour in the middle of a busy street.”

“Not on purpose!” Max cried, on the verge of his third panic attack in less than an hour. He was going to die, all because this stupid douchebag wouldn’t believe that he was a witch.

It was the dumbest irony. Max had spent his whole life trying to hide that he was magic, desperately trying to stay hidden from the witcheaters who would be more than happy to tear the magic from his body and leave his corpse behind, and now that he needed someone to know they wouldn’t believe him.

It made him want to scream.

He wasn’t even powerful. The few spells he knew he’d figured out on his own, through years of probing and pulling on the little ball of magic in his chest, but he hadn’t figured out how to do anything useful.

He couldn’t even fight off a werewolf.

The memory of the brute not even reacting when Max shocked him was humiliating. That was his best, most powerful offensive magic, and the werewolf hadn’t even blinked.

Max was helpless.

Tower Hill had seemed so safe. He should have known it was an illusion.

“So you weren’t trying to kill yourself?” the paramedic asked. He’d lost the patronizing tone, his voice grave and serious.

“No!” Max was horrified. It hadn’t occurred to him that the paramedic thought he was suicidal. “I’m trying to stay alive!”

The paramedic nodded, turning around to write something on his chart, and Max seized his chance. He sat up, swinging his legs off the gurney as fast as he could, intending to make a dash for the door, only to crash into a woman on his other side.

There was a second paramedic, and Max hadn’t even noticed her.

“Take it easy, Mr. We’re going to get you some help,” the lady said, sounding much nicer than the man, though still like she too thought he was a crazy person.

“No, I need to-”

“All right, I’m going to give you something to calm you down,” the male paramedic said, a needle already in his hand. He’d obviously been prepared for this. “I’ll make sure you’re okay.”

Max watched, like a car crash in slow motion, as the needle sank into his shoulder and the paramedic pressed down on the plunger.

Almost immediately he started to feel sluggish, his body getting heavy, and fighting it every step of the way he lost consciousness.

The last thing he heard before going under was the female paramedic muttering, “Poor guy.”

Little did she know.
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Einar kept
 his face a passive mask as Grete told him about the witch that had trespassed on his territory.

When she was done, sitting calm and collected like she was waiting for him to explode, he took a deep breath and forced himself to think.

He hadn’t sensed any witches coming into his territory, which either meant that the witch was powerful enough to shield himself or so weak that he didn’t register on Einar’s radar. From what Grete described of Calder’s meeting with him, it wasn’t the former.

It made it easier to keep his cool. Without feeling
 the intrusion, without sensing the witch like a pebble at the bottom of his shoe, his instincts to protect his territory hadn’t been triggered.

“I haven’t sensed any witches,” he said at last, pulling at the threads of magic that bound his territory, looking for any disturbances just in case he’d somehow missed them.

To his surprise, there was one, though it was so faint that he wouldn’t have paid it any attention if he wasn’t actively looking for it.

“Calder said that the witch shocked him, but it doesn’t sound like it was very strong…” Grete’s voice was suggestive.

Einar rubbed his chin.

“You don’t think the witch has enough magic to register as a threat?”

Grete shrugged. “Either that, or he’s extremely powerful and playing some sort of game.”

“But you don’t think that’s the case.” Einar stated the words as fact.

Grete shook her head. She opened her mouth like she was going to say something, but then held her tongue.

“What?” Einar asked.

“Calder is a werewolf,” Grete said, like she was choosing her words carefully.

“I am aware.” Einar smirked.

Grete grimaced. “If you hurt the witch he’s not going to like it.”

Einar huffed. Of course Calder would be unhappy if he dealt with the witch. He was a werewolf
. Their whole species had a fetish for witches that was utterly incomprehensible.

They couldn’t smell that
 good.

“I wouldn’t make him watch,” Einar said, wondering how he would break the news to his surprisingly sensitive wolf.

He knew that Calder would be upset, but Einar couldn’t just let this go. Even if the witch was powerless, he’d still trespassed. That wasn’t the kind of thing that went unpunished.

It would send the wrong signal.

Grete grimaced, and Einar realized that she was about to deliver the news she thought would make him explode.

Einar steeled himself.

“What?” he asked when Grete still didn’t say anything.

“Calder promised the witch that he was allowed to stay here.”

Einar bared his teeth, the snarl ripped from his chest, primal and furious and coming right from the heart of his nature. Calder had no right to offer a witch sanctuary in his territory.

“Control yourself,” Grete hissed, grabbing a pillow and throwing it at his face.

Bouncing off his head, the pillow landed in his lap and then tumbled to the floor. Einar looked down at it and then back at Grete, startled.

A laugh bubbled up from his throat.

He was so happy that Grete wasn’t afraid of him. She knew exactly what he was capable of and she wasn’t the least bit scared. He was lucky to have her.

“All right, I deserved that,” he said, picking the pillow up off the floor and tossing it back into the couch. “I apologize for baring my teeth. That was uncalled for.”

“Thank you for the apology,” Grete said, taking the pillow and fluffing it before putting it back into its place. “Now what are you going to do about the witch?”

Einar shrugged, but then an idea occurred to him.

“I’m going to find him and have a little talk,” he said, standing up. “If he truly is harmless, I think I’ll invite him to dinner. It’s only polite, don’t you think, since Calder invited him to live in my territory?”

Grete narrowed her eyes.

“You can’t offer to spare his life just because you want to share him with Calder.” Grete pointed her finger at him. “That would be wrong on so many levels.”

Adjusting the cuff of his shirt, Einar rolled his eyes. “I won’t put it like that
,” he promised, not surprised that Grete knew what he was thinking almost before he did. “And I won’t make his sexual submission a condition of his survival.”

Grete’s eyes narrowed further.

“But…” Einar held up his hand to stave off Grete’s objection, “if it turns out that he’s suitable and willing, I don’t see why inviting him into our flock would be a bad thing. Besides, you can’t bind an unwilling witch. Their magic protects them.”

Grete crossed her arms. “If he thinks the choice is between accepting you as his master or dying, that’s not exactly willing.”

Einar smiled. “It’s close enough.”

“It’s really not.”

Einar sighed. “Fine. I promise that I won’t bind him without his enthusiastic and uncoerced consent. Happy?”

Grete wrinkled her nose. “No. You should kill him. Witches are trouble.”

Einar threw his head back and laughed. He crouched down and put his hands on Grete’s knees, looking her in the eye. “So I can’t coerce him, but killing him is fine?”

Grete nodded. “Exactly.”

Rising back up, Einar leaned down and kissed Grete’s forehead. “I don’t want to coerce anyone, Grete. You should know that.”

Einar’s days of binding unwilling people – witches, werewolves or humans – were long behind him. He would make sure that the witch understood – and believed – that he could walk away unharmed.

Though if he wanted to stay in Einar’s territory, he’d have to submit – magically if not in body.

“I do,” Grete reached up and held his face, pulling him down and kissing his forehead in return. “I’m sorry.”

“Besides. What are the chances that this witch is my type, submissive and willing to sell himself to a vampire in exchange for protection?”

Grete laughed, mirthless. “With your luck, very.”

Einar could only hope.
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Max woke
 up with a head full of cotton and a Viking god sitting on the side of his bed. Blinking, looking around and trying to gather his scattered thoughts, he sat up and rubbed his eyes. Other than the man sitting on the edge of his bed, the room was bare, and he was dressed in a pair of flimsy pajamas that nevertheless were wonderfully soft.

He was in a hospital, but he couldn’t for the life of him remember how he got there. Then, looking at the dark night outside the window, he remembered.

He was trespassing on vampire territory. The thought had barely had time to come into his head before his breaths were racing and he was feeling light headed. Pulling his legs up, Max put his head between his knees and breathed.

It didn’t help. The man on the edge of his bed stayed silent, only the dip in the mattress letting Max know that he was still there.

Lifting his head, still hyperventilating, Max stared at the Viking, a sense of dread pooling in his stomach.

A suspicion formed and all of a sudden he couldn’t breathe at all.

The Viking stared back at him, curious and unconcerned as he watched Max spiral into a panic attack.

“Are you okay?” the man finally asked, tilting his head with mild curiosity. “If you’re worried about me, please don’t be. I’m not going to kill you.”

When the Viking spoke, sharp fangs confirmed Max’s horrible suspicion. His reaction was pure instinct. Pushing his magic out in a bolt of lightning, Max sprang out of the bed and headed for the door.

He’d barely made it off the bed when something lifted him off the floor and threw him back into the bed hard enough to knock the breath from his lungs. On his back, Max stared up at the vampire as he calmly walked back to stand next to the bed. He was wearing a suit, the material a shimmery black that hugged his muscular body, his tie a deep crimson red.

“That was rude,” the vampire said, adjusting his jacket. “I just told you that I’m not here to hurt you and the first thing you do is attack me?” He narrowed his eyes and took a menacing step closer. “Do you want
 me to kill you?”

Max gasped, refilling his lungs with air, and looked around for an escape. He’d thrown every bit of magic he had at the vampire, and just like the werewolf the vampire hadn’t even felt it.

“Well?” the vampire demanded, lifting an eyebrow. “Are you mute?”

“Please don’t kill me!” Max blurted out, searching the room for any means of escape and finding none.

The vampire rolled his eyes. “Are you not listening to me? I just told you that I’m not here to hurt you. In fact, I’m here to welcome you to my territory.”

Max closed his mouth, jaw clicking shut, and tried to process what the vampire was saying. It didn’t make sense.

“What?”

The vampire tilted his head again, a small smirk pulling at his lip. The movement exposed his right fang, making him look cruel and dangerous.

“Are you not the witch that had a run in with my werewolf earlier today?” he asked, once again taking a seat on the edge of Max’s bed.

Mouth dry, Max nodded.

“And did he not tell you that you could stay here, in my territory?” The vampire made a sweeping movement with his hand.

Max nodded again.

“Well, if a member of my flock welcomes you, I’m not going to make him a liar by going out and killing you, am I?”

Max closed his eyes. The vampire was toying with him, like a cat with a baby bunny. He bared his teeth in a furious snarl, refusing to play the part of scared rabbit.

“I’m not playing this game,” he said, the fact that he was dead either way giving him courage. “Just get it the fuck over with.”

When nothing happened, Max slowly opened his eyes to find the vampire staring at him like he was the dumbest thing he’d ever seen. It was the kind of look you’d give a particularly dim pet.

“Stop fucking with me!” Max raged, his temper getting the better of him.

The vampire laughed, grinning like Max had performed a funny trick. He stood up and fixed his tie, Max tracking his every move with hypervigilant focus, and struck a pose.

“Are you attracted to me?”

The question was so out of left field that once again Max needed several seconds just to process it.

“What?”

The vampire spread his arms, and despite his fear Max couldn’t help but notice that the answer was yes
.

The vampire was the kind of man Max could only dream of being with. Tall, built, and with the face of a model, he was so out of his league that it wasn’t even funny.

“No,” he gritted out, lying. The vampire grinned, this time cocky and smug as he sat back down.

“You are,” he said, contradicting Max and leaving no room for argument. “That’s good.”

“Why?” Max couldn’t help the quiver in his voice.

“No reason,” the vampire said, obviously lying. He then looked around. “Where is your familiar?”

Clamping his jaw shut, Max refused to answer the question. He wasn’t going to play the vampire’s game.

“Do I need to teach you some manners?”

Max gasped. He hadn’t seen the vampire move. One second he’d been sitting on the edge of the bed, his body language casual and relaxed, and the next he was looming over Max on the bed, gripping his jaw hard enough to bruise and baring his teeth.

He’d moved faster than Max’s eyes could track-

“Sorry,” Max stuttered, overwhelmed with terror.

“Answer my question,” the vampire growled. He’d clearly had enough of playing nice, and Max regretted not playing along better.

“I don’t have one.” The admission was humiliating. A witch without a familiar was nothing – just food for other witches.

The vampire dropped his jaw and tilted his head. “But you’re so old… How are you still alive?”

“I don’t know,” Max admitted. Witcheaters had been close to catching him several times, but each time he’d managed to get away.

He suspected that he wasn’t worth the effort of a real chase.

“Well, in that case, I have a proposition for you.”

The vampire’s grin was downright evil.

“What?” Max scooted back, pulling his knees up to his chest and watching as the vampire went back to sitting on the edge of the bed.

“Join my flock.”

The vampire held out his hand, and Max thought that this must be what the devil looked like when offering lost souls a deal.

“Why would you want that?” Max asked. His magic was almost non-existent. He would be of no use to a vampire. “Why would I
 want that?”

Max knew that vampires had flocks, but that was it. From what he’d read, each vampire was different, making up the rules for his flock as they went along.

It wasn’t like a pack, where instinct pushed werewolves to form certain structures.

The vampire licked his lips. “I want a submissive lover that I can share with my werewolf. I’m hoping that eventually you’ll want to take on that role. As for why you should want this, well…” the vampire leaned in. “If you’re mine, you’d never have to worry about anyone trying to eat your magic ever again. You’d be safe.”

That was… a lot to process.

“What do you mean, submissive lover?” Max asked, the words conjuring up all sorts of wonderful and horrible mental images. He remembered the werewolf – how effortlessly he’d trapped Max in his arms – and the way he’d looked in his tall boots, leather jacket and snug underwear.

The vampire teased his fang with his tongue, looking at Max like he wanted to eat him. “Exactly that. We’d share you, and you would submit to us.”

“How?” Max’s voice came out a croak.

“We’d fuck you.” The vampire reached out and closed his hand around Max’s ankle like a manacle. “Tie you up. Bite you. My wolf would knot your ass and your mouth until you feel like you’re going to explode from all the come he’s pumped into your gut and belly. We’d use you any way we like.”

Heart pounding, Max imagined himself beneath the vampire, but he couldn’t make the mental image work. The vampire was too… big. He loomed, even in Max’s imagination, and Max didn’t know how he’d ever be able to handle even a fraction of what the vampire described.

“And my magic?”

That was the sticking point. Max had lived his whole life in fear of witcheaters, and if the vampire truly had a solution he was willing to hear him out.

Not that he had much of a choice. He was still half convinced that the vampire was just fucking with him before he ripped his heart out and threw his body out the window.

“My claim would anchor your magic in the same way a familiar bond would.” The vampire released his grip on Max’s ankle. “There are downsides, however.”

“Like what?”

“You’d never be able to get a real familiar.”

Max scoffed. That was never going to happen anyway. The spells for attracting a familiar were passed down in families, and Max didn’t have one. He wouldn’t even know where to begin. Approaching other witches was a non-starter – the risk of being eaten was too real – and it wasn’t like books on magic theory could be bought online or borrowed in the library.

“And the submission thing, is that a condition?”

The vampire shook his head, tracing his finger over the outside of Max’s leg. “No. I have too much power over you to make sex a condition of a deal. If you come to my bed, it’ll be because you want to.”

That sounded too good to be true.

“What’s the catch?”

The question came out harsher and angrier than Max had intended, but the vampire didn’t seem offended.

“My werewolf would consider you pack. That is a serious responsibility and I would expect you to act the part.”

Frowning, Max tried to figure out what that meant. From what he’d seen of werewolves all they did was fight, fuck and cuddle, all the while strutting around like they were god’s gift to the earth.

“What does that mean?”

The vampire laughed. “Nothing terrible. You’d have to spend time with him and let him cuddle with you. His last pack abused him terribly, and he’s a little touch starved.”

Frowning, Max wondered how someone who looked like the werewolf could be abused. He was massive – even compared to other werewolves.

“But no sex,” Max said, just to be sure.

“Not unless you ask for it, no.”

“And could I still live in my apartment and keep my job?”

The vampire bared his fangs in a wide smile. “No to the first, yes to the second.”

Taking a deep breath, Max hoped to every deity he knew that the vampire wasn’t cruelly toying with him.

“All right.”

The vampire looked startled.

“Really?” he tilted his head, like he hadn’t expected Max to give in.

“Either you’re fucking with me and you’re going to kill me anyway, or you’re serious and this is my best bet on staying alive. I’m saying yes.”

Clenching his fists, Max waited for the vampire’s answer.

“Are you sure?” The vampire rose from the bed, moving up and standing so that he was right next to him.

Max nodded.

“Then we have a deal.”

The vampire took Max’s head in his hands, gentle and cold, tilting his face up to expose his neck. Breathing fast, feeling trapped and helpless, Max closed his eyes when he felt the vampire’s teeth pushing into his neck.

To his surprise, the feeling of the vampire’s teeth was… nice. It felt a little like sinking into a hot bath. Warm and pleasant, Max could feel the tension leave his body like water being wrung out of a cloth.

Then he felt the bond. His magic resisted, curling up into a ball to escape the tendrils of the vampire’s sticky magic, but Max forced it to relax, letting the vampire’s magic envelop his own.

The bond snapped into place, and for a second Max was overwhelmed by the sheer amount of magic on the other side of the bond. It was like an ocean, and his was a puddle.

They weren’t mismatched, they were in different universes. Max didn’t understand how one being could contain that amount of magic. What did anyone need with that sort of power?

For the first time, Max understood in his bones why even the most powerful witches avoided vampires.

They were terrifying.

The teeth withdrew, the bond thinning out until Max could barely feel it. As the vampire licked his neck, tongue scraping over the wound, Max felt inside himself. He probed his magic as though it were a wounded animal, and other than a new… stickiness, it was the same.

He also felt better than he had in ages. His head was clear, the headache he hadn’t even noticed before was gone, and he felt energized and refreshed.

He looked up to see the vampire staring at him, possessive and admiring. It was not a look Max had ever thought would be directed at him, much less by a vampire.

“So… what’s your name?” Max asked, scratching the back of his neck. He couldn’t believe he’d let a vampire bind him without even introducing himself first.

He hoped his terror hadn’t made him act rashly.

The vampire laughed. “I’m sorry, in all the excitement I forgot to introduce myself. My name is Einar.”

Einar held out his hand, which seemed weirdly impersonal after having his teeth literally inside of him. Touching the side of his neck, he was surprised to find that he couldn’t feel a wound. All that was left of the bite was a little wetness.

“I’m Max,” Max introduced himself.

“I know. I read your chart.” Einar reached out and brushed the back of his knuckles over Max’s forehead. “You crashed your truck into a lamp post.”

“Not on purpose!” Max batted Einar’s hand away. He wasn’t a baby. There was no need for that kind of coddling.

Einar raised his eyebrow. “I didn’t say it was.”

Max blushed, looking away, but then he got annoyed at himself and hissed, “I thought you were going to kill me!”

Rather than deny it, Einar shrugged. “If it hadn’t been for Calder, I probably would have.”

Max was horrified. He decided to focus on the unfamiliar name rather than the killing him part.

“Who?”

“My werewolf.” Einar rose, smoothing his suit jacket and looking down at Max with a matter of fact expression. “I couldn’t kill you after he met you and took such a liking to you – especially not after he gave you permission to stay in my territory.”

It was scary, Max thought, how casually Einar talked about killing. It made him wonder just how many lives the vampire had ended.

He decided he didn’t want to know.

“The one that I have to play pack with,” Max said, making the vampire’s eyes narrow.

“Not play
. My flock is his pack, and you’ve joined it. Don’t think of it as acting a role.”

Swallowing, Max looked down only for the vampire to grab his chin and gently tilt his head up.

“But you are also one of my flock, now. He’s not allowed to make you uncomfortable. If you tell him to give you space, he has to obey that. His needs are not more important than yours.”

Working his jaw, unsure what to say, Max took a deep breath. That wasn’t what he’d expected to hear.

Einar scratched behind his ear, like he was petting a puppy. “Grete, on the other hand, you obey without question. She is human, and when I am sleeping she speaks for me. If you give her trouble I will not be happy.”

Max hoped that this Grete woman was nice.

“Anyone else?”

Withdrawing his hand, Einar shook his head. “No. Calder and Grete are it.”

Rubbing his eyes, Max tried to make sense of what he’d committed to. “So where do I live, if I can’t live in my apartment?”

“You may choose. There are rooms available in my house, or we could build you a guesthouse on the property if you prefer a little more privacy. Either way, I expect you to spend time with Calder.”

“A room is fine,” Max said. He’d always had roommates, a financial necessity, and so as long as he had his own room he was happy.

He wondered if the werewolf would pick him up again. Last time he’d been furious. Calder’s reaction to him was a dead giveaway that he was a witch, but without the threat of exposure to worry about he might enjoy being manhandled by someone who looked like that.

Then again, Calder might be too much of a good thing.

There was a knock on the door, a nurse walking into the room a second later. Dressed in scrubs and looking tired, she stopped in her tracks when she saw Einar.

“Hello?” she said, looking between Max and the vampire. Max could tell the exact moment she noticed Einar’s fangs, putting two and two together. Her eyes widened and she held her breath for half a second before visibly pulling herself together and steeling her nerve. “Can I help you? Visiting hours are over, I’m afraid.”

Her voice wobbled.

Einar grinned, walking around the bed to stand in front of the nurse. “That’s quite all right. I’ve just come to collect my witch. If there are any costs associated with his visit, please send the bill to this address.”

Einar took a business card out of his pocket and handed it to the nurse, who accepted it with a trembling hand. She looked at Max.

“You need to be signed out by the doctor, Mr. Spellman.”

Einar laughed, a sudden sound that made both Max and the nurse jump.

“Your name is Spellman?” he asked, a wide smile showing off his glinting fangs.

“You don’t know his name?” the nurse demanded, taking a step so that she stood between Einar and the bed.

It was the bravest and most stupid thing Max had ever seen, and he was touched.

“No. I just claimed him tonight you see.”

“It’s all right,” Max piped up, worried that Einar would hurt the woman. She was just doing her job and protecting her patient. If Einar hurt her because of him he’d never be able to live with himself. “Is there something I can sign so that I can leave?”

The nurse clenched her jaw, and Max remembered that he might not be able to leave because of the driving into a lamp post maybe on purpose. He pushed a ball of light into his palm and showed it to her. “I’m a witch, see. Legally you can’t hold me for any reason.”

What he didn’t mention was that they could contact the witch’s council. An hour ago that would have been a surefire way to get eaten
, probably by whichever member of the council got the request, but with his magic bound they would now support his claim.

He hated them.

“The team that brought you in said you couldn’t do magic…” the nurse said, staring at the little ball of light. It flickered and glowed, pulsing to the beat of Max’s heart. Her gaze hardened. “They also said that you claimed a vampire would kill you.”

“And do you think you could stop me if that was my intent?” Einar asked, suddenly standing behind the nurse and speaking into her ear.

Max had been looking right at them, and Einar had appeared like out of thin air. The nurse screamed and jumped away, falling against the bed and scrambling back up in less than three seconds.

Einar advanced, a looming figure.

“Max belongs to me, and I am taking him with me. I have given you a means of contacting me for payment.” Einar bared his fangs. “Now leave.”

The nurse, for all her earlier bravery, fled the room. She left the door open behind her and Max could hear the sound of her shoes hitting the floor as she ran down the hall. When she was out of earshot he frowned at the vampire.

“That wasn’t very nice,” he said, making Einar turn to him and tilt his head.

“She was annoying me,” Einar said, like that gave him the right to terrify the poor woman. He crossed his arms and looked Max up and down. “Now. Are you ready to go?”

Looking down at his pajamas, his real clothes nowhere to be seen, Max shrugged.

“I don’t know where my clothes are, but sure.” Max swung his legs over the mattress and got off the bed, feeling very short as he stood next to Einar. He wondered if the man ever got confused for a werewolf, given his size. He was certainly big enough to be one. He craned his neck and looked up. “Where exactly are we going?”

Einar grinned, cupping the side of Max’s face and using his thumb to stroke over his chin.

“We’re going home.”
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“Do you have shoes?”
 Einar asked the witch, nodding down at Max’s bare feet. He took a step forward, putting his hand on the young man’s shoulder and leaning down. “Or would you like me to carry you?”

Max wrenched away from his grip, scowling up at him. “I don’t want to be carried around like a baby. What is it with you guys?”

Einar raised an eyebrow, wanting an explanation.

Max huffed, spotting a pair of slippers by the closet and bending down to put them on. He looked at Einar, turning red. “Your werewolf – Calder – the first thing he did when he saw me was lift me up in a bear hug. Didn’t even say hello.”

The mental image of Calder holding the short spitfire of a witch in a bear hug was something Einar would have to see for himself.

“I imagine he was excited to meet a witch. You know how werewolves are.”

The comment earned him a glare. “He should be able to control himself! You can’t just grab someone because they smell good.”

Rising to his feet, Max fixed the front of his pajamas and looked up at Einar. He really was adorable. He was short, the perfect height for Einar and Calder to squish him tight under their pecs as they made out over his head, but not skinny. His arms were surprisingly toned, and his butt was round and perfectly biteable.

The fact that he obviously liked being manhandled – however much he complained – only made him more perfect.

Grete was right. Einar truly had the most ridiculous luck. He’d been wanting someone he could share with Calder – someone they could dominate and fuck together – and then just a few days later a witch fell into his lap.

“You’re right. Calder shouldn’t have grabbed you without asking. I’ll talk to him and make sure he asks you first next time. Is that acceptable?”

Eyes wide, Max didn’t seem to know what to say to that. He shuffled his feet, scratching the back of his neck. Finally he asked, “Is that something he’s going to want?”

He sounded like he didn’t know if he should be hopeful or worried.

Einar let his grin widen, pulling himself up and making himself tall. “Yes. He’ll manhandle and cuddle you as much as you let him get away with. It’s going to be important that you set limits. Unless…”

“Unless what?” Max sounded hoarse.

“Unless you like the idea of being grabbed, cuddled and held by a werewolf.”

Licking his lip, a fast and unconscious action, Max looked toward the window. “Why would I like-”

“Because you do,” Einar interrupted, grabbing Max under his arms and lifting him off the floor, holding him up in front of him so that they were eye to eye. “I can tell. You love being manhandled and carried around like a toy. Don’t worry. Calder and I will keep you satisfied.”

Max opened his mouth, sputtering, and started squirming until Einar let him go. When he was free he dashed back.

“I do not!” he hissed, fixing his ruffled pajamas and moving so that the bed was between them. His face was bright red. “How can you say- That’s so- You’re rude!”

Einar grinned, letting Max vent as he came to terms with how much he’d enjoyed being manhandled.

“And you’re hard,” Einar said, the sight of Max’s erection making his own cock twitch.

He ignored it. Einar was already pushing Max much too far too soon, and it would be unconscionable for him to get his cock involved at this point. Max might be a spitfire, but Einar had just upended his life so completely that there was no way he was in the right state of mind to start something sexual.

“I’m not!” Max said, putting his hands over his crotch like Einar hadn’t seen his little hard on.

Max might be surprisingly built, but he was not well endowed. That much was obvious from his bulge. Einar couldn’t wait to push their cocks together, lording his own size and girth over the smaller man.

Einar liked Calder’s muscular body and enormous cock, but there was nothing quite like fucking someone half your size in both cock and body. It added an element of humiliation that got Einar deliciously hot.

“All right. I’m sorry.” Einar smiled fondly, holding up his palms in an insincere apology. “Are you ready to leave? I promise I won’t carry you.”

Taking a deep breath, the enormity of his situation clear on his face, Max nodded and moved to the door. He turned to Einar with a pointed finger. “But keep your hands to yourself!”

“I will,” Einar promised. “At least for now.”
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The drive home was pleasant. Einar talked to his new witch, probing and trying to figure out how he’d managed to stay alive without a familiar until his thirties, and bit by bit he learned how Max had ended up in his territory.

That Max genuinely hadn’t known he was trespassing made Einar glad he hadn’t killed him.

Still, evading witcheaters was no small task. There was a reason most witches who didn’t have a teacher died before they hit twenty.

Max’s theory that he didn’t have enough magic to make a chase worth it seemed logical, though Einar had never known witches to be reasonable. Any little piece of magic they could steal, they would.

“It’s very impressive,” Einar said, reaching over to squeeze his neck before remembering he’d promised not to touch. He held back at the last minute. “You should be proud of the fact that you survived.”

To his horror, Einar’s words caused Max to burst into tears. It was unexpected, and for several seconds Einar didn’t know what to do.

Grete never cried – dealing with any problem she might face by herself – and Calder was like a mellow rock. His years of fighting had left their mark, making him prone to startle at loud noises, but underneath it all it didn’t seem like anything truly
 rattled him.

“It’s okay,” Einar said, reaching over and combing his hand down the back of Max’s head despite his promise. “You’re safe. Nothing bad is going to happen to you.”

Max stopped crying as swiftly as he began, wiping his tears with the sleeves of his pajamas and letting out a little laugh.

“Sorry, don’t know where that came from,” he said, sounding very much surprised.

Einar had an idea. A lifetime of running and always looking over your shoulder – that was a lot for anyone to handle. Especially on their own.

“Everyone needs to cry a little sometimes,” Einar said, giving his neck a squeeze before pulling his hand back. “It’s okay.”

“Do you cry?” Max asked.

“Sometimes,” Einar lied. He hadn’t cried since his first flock mutinied and tried to kill him. He’d torn them all apart in a rage, and the blowback from the bonds snapping had almost driven him mad. When he’d come back to himself and realized he was alone he’d wept.

Still, the lie seemed to give Max comfort so Einar didn’t feel bad.

Max leaned his head back, eyes closed, and after five minutes of silence he turned and looked at Einar. He didn’t say anything, just stared at his face with a thoughtful expression.

“What?” Einar asked, wondering what he was thinking.

“You’re incredibly hot.”

Einar huffed out a laugh, a cocky little smirk tugging the corner of his lip. “Thank you.”

Max shook his head. “No, I mean you’re incredibly, ridiculously out-of-my-league hot. Are you seriously saying you want to have sex with me
?”

As he spoke, Max sounded more and more incredulous.

“I am,” Einar said, cock hardening due to just how much he wanted it. “You’re good looking, you seem like you can stand up for yourself, and you’re short.”

“I’m short.” Max’s voice was flat

“Yes,” Einar nodded, grinning. “You’re short. It makes me want to curl you up into a little ball and bounce you up and down on my dick.”

Max’s eyes widened, his jaw clicking shut with a snap as he turned his face and looked out the window.

He said nothing, but Einar could feel his arousal through the bond, so he knew that he wasn’t traumatized.

“A little ball?” Max finally asked, voice cracking.

“A little ball,” Einar confirmed. “I’d grab you under your knees and push your legs up to your chest, and then I’d hold your wrists and put those behind your knees and keep you like that in my lap while I fucked you. Unless you objected, of course. This all assumes that you’re willing to be my flexible little fuck ball.”

Max swallowed, looking out the window and saying nothing.

When they reached the house, Einar parked the car and turned to him.

“You don’t have to do anything you don’t want to do, okay?” he said, keeping his voice serious, all hints of teasing gone. Max looked at his lap, so Einar clarified. “Tell me to stop, and I stop. You don’t want me to talk to you about sex? Tell me and I won’t. It would make me very unhappy if you felt uncomfortable in your new home. Do you understand?”

Max nodded.

“Good. Now we’re going to see Calder. Are you okay with him hugging you?”

Max nodded again, though this time it was accompanied by a small indrawn breath that was all anticipation.

Einar grinned, reaching out and letting his hand hover over Max’s shoulder. He lowered his hand slowly, giving Max time to object before sliding his hand to the back of his neck and giving it a firm squeeze.

“Good boy.”

Max’s breath hitched, his eyes fluttering closed, and Einar’s grin got downright wolfish.

He couldn’t wait to show Calder his new pack mate.





12








Calder sat slumped
 against the living room wall, wishing that he’d never gone back to Abraham’s.

He tried to tell himself that it was good
 that Einar knew about the witch – that it was something his alpha wanted to know – but he couldn’t help but feel that he’d done something wrong.

“He’s going to be fine.”

Calder looked up to see Grete standing in the doorway with Einar nowhere to be seen.

“Did you explain that he didn’t know that Einar had claimed this territory?” Calder asked, standing up and crossing his arms so that he was hugging himself. Grete opened her arms and gestured for him to come hug her instead.

“I did,” Grete said, letting him wrap her up in his arms. He was bent down, crouching so that he wouldn’t have to lift her up. Grete hated being lifted up by anyone but her boyfriend.

“And he’s not going to kill him?”

Grete let out a huff, and Calder’s chest tightened. “No, he’s not going to kill him. In fact, I think he’s going to ask him to be in our flock.”

The information startled Calder so bad that he didn’t know what to say. A witch in his pack? There was no way he’d be that lucky.

He let Grete go, looking down at her to see if this was some sort of weird joke.

“Are you serious?”

Grete nodded. She tilted her head and looked up at him. “This witch – was he handsome?”

Thinking back to the compact little witch, with his cute face and hair that was just long enough to really grab on to, Calder nodded. “He was really cute, actually.”

Grete groaned.

“What?” Calder asked, confused. His cock was half hard just thinking about the witch and knowing that he might get to smell him every day.

“Never mind, I’m just being a drama queen,” Grete said, shaking her head. “But if Einar brings the witch back with him tonight I expect you to be on your best behavior. He’s a witch, not a werewolf. Even if he’s pack you can’t go grabbing him and touching him without permission.”

Calder blushed at the memory of how he’d grabbed the witch when he first smelled him. It was humiliating, and he hoped the witch could forgive him.

“What did you do?” Grete asked, seeing his red face and knowing that he was embarrassed.

“I maybe
 hugged him,” Calder said, looking anywhere but at Grete.

“Hugged him,” Grete repeated his words back to him. “When you say that, do you mean that you picked him up and squeezed him like a teddy bear?”

Shamefaced, Calder nodded.

Grete sighed again, though it was accompanied by a fond smile that made Calder feel better.

“Don’t do that again.”

“I won’t,” Calder promised.

“And don’t get your hopes up. The witch will probably decline the offer to join Einar’s flock once he realizes he’s allowed to leave.”

It was far too late for that, but disappointment wasn’t the worst thing in the world. Did Calder really want to have a witch in his pack – and maybe sit behind him and put his nose in his hair? Yes. Would it be the end of the world if he didn’t get that? No.

“You promise Einar won’t kill him?” he asked, just to be sure that he could relax.

“I promise.” Grete smiled. “You’re lucky Einar likes you so much.”

Calder preened.

“All right, I’m in no mood to work, and I need something to distract me until we know whether or not we have a new member of the family. Will you sit with me and watch TV?”

“Sure,” Calder said, heading over to the couch and sitting down, lifting his arm for Grete to take her place next to him. She sat down and snuggled in close.

“Do you want the witch to join our pack?” Calder asked while Grete turned on the TV and navigated to Netflix.

Grete shrugged, flicking through the shows at warp speed. “I’m ambivalent about witches. They often tend to be trouble, and I’m not a fan of the way they eat each other. But if Einar thinks this one will be a good fit, I trust his instincts.”

Calder considered her words. He’d never paid attention to witches until he’d smelled one at a distance when he was in college, when he’d understood what all the fuss was about. That humans and vampires might not like witches as a rule was just bizarre to think about.

“How about this?” Grete asked, having stopped at a show Calder didn’t recognize. There were two gorgeous people on a beach, looking at each other like they were two seconds away from taking off their clothes.

“That’s fine,” he said, not caring one way or another. He just liked sitting with Grete and spending time with her. What they watched wasn’t important.

Being with his pack was more than enough for him.
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Grete fell asleep half-way through the second episode of the reality TV dating program, leaning against Calder’s chest and drooling slightly as she snored.

It was cute, and it made Calder’s wolf ecstatic that she was comfortable enough to sleep on him.

Turning down the volume on the TV, Calder wondered if Grete would ever play with him in the woods. He missed her when it was just him and Einar, even though having alone time with his alpha was like a drug that he couldn’t get enough of.

He wanted to ask her if she’d spend the next full moon with him, but he was a little scared that she’d say no.

His first full moon with his new pack he’d spent alone with his alpha, shifted into his wolf form and staying as close to him as possible at all times. At one point he’d pushed his way between Einar’s legs and rolled around onto his back, Einar petting his belly and making him feel closer to heaven than he’d thought possible.

That had been three weeks after Einar claimed him, and it had taken a night of undivided attention from his alpha for Calder’s wolf to truly believe that this was real. After that he’d felt settled and secure
, and for his next full moon he wanted his whole pack to be there.

He just hoped Grete wasn’t intimidated. His wolf form was huge – the size of a small horse – and it would break his heart if she was scared.

“What are you thinking about?” Grete asked, surprising him. He’d thought that she was asleep.

“Will you spend the next full moon with me and alpha?” Calder blurted out.

“Of course,” Grete said, like it was obvious. “You can hunt me that deer you promised me.”

Calder’s grin was so wide that it hurt. He was so happy that it was taking considerable effort not to jump up and run around the room in happy circles.

“I will. I’ll get you the biggest, tastiest deer you’ve ever had in your life!”

Grete patted him on the thigh. “I have no doubt. Did my phone vibrate while I was asleep?”

The phone was on the table, and Grete would have to stretch if she was going to reach it.

“No,” Calder said. “Not a peep.”

“I wonder what’s taking so long?” Grete mused, grabbing the blanket on the armrest and draping it over herself. “He should have found the witch by now.”

“Do you think something’s wrong?” Calder’s heart thudded anxiously.

“No. This is a good sign. It means that he’s having fun and drawing it out – whatever it is.”

Calder hoped Einar hadn’t changed his mind about killing the witch. That wasn’t something that should be drawn out.

They sat in silence for several minutes, and then all at once Calder felt a plucking on the pack bond. He sat up, looking at Grete with wide eyes. Judging by her expression, she had felt it too.

“Is he…?” Calder asked, trailing off as he felt his pack expanding to add a new member.

“He is,” Grete said, sitting up and stretching. “It looks like we have a witch in the family. I have to say, when Einar wants to shake things up, he really shakes things up. His stagnation must have rattled him even more than I thought.”

Calder couldn’t stop grinning. There was a witch in his pack. He’d be able to talk to them and hug them and smell their magic every day.

Seeing his excitement, Grete let out a little huff of amusement. “All right. This is a big deal – we need to prepare. You go get the champagne and put it on ice, and I’ll order food. We need to welcome our witch properly into the flock.”

Jumping up, happy to have a task to distract him until the witch arrived, Calder went to do as he was told.
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Max stared
 up at the impressive house, crossing his arms against the cold as Einar patiently waited behind him.

Or not so patiently. Einar grabbed his shoulders, huge hands wrapping around his deltoids, and gently pushed him forward.

Max tried not to think about how big Einar’s hands were – about how his thumbs were on his shoulder blades while his long fingers curled down over his collar bones – but it was a losing battle.

Einar was just so massive. He loomed behind him, making Max feel like a child being steered forward by his father.

He pushed his heel down, everything moving too fast, and Einar ceased propelling him toward the door.

“What if they don’t like me?” he asked, the huge house not the kind of place he was supposed to live in. Max was the kind of guy that shared a two-bedroom apartment with a roommate. He wasn’t a mansion guy.

There was no way he’d fit in.

It would be different if Max was bringing the talents of a real witch to the table, but he wasn’t.

“Calder is going to love you no matter what, and Grete will like that you have a spine. Now come on, I want to get inside and introduce you to the rest of my flock.”

There was a possessive note in Einar’s voice when he spoke of his flock, and Max couldn’t quite reconcile that he was part of it – that part of that possessive heat was for him
.

“All right,” he said, letting Einar push him forward again.

“Good boy,” Einar said, making all of Max’s insides squirm in horny delight.

He loved praise.

“If this is a trick and you’re taking me in there to eat me I am going to be so pissed,” Max said when Einar opened the front door for him.

“It’s not,” Einar assured him, gesturing him inside. “I don’t drink from my flock.”

“Why not?” Max asked, walking inside. Wasn’t that the whole point of a vampire’s flock – to be a steady source of food?

Max hadn’t even asked about it, taking it as a given that Einar would feed on him from time to time.

“Because it makes me greedy.” Einar put his hand on the back of Max’s neck, the size of his hand letting him get a firm grip that extended all the way to his jugular. It reminded Max of wearing a collar. “And I have a tendency to play with my food.”

Max sensed a story there, but if Einar wasn’t going to volunteer it then he certainly wasn’t going to ask.

The less horrible facts he knew about his new master the better.

“All right,” he said, swallowing nervously. Einar still had a firm grip on his neck, though it felt almost absentminded; like Einar was taking control without consciously thinking about it.

Max felt dominated and Einar wasn’t even trying.

As he was led through the house, Max looked around, taking in the intricate crown moldings, the gleaming hardwood floors and the beautiful art on the walls. Everything looked like it belonged in a magazine, perfectly clean and understatedly expensive.

It was gorgeous, but not homey.

They arrived in an elegant living room, with a couch and two armchairs centered around a television on one side of the room, and a stately dining room table on the other.

The far wall opened up into an atrium filled with plants, bright natural light making it look like it was the middle of the day, almost like the living room opened up into the outdoors.

“Hello!”

Max turned, looking toward the direction of the TV, and saw the werewolf from earlier standing next to an attractive young woman that had to be Grete. He was just as huge as Max remembered.

While Grete was dressed in soft jeans and an oversized sweater, Calder looked like he was about to go clubbing, dressed in tight leather pants and a barely there tank top that left both his nipples exposed.

Max’s spit glands worked overtime at the sight of the enormous hunk.

“Calder, Grete,” Einar steered Max toward the two people, hand never leaving the back of his neck. “I’d like you to meet the newest member of our flock. This is Max.”

Calder, even taller up close, looked like he was about to vibrate out of his skin with excitement. It was extremely intimidating, leaving Max feeling like he was seconds away from being bowled over.

“Hello Max!” Calder said, taking a step forward and then pulling back, turning to Grete with an excited grin. “His name is Max!”

Grete, much calmer, smiled and held out her hand. Max was relieved. At least Grete seemed somewhat normal.

“Hello Max, I’m Grete. Welcome to our little family.”

Swallowing, the word family throwing him for a loop, Max cleared his throat and smiled back at her. “Thank you.”

“Can I pick you up?” Calder asked, his hands twitching like it was taking everything he had not to do just that without asking.

Max stared at him, taking in the thick slabs of his pecs, his bulging arms and his thick tree-trunk thighs – not to mention his almost comically oversized hands and feet. It made for an intimidating package.

And speaking of packages. Calder’s bulge was just as intimidating as Max remembered. It looked like he’d stuffed a baguette down the front of his leather pants.

“All right,” Max said, surprising himself. He’d been planning to keep his distance.

Einar released his grip on the back of Max’s neck, pushing him forward toward the hulking werewolf. Max tensed, waiting for Calder to pounce like he had back at the leather shop, but that didn’t happen.

Calder, contrary to Max’s expectations, moved forward slowly, like he was scared that any moment Max would startle and pull away, placing his massive mitts under Max’s arms and gently lifting him up.

His hands were hot
. Einar’s hands were cold, like marble come to life, but Calder was like a furnace. The heat of his hands seeped into Max’s body, radiant and making his spine tingle.

Still moving in slow motion, Calder pressed Max to his chest, shifting one hand down to cup his ass while the other slid around his back and clamped him tight.

Max knew that the only way he was getting free was if Calder let him. Rather than scare him, the thought made his cock harden and his gut clench with hot arousal.

Closing his eyes, embarrassed at his reaction, Max waited for Calder to let him go and for the hug to be over.

Calder’s nose was in his hair, and Max waited as the werewolf inhaled through his nose like he was trying to absorb Max’s smell.

Ten seconds passed, and when Calder showed no sign of letting him go, Max started to squirm.

Calder’s arms tightened like a vice, a low growl rumbling in his chest, and Max’s cock throbbed at the possessive reaction. He froze, Calder making a happy little sound and going right back to sniffing him. This time he moved down the side of Max’s ear, mouth pressing flat against the back of his neck before he buried his face in Max’s shoulder. Taking one deep breath, he then flipped Max upside down, holding him around his waist and shoving his face into Max’s ass.

For a second Max was too startled to do anything but hang there, his cheek pressed against the bulge in Calder’s leather pants, but when he realized what was going on – in front of Grete and Einar – he pounded his fists on Calder’s thighs and growled.

“Let me go!”

Calder ignored him, and it was only when Einar spoke that Calder obeyed.

“Let him go, Calder.”

Calder jerked like he’d been startled, face leaving Max’s pajama clad bottom, almost dropping Max on his head before catching him and flipping him over and placing him back down on his feet.

“Sorry,” he mumbled, red faced and embarrassed. Max huffed, fixing his rumpled pajamas and glaring up at the wolf.

He calmed at the genuine mortification he saw on his face.

“Calder is just a little overwhelmed,” Einar said, pulling Max back and holding him against his chest. “He’ll get himself under control. Won’t you, Calder?”

“Yes, alpha,” Calder said, bending his neck and looking like he wanted the ground to swallow him up.

“Why don’t you try again. This time you’re only allowed to hug him, no manhandling him or squeezing him too tight.”

Max let out a squeak as Einar pushed him back into Calder’s arms, not asking him for permission or even looking at him before handing him over like some sort of present.

“Is it okay?” Calder asked, hands twitching like he was holding himself back from grabbing.

“Don’t spin me around,” Max warned, the memory of how easily Calder had flipped him upside down making his balls pull tight and his gut clench with heated pleasure.

“I won’t,” Calder promised, wrapping his arms around Max’s back and pulling him into his chest.

This time he didn’t lift Max off his feet, but the experience was just as overwhelming. Max didn’t even reach Calder’s pecs, the mounds of muscle coming to rest over his head, and he could feel the line of Calder’s erection like a brand across his stomach.

“Control yourself,” Grete said, and Max realized that Calder had been slowly starting to squeeze him.

Calder stilled, and after a few tense seconds released Max from his arms and stepped back. He took a deep breath, a huge grin blossoming on his face.

“I did it!” he said, happy and proud like not molesting someone was a huge achievement.

“Very good,” Einar said, walking around Max and wrapping his arm around the werewolf’s waist.

The sight of them together reminded Max of Einar’s hopes for him. The vampire wanted Max to submit, to let him and Calder use him together, but looking up at the two muscular figures he didn’t know how he would be able to handle it. Being dominated by one of them would be intimidating and likely to leave him used up and broken. Both of them would destroy him.

Calder, for one, had shown that he had absolutely no self-control. What would that animalistic aggression look like if he was allowed to use his cock?

The thought made Max shudder in terrified arousal.

“Yes, well,” Grete clapped her hands together, looking like she’d had enough of all of them. “We have champagne and food. I suggest that we sit down and have a meal like civilized people and get to know each other.”

Catching his eye, Grete gave him a little smile, and Max felt better. Grete seemed sensible, and he was glad that it was her that was in charge during the day and not Calder.

Who knew what the werewolf would do without Einar there to control him.

“You’re right, of course,” Einar said, releasing Calder and leaning down to kiss Grete on the forehead. He looked at Max. “You’ll find that Grete is the best of us.”

Grete blushed, saying nothing.

“Grete is the best,” Calder agreed, taking a small step closer to Max. “She’s ordered so much food. Are you hungry?”

Max’s stomach rumbled, answering for him. He hadn’t eaten since noon and he was starving. He looked up at Calder and nodded.

“Yes, pretty hungry,” he answered. With Calder standing this close he could feel the heat radiating off his body. It made Max want to press close, to feel the skin exposed by Calder’s skimpy tank top, but he held himself back.

Even if Calder would welcome the touch, Max wasn’t comfortable enough to initiate it. Not when he didn’t know what it would lead to.

“Perfect, let’s go eat,” Grete said, distracting him and making him realize he’d been staring at the bottom corner of Calder’s pec that was exposed by his tank top. He blushed, turning to Grete and pretending he hadn’t been caught ogling the werewolf.

“Sounds good.”
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Einar sat
 at the head of the table, watching his flock as they ate and drank, enjoying the sound of laughter and conversation.

He should have brought someone into the flock a long time ago, he realized. Grete might be his most treasured companion, but the two of them were too comfortable with silence. They both needed people to make them laugh and smile.

Grete filled that need with an endless stream of lovers – young men with more muscles than sense – and a thriving professional life managing their shared assets. She had found a way to make herself happy, and Einar had been content with that.

He should have remembered to take care of himself as well.

“I think we have some books on magic in our collection,” Grete said, looking at Einar and making him realize he’d lost the thread of the conversation.

“What?” he asked, looking at her and finding a fond smile on her face.

“Max hasn’t had access to any resources on magical theory and so he’s had to muddle through and find things out on his own. We have some books on magical theory in our collection, don’t we, that he can borrow?”

“I think so,” Einar said, looking at Max. “I’ll look through my library and see what I find.”

“That would be great,” Max said, his voice wobbly. There was a hunger in his eyes that Einar recognized. A witch with no knowledge of magic was powerless, and a powerless witch was a witch in danger.

It would take time for Max to feel safe under the blanket of Einar’s protection.

“Alpha and Grete are the best,” Calder said, sounding proud and protective.

Taking in the way Calder was looking at Max, Einar came to another realization. Calder was no longer the least dominant member of his flock. That was good. If Calder’s wolf considered Max to be submissive, that meant his instincts would drive him to protect him.

On the other hand, it meant that Calder would feel far freer to get grabby and handsy, and that was something Einar would need to put a stop to.

The sight of Calder flipping Max upside down and grinding his face into his ass had given Einar all sorts of ideas, but it was exactly the kind of behavior he’d promised Max that he wouldn’t have to endure without consenting to it first.

And yet it was obvious that Max had enjoyed the experience of being manhandled like a ragdoll, even if he’d been humiliated. Or perhaps because
 he’d been humiliated. The more Einar got to know the newest member in his flock, the more confident he got that it was a matter of days, not weeks or months, before Max gave into temptation and asked for things to get physical.

The anticipation made Einar’s cock throb against his thigh. He could practically feel the way Max’s tight little ass would clench down on his cock, hot and wet and messy.
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A few bottles of champagne and two bags of blood later, Max looked like he was about to fall asleep at the table.

“I’ll show you to your room,” Grete said, standing up.

“He can sleep with me,” Calder suggested. “Just to cuddle.”

Grete shook her head, but Einar could see that Max was tempted.

“Maybe later, when you’re more in control of yourself,” Einar said, stern. Calder blinked at him, eyes wide and wounded, looking like a kicked puppy.

The expression was effective, and Einar almost found himself giving in and giving Calder’s request his approval.

“Don’t give me that look,” he said instead. “You haven’t earned the right to be alone with Max yet.”

Einar spoke as Calder’s alpha, making sure to push the command through the bond so that Calder’s wolf would understand that he was serious.

“Yes, alpha,” Calder mumbled, embarrassed. Einar rose from his seat and walked up behind him, leaning down and kissing the top of his head. He spoke into Calder’s ear, low enough that Max and Grete wouldn’t hear him. “You have to be patient, little wolf. He’ll be hanging off your knot soon enough.”

The words made Calder gasp, his eyes fluttering closed and his hand shooting to the bulge in his pants and giving it a desperate squeeze.

Max looked at them, suspicious, but Einar just smiled at him.

“Be good,” Einar reminded Calder, kissing his cheek before standing up. “Grete, Max, have a good day. I’ll see you all tomorrow evening.”

Calder, not having gotten a good night of his own, frowned up at him.

“You,” Einar said, squeezing the back of his neck and leaning back down again. “Are coming down into the basement with me.”

He and his exuberant wolf needed to discuss just how they were going to go about breaking in their little witch, without actually breaking him.

It was a discussion Einar and his cock were looking immensely forward to.
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Calder followed
 Einar down into the basement, his cock throbbing at the sight of his alpha’s muscular ass.

They passed through the secure steel door that guarded Einar from the day, and the second it closed shut Einar pressed up against him and captured his mouth in a kiss.

Gripping each other, Calder’s hands pushing under Einar’s suit jacket, they licked and made out until Calder was breathless.

He pulled away with a gasp, leaning against the wall and whimpering when Einar casually tweaked his nipple.

It felt so good.

Einar cupped the bulge in Calder’s pants, kneading it just right, and asked, “Do you like your present?”

Calder moaned, pushing his hips forward and rutting into Einar’s hand.

“Yes, alpha,” he said, thinking about Max’s cute little ass in his hospital pajamas nearly making him come in his pants. “Is he really for me?”

When Einar had said that Max would be hanging off his knot soon enough Calder’s brain had short-circuited completely. Never in a million years would he have dreamed that he’d get to fuck someone like Max. He was every werewolf’s wet dream. A cute witch with a submissive streak and the spine to temper it.

Getting to cuddle him as pack, to hold and smell him, was all that Calder had hoped for. To get on top of him – to mount him, ride him and pump him full of come – that wasn’t something he’d even allowed himself to think about.

“For us,” Einar clarified. “We’re going to share him. If that’s what he wants, of course.”

“Do you think he will?” Calder fingered the knot of Einar’s tie, leaning in to kiss the corner of his alpha’s mouth.

“I do, yes,” Einar said, turning his head and meeting Calder’s lips full on. In between kisses he mumbled, “Didn’t you see the way he looked at us? We’re everything he’s ever wanted.”

Calder wasn’t so sure. He’d noticed that Max was attracted to them – at some points during the dinner he’d practically been drooling – but that didn’t mean he wanted to get mounted by an aggressive werewolf. Calder knew himself well enough to know that if Max let him have his ass, he wouldn’t be able to be human and gentle about it. He’d mount him, hard and aggressive, using his weight and size to keep him pinned until his knot was firmly seated.

Werewolves produced a lot of come, especially when knotting someone, and Max would get bloated with everything Calder pumped into him.

“What if he’s scared?” Calder would be devastated if he fucked Max, and the witch didn’t enjoy the experience.

“He might be,” Einar said, stepping between Calder’s legs and hugging him tight. “But we’ll make sure it’s good for him. We’ll seduce him, mind, body and soul, and together we’ll make him fly.”

Pushing his nose into the crook of Einar’s neck, Calder breathed in the scent of his alpha, considering his words.

“I don’t know how to seduce people,” Calder mumbled. He’d only ever been with werewolves, and that was more instinct than seduction.

Pulling away, Einar cupped Calder’s face in his hands. “Well, for starters you need to stop getting carried away with him. If he doesn’t think you can control yourself when you’re giving him a hug, he’s not going to think you can control yourself when you fuck him.”

“But that’s the problem,” Calder said, turning his face and mouthing at Einar’s palm. “I can’t control myself.”

“Your alpha is telling you that you have to.”

Calder gasped. Einar almost never spoke to him using his alpha tone. Hearing it now was intense, giving him the urge to get down on his back and show his belly.

He didn’t, but only because he knew that Einar wouldn’t want him to.

“Do you understand?” Einar’s voice resonated with command.

“Yes, alpha,” Calder said, heart hammering. He wasn’t scared, but he did feel put in his place.

It was nice.

A werewolf should always know his place. That was how he stayed safe.

“Good. Now lean back, I want to get my mouth on that gorgeous cock of yours.”

Einar put his hands on Calder’s chest, pushing him back against the wall before sliding down into a crouch.

Looking down at his alpha kneeling at his feet, mouth parted to reveal the tips of his fangs, Calder’s cock throbbed. Einar noticed the movement, his mouth curving into a satisfied grin.

“I like these pants,” Einar said, stroking his hands up Calder’s thighs, feeling the leather and hard muscle of his quads underneath. “So soft…”

Calder’s thighs flexed, pulling the leather tight, Einar’s touch sending electric sparks up his legs and into his balls.

“But this…” Einar leaned in and nuzzled Calder’s bulge, stroking it with his cheek before mouthing at it. “This is my favorite.”

Taking his time, Einar undid the buttons of Calder’s fly, exposing the base of his cock, each button revealing another inch of Calder’s manhood.

Even with all the buttons undone, Calder’s cock wasn’t free. His rock hard length was still trapped by tight leather, tucked down the side of his thigh, only the top two thirds of his cock exposed.

Leaning in, Einar placed a kiss on Calder’s knot, mouthing his way down the part of Calder’s cock that was exposed to the air. He then moved around the flap of leather, continuing his kisses on top of Calder’s leather pants.

Calder grit his teeth, the feeling of Einar’s mouth pressing down on the head of his cock through the buttery soft leather was heaven.

“You want me to take this out?” Einar asked, stroking Calder’s cock with his hand.

“Please,” Calder moaned, thrusting his hips forward only to have Einar grab him by the waist and hold him still.

“I don’t think so,” Einar said, leaning in and laying a wet open-mouthed kiss right on Calder’s knot. “I think you need to practice your patience.”

Groaning, Calder could only stand there as his alpha licked and kissed his cock, the hard length pressed straight down at an unnatural angle, his sensitive cock-head still trapped in his leather pants.

“I want you to come like this,” Einar growled, reaching up and rubbing the head of Calder’s cock through his pants while he kept on mouthing at and kissing his knot. “Right into your sexy leather pants. Will you do that for me?”

Calder didn’t have a choice. His cock was throbbing to the beat of his pulse, his orgasm building deep in his balls with the force of a volcano. His balls pulled tight, and with a grunt of pleasure he shot his load.

The feeling was strange and undeniably hot. Shot after shot of come seeped out of his cock, gathering under his cock-head and running slowly down his inner thigh. Einar squeezed his knot, milking his cock and making the inside of his pants feel like he’d peed himself.

He loved it.

When Calder was done, his cock still thick and plump but losing some of its rigid hardness, Einar buttoned his fly back up and rose back to his feet. He leaned in and pressed a kiss to Calder’s jaw.

“If Max were here,” he said, his own cock a hard line against Calder’s thigh. “I’d have you take the pants off and make him lick them clean.” Einar licked up Calder’s jaw, pushing into his mouth. Calder could feel his teeth against his lips. Einar pulled back and growled, “I’d shove his whole head in there, getting your scent all over him while I pounded his hole into oblivion.”

Calder’s cock was back to granite hardness. The idea of Max getting his head shoved into his soiled pants, the scent of come and leather mingling with the scent of magic, was enough to have him rearing for another go.

“Can we do that?” he asked, dropping down and rubbing his face against Einar’s crotch, returning the favor. He looked up. “Can I make him lick my leather, and my cock, and my nipples and my armpits-”

“Yes to all of that,” Einar interrupted, freeing his cock and rubbing the thick length against Calder’s face. As always, the erection was almost jarringly cold, like a marble dildo come to life. Calder angled his face and took it into his mouth, sucking it hard as he imagined all the ways he could get his scent on Max.

Just the thought of his own scent clinging to Max’s body – mingling with the scent of magic – made him moan in anticipation.

Einar didn’t take a long time to come, and Calder swallowed his come down with greedy relish. Strangely, unlike the rest of him, Einar’s come was as warm as any werewolf’s.

It tasted better, though. Like alpha.

Milking the last few drops of come from his cock, Calder catching them on the tip of his tongue, Einar tucked his cock back into his suit and pulled Calder to his feet. He stroked his hand up the nape of Calder’s neck, gripping him gently by the hair.

He looked up at Calder with a very serious expression.

“If you want that,” he said, splaying his other hand on Calder’s chest. “If you want him to shove his face in your armpit, to lick your leather, and to ride your knot, you need to seduce him. Do you understand? Read his body language. If he’s into it, keep touching him, if he’s tense and reluctant, let him go.”

The last words were delivered with a series of firm tugs at his hair, emphasizing the point.

“I will,” Calder promised. He repeated it back like a mantra. “Let him go if he’s tense, keep touching if he’s enjoying it.”

Einar leaned in, hugging Calder close and letting him rest his face in the crook of his neck. “That’s my good wolf. Follow alpha’s instructions, keep yourself under control, and Max will submit in no time.”

Calder couldn’t wait.
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The next morning
 Max took a long shower, finding a ridiculously oversized pair of sweats and an XL t-shirt folded on the bathroom sink next to a fluffy towel and a toiletry bag.

Putting on the sweats, rolling them up and drawing the string tight, Max wondered if they were Einar’s or Calder’s. The thought of wearing either of the two massive hunk’s clothes made his cock stand up, making an embarrassingly small tent in the front of his sweats.

The huge t-shirt draped over the bulge, hiding it from view.

Sitting down on the bed, Max wondered what he should do next.

On the top of his list was calling into work and figuring out if he was fired or not. Given that he had crashed one of their trucks into a lamp post, he didn’t have high hopes.

Then he needed to go get all his things from his apartment and tell his roommate that he was moving out.

That was a conversation he wasn’t looking forward to.

There was a knock on the door, and Max startled, looking down at himself to check that he was decent before saying come in.

To his relief and disappointment, it was Grete who walked into the room.

“Good morning,” Grete said, standing just inside the door with a hesitant little smile. “I need to head into work for a bit so I just wanted to let you know that you can use any of the cars in the garage if you need to head out.”

“Oh, thanks,” Max said. That would make going to his apartment much easier. “I might go to my apartment and get my stuff. I need to talk to my roommate and tell him I’m moving out, anyway.”

“I see. Well, if you need money to pay out the rest of your contract there’s a checkbook in the drawer of the desk in the office.”

Max blinked. “I have enough to cover it, I think. I don’t need to borrow money.”

Grete considered him, perplexed. “It wouldn’t be a loan. As part of his flock, Einar considers it his responsibility to provide for you. I’ll have a credit and debit card set up for you soon, and if you ever want to make any big purchases our accountant can help you.”

“Really?” Max knew that Einar was rich, but it hadn’t occurred to him that he’d get to share in that wealth.

Grete smiled. “Yes. Einar and I have had hundreds of years to build up our fortune. Money is not something you need to worry about.”

Max tried to take that in.

“I’d still recommend having a job,” Grete said. “Either that or go to school. It gets boring doing nothing, though you are free to do that if you want.”

“I’ll have to think about it,” Max said.

No matter what, if he didn’t have to, he wasn’t going back to being a delivery driver. There were things about it he liked, but the pressure to always deliver more packages in less time was stressful.

But he didn’t want to do nothing. Max would have to take some time to really figure out his options.

“You do that,” Grete said. “And if you’re moving your stuff, would you consider bringing Calder along to help you?”

Max’s stomach tightened at the mention of the werewolf.

“I guess,” he said, half worried and half hoping that when he next saw him Calder would squeeze and manhandle him again.

“Thank you.” Grete grinned, looking happy. “Einar had a talk with him last night so he should behave himself.”

“Oh,” Max mumbled, disappointed and relieved at the same time.

Grete rolled her eyes, like she knew exactly what was going on inside his head. Max couldn’t help the blush that spread over his cheeks.

“At least the attraction is mutual,” Grete murmured, more to herself than to Max.

“What?” Max asked, even though he’d heard what she said. Grete just gave him a look, and Max’s blush intensified.

“Don’t let them bully you,” she warned. “I love Einar, and Calder is a big puppy, but I don’t have to sleep with them. If you don’t like something, tell them.”

Max’s eyes widened, not expecting the thing between him and the two hunks to be mentioned out loud.

“I will,” he promised. Grete studied him, skeptical, but whatever she saw on his face she seemed satisfied.

“Good.” Grete checked her watch, grimacing. “All right, I’m running late so I need to get going. I’ll be back by five. If there’s anything you need, call me on this number.”

Grete handed him a business card. Max accepted it, turning it over in his hand. The card had Grete’s name on it, along with a phone number and email address, but no business name.

It felt expensive.

“Thank you.” Max put the card in his pocket. “Have a good day at work.”

Grete smiled, taking her leave with a quick goodbye.

After she closed the door behind her, Max spent a good thirty minutes sitting there, thinking about what he’d learned.

Was he rich? The question almost made him embarrassed.

Even if Einar gave him permission to spend his money, Max knew that it would take a long, long time before he was comfortable doing so.

In the end, it was Max’s rumbling stomach that gave him the courage to leave the room. He needed to eat, and if he was honest with himself, he was hoping to see Calder again.

He didn’t understand how it was possible for one person to be that hot. It should be illegal.

Heading down the stairs, his sweats bunched up awkwardly around his calves, Max found his way to the kitchen.

There was no Calder anywhere in sight. With a sigh of disappointment, Max made himself a sandwich and poured himself a glass of milk and sat down to eat.

After he’d finished eating, Max cleared away his dishes and set off in search of the werewolf. He made his way to the living room, heading into the atrium and breathing in the moist scent of plants, but there was no Calder and so he moved on.

He finally found the werewolf on the other side of the house, lifting weights in an impressively outfitted home gym. Calder was shirtless, dressed only in a pair of compression shorts, his muscular body glistening with sweat. He was on an incline bench, a thick barbell with an impossible amount of weights on it over his head.

When Max walked into the room, Calder nearly dropped the bar, the metal clattering as Calder put it back on the support over his head and sprang to his feet.

“Max!” he said, taking a small step forward and grinning wide. He pushed his hair back out of his eyes, his bicep looking even bigger when he lifted his arm. “You’re awake!”

Max shuffled his feet. “I am. Sorry, have you been waiting for me?”

Calder waved his apology away. “I was just excited to see you again. I also wanted to apologize for yesterday.” Calder put his hand behind his neck, exposing his armpit and once again making his bicep flex and look huge. “I shouldn’t have grabbed you like that. I promise I won’t take advantage if you let me hug you again.”

Max was so distracted that it took him a few seconds to process what Calder had said.

“Don’t worry about it,” he said, wondering if he maybe shouldn’t have objected quite so hard last night. He’d been surprised when Calder flipped him upside down, but had he disliked it? He didn’t think so.

“Really?” Calder asked, taking another little step forward. “I felt really bad about it, after. You’re pack, and I shouldn’t make you feel uncomfortable.”

“It’s really fine,” Max said. Standing this close he could feel the heat of Calder’s body again – hotter now that he was all warm from working out – and he could smell the scent of clean sweat and honest effort.

It was an intoxicating combination.

“Can I hug you again?” Calder asked, lowering his hand and looking down at Max with beseeching eyes. “To show you that I can control myself?”

Breath catching, heart speeding up, Max nodded.

He was not prepared for the feeling of Calder’s thick arms wrapping around him, pulling him flush against sweat-slicked abs, muscular pecs pressing down on the top of his head.

“Thank you,” Calder said, arms wrapping around the back of Max’s head. Calder was hugging his head like it was a teddy bear, pressing Max’s face into his stomach, trapping him tight against his body. Max didn’t mind one bit. He licked his lips, his tongue touching Calder’s abs, his cock throbbing when he tasted sweat.

Max felt enveloped. He stood there, hardly able to breathe, not caring that Calder was getting him all wet and messy.

When Calder pulled away, Max let out a little whine of distress. Mortified, he clamped his mouth shut, stopping the horrifying sound from exiting his body.

He sounded like a wanton slut.

“See,” Calder said, his cock an enormous line down the side of his compression shorts. “I can control myself.”

“Yeah,” Max croaked, clearing his throat and swallowing. “That was nice.”

Calder grinned, preening, and unabashedly reached down and adjusted his massive erection. Max stared, wondering what you even did with a cock that big.

Surely you couldn’t actually put it inside
 people.

“Do you want to work out?” Calder asked, gesturing to the well-equipped gym. “I could spot you…”

Max imagined himself on the bench, trying to lift the barbell, Calder standing over him with his ass and bulge hovering over his face.

“No, thank you though.” Max crossed his arms, embarrassed by his fantasies. “I was going to ask you, though, if you would come with me to my old apartment and help me move my stuff? When you have time?”

Calder stood up a little straighter, puffing out his chest and looking delighted. “Of course! I’d love to help. Just let me get changed and I’ll be ready to go.” He walked over to the bench and grabbed a towel, throwing it over his shoulder before heading back to Max. “I’ll meet you by the front door in ten minutes, okay?”

Swallowing, Max nodded. “Sounds good.”
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Ten minutes later, Max stood by the front door with his shirt lifted up so that he could smell the scent of Calder’s sweat that still lingered there.

He was such a pervert.

When Calder finally came down the hall, Max could only stare at him and drool. Dressed in skintight jeans, a vintage style leather moto jacket and glossy knee high boots, Calder looked like an eighty’s gay porn star. The kind that got paid ten thousand dollars just to jerk off.

“Sorry I took so long!” Calder said, brushing his wet hair back. His chest was bare under the jacket, his meaty pecs and rock hard eight-pack on full display. “I couldn’t find my shirt.”

Max blinked. “You’re not wearing a shirt,” he pointed out.

The comment made Calder grin. “I never found it, and I didn’t want to keep you waiting. Why – do you mind?”

Calder flexed his pecs, making them bounce up and down.

Blushing, Max shook his head. “No, you look good.” His voice cracked on the word good
, and Max wished that the ground would swallow him up.

Calder didn’t seem to mind. He grinned his stupid happy grin and threw his arm over Max’s shoulder, pulling him in under his arm. Max inhaled the scent of leather and pure man, fighting not to swoon.

“Good. I wouldn’t want to make you uncomfortable.”
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Calder led Max out into the garage, tossing him a pair of keys to a very nice Mercedes before climbing into the front passenger seat.

Max was surprised. Calder did not seem like the kind of man that let other people drive with him in the car.

“You don’t want to drive?” he asked, putting the key in the ignition and buckling his seat belt.

In order to reach the wheel he’d had to move the seat up and forward by an embarrassing distance.

“Not really,” Calder said, putting on his own seat belt. “I figured you drive for a living, so you’re probably better at it than I am.”

Max couldn’t help his little grin. He was a good driver, and it made him happy that Calder didn’t just assume that since he was shorter he had to be less competent.

“Cool,” he smiled at Calder. “Are you ready to go?”

“Ready when you are.”

Max pulled out of the garage, his stomach doing a little swoop of excitement at getting to drive such a nice car.

He was hyper aware of Calder next to him. The werewolf just took up so much space. The width of his shoulders meant that he was almost edging into Max’s side of the car, and even with the seat pushed all the way back he had to bend his knees at an awkward angle to make himself fit.

And then there was the bulge in his pants. Max had initially thought Calder was wearing regular – if very tight – jeans, but looking closer he saw that they had to be at least fifty percent spandex. They hugged Calder’s thighs like a second skin, the lump of his cock an obscene protrusion that Max couldn’t keep his eyes off.

“You can touch it, if you want,” Calder said, looking straight ahead. His hands were by his side, leaving the view of his lap unobstructed.

“What?” Max said, squeaky and too loud.

“The thing you’re looking at,” Calder said, licking his lips and still staring straight ahead at the road.

What was Max supposed to say to that? He took a deep breath and focused on driving, both hands gripping the wheel hard enough to turn his knuckles white.

“I’m okay,” he said at last, blushing so hard that he felt like he’d been hung upside down. He could feel the pressure in his face rising as he turned red.

“It’s an open offer,” Calder said, scratching his inner thigh, the back of his hand brushing against his package. He moved his hand up, cupping his bulge, and moving ever so slowly he groped it.

Max watched out of the corner of his eye, transfixed and incredibly turned on, the knowledge that he’d been invited to touch for himself making it impossible to focus.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Max croaked.

Was it possible to give in a little
, he wondered? Did taking Calder up on his invitation to touch mean that he agreed to everything else that Einar wanted of him?

Max didn’t know, and that scared him. He didn’t want to touch Calder’s cock only to find that the werewolf now thought he had blanket permission to pin him down and fuck him.

He knew just looking at Calder’s bulge that he couldn’t handle what was in his pants.

“Do that,” Calder said, his voice a deep and amused rumble. Max shuddered, the vibrations making the little hairs on the back of his neck stand up.

After that Max focused on driving, Calder tapping his hand on his knee and seeming happy to stay quiet. Usually Max didn’t like silence unless he was by himself, but Calder was an easy person to just sit with.

Still, Max preferred talking.

“Do you have a job?” he asked, breaking the silence and making Calder turn his handsome face toward him. “It’s just, Grete said that she recommended getting a job or going to school.”

Calder shrugged. “Not yet. Grete is going to help me find one, though.”

“What do you think of them?” Max asked, biting his lip. “Grete and Einar, I mean.”

Max was curious what Calder would say now that the two established members of Einar’s flock weren’t around.

“Einar is a good alpha,” Calder said, no hesitation. “And Grete is a good second. I’m very lucky they wanted me in their pack.”

“So Einar gave you a choice?” Max wondered if Einar had invited Calder into the flock the same way he had him. He couldn’t imagine it.

Calder nodded. “I didn’t understand that vampires could be alphas, but then he showed me.”

Max wondered how that conversation went. He knew that Einar had saved Calder from his old pack, but the details were very vague. Not wanting to put his foot in his mouth, he didn’t ask for details.

“What about you?” Calder asked, throwing the question back at him. “What do you think of them?”

“I like Grete,” Max said, sliding his hand down the side of the wheel. “And Einar seems decent, I guess, when he’s not being scary.”

Calder huffed out a little laugh. “Yeah, he can be intimidating. When he found me I pissed myself, I was so scared.”

Max opened his mouth, but he didn’t know what to say to that. He’d been terrified from the minute Calder first made him aware of Einar’s existence until he found the vampire sitting on the edge of his bed, but he hadn’t pissed himself.

“What did he do?”

“You know how some packs hold fights where humans can come and bet on them?”

Max nodded. They were technically illegal, but the werewolf alpha council never seemed to do anything about them, and the human police didn’t have jurisdiction over werewolves.

“Well, in my old pack I was a fighter.” Calder looked unhappy; his usual exuberant grin replaced by a tight jaw. “I had just lost a fight, or several fights, actually, and I was done for the night. What I didn’t realize at the time was that the fight was being held on Einar’s territory.”

Calder didn’t say anything more, and Max glanced over at him. His hands were clasped in his lap and his shoulders were hunched, making him look marginally smaller.

“I’m sorry, you don’t have to tell me-”

“He killed everyone there except for me. I was chained up and he was curious about why, and when he found out that I didn’t like fighting he offered to steal me and become my new alpha.”

Max stared at the road, Calder’s story confirming how right he’d been to be scared when he found out he was in a vampire’s territory.

“How many people?” Max asked, morbidly curious.

“I don’t know. Maybe a hundred?”

Max swallowed, trying to imagine what a basement with a hundred bodies in it would look like. No wonder Calder – with his sensitive nose – had wet himself.

“That’s a lot,” Max said at last.

“Most of them deserved it,” Calder said, voice dark and full of hate. Max glanced at him, surprised. The venom in Calder’s voice and the mean look on his face made him look intimidating and mean, and not in a fun sexy way.

“But not all of them?”

Calder shrugged. “The ones who were there willingly. I don’t know if there were others like me.”

Max understood. If Calder hadn’t been chained up, arousing Einar’s curiosity, he too would be dead.

He was surprised when Calder reached over and put his hand on his shoulder, the dark look on his face replaced with concern. “You don’t have to worry about him doing anything like that to us. We’re pack.”

“I’m not worried,” Max lied. He wasn’t worried that Einar would kill him, but the thought of living with a mass murderer was daunting. That the mass murderer was a vampire didn’t make Max feel better.

“Einar is a good alpha,” Calder said, utterly convinced. “And when he did what he did he wasn’t in his right mind. He’d been stagnating for over a decade, and the intrusion woke him up. It was Grete who told him about it, and she must have known how he’d react.”

Now that surprised Max. Grete didn’t strike him as the brand of cold blooded that would incite mass murder. Though given how long she and Einar had been together, it made sense that she would be willing to go to any lengths to keep him alive and healthy.

From what Max understood, vampires who started stagnating rarely came out of it. Grete must have been really desperate.

“Did they know?” Max asked, turning into the street where his building lay. “Your old pack, I mean. Did they know that they were holding the fight in vampire territory?”

Calder thought about it, and then he nodded. “My old alpha, Patrick Oxer, he must have known. He would have felt that he was on claimed land.”

“Then why risk it?”

Calder shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe he was trying to hide the fights from the council by having them in a place they’d never go to investigate?”

If that were true, Calder’s old alpha was an idiot.

“All right, this is me,” Max said, pulling the car into an empty spot on the other side of the road from his building. Climbing out of the car, he walked across the street, Calder falling into step next to him.

Max waited for Calder to drape his arm over his shoulder again, to pull him snug against his side, but it never happened.

Climbing the stairs to the front door, Max hoped his roommate was home. He didn’t have a key and he did not want to have to talk to any of his neighbors. ´

“Hello?” the static voice of his roommate came out of the speaker.

“Hi Aaron, it’s Max. I don’t have my key. Could you buzz me in, please?”

“Sure thing.”

The door buzzed, and Max pushed inside. He led Calder up the stairs to the third floor, his apartment in the corner all the way down the hall.

Aaron had opened the door to the apartment and was sitting on the couch playing Animal Crossing on his Nintendo.

“Hey man,” Aaron said when Max walked through the door, eyes never leaving the screen. “You lost your key or something?”

“Or something,” Max said, gesturing for Calder to follow him inside. The werewolf walked into the apartment, making it seem smaller than it ever had before. He looked around like it was the most fascinating place he’d ever seen.

“So what-” Aaron turned to him, doing a double take and snapping his mouth shut when he saw Calder. “Who is that
?”

“I’m Calder,” Calder said, turning to Aaron and looking him up and down.

Aaron gawked, and Max couldn’t blame him. Calder – even without the knee high boots, massive bulge and the leather jacket with no shirt under it – was very intimidating, and very obviously a werewolf.

“I’m Aaron,” Aaron said, looking to Max with a what the fuck
 expression.

“I’m a witch,” Max explained. “I’m moving in with Calder and his vampire alpha.”

It was better to just come right out with it. His life had gotten weird, and there was no hiding from that.

“You’re a what?”

“A witch,” Calder broke in, sounding smug and a little possessive. He came up behind Max and put his hands on his shoulders, pulling him against his chest like he wanted to show Aaron that Max was his now.

“And you’re delivering packages because…?” Aaron asked, staring at Calder with a wary sort of curiosity.

“I was hiding from witcheaters. Calder’s vampire alpha helped me bind my magic, so I don’t have to worry about that any more. On the flip side, I have to live with him and be in his flock.”

“Dude…” Aaron said, shaking his head. “So you’re leaving?”

Max nodded. He and Aaron weren’t close, so it wasn’t an emotional goodbye. “If I pay this month and next month’s rent, do you think you could find a new roommate by then?”

For once Max was glad that it wasn’t his name on the lease.

“Sure, that should be fine,” Aaron said, still looking like he couldn’t believe what Max was telling him.

“Thanks. I’ll just send you the money later today.”

“No rush,” Aaron said, rubbing the back of his neck. “Do you need any help packing, or…?”

It was clear that Aaron was just offering to be polite, so Max shook his head. “No, that’s fine. Calder is helping me.”

“Right. Well… good luck.” Aaron got up, turning off the TV and sending a nervous little look at Calder. “I’ll just be in my room, get out of your way.”

“You don’t have to-”

“It’s fine,” Aaron said, going to his room and closing the door behind him.

Max turned to Calder, but the werewolf didn’t seem like he’d even noticed Aaron’s retreat. He was busy walking the perimeter of the apartment, touching and picking up all the little knickknacks Max had collected over the years, examining them like they were treasures and putting them back where he found them.

“All right, I’ve got a few duffel bags in my closet. I think we should be able to fit most of my stuff in them.”

“Just tell me what you want me to do,” Calder said, picking up Max’s copy of Catcher in the Rye and tracing the edge of the spine, bringing it to his nose to sniff it.

“Can you pack the clothes in my room, while I get everything that’s mine in here?”

Calder perked up, like going through Max’s closet was some sort of treat. He nodded, licking his lips in anticipation.

Leading Calder into his room, Max wondered what would happen if he were to get down on his knees and shove his face into Calder’s obnoxious bulge.

He’d never actually do it, but the idea of kneeling between Calder’s massive thighs, nuzzling into the mound of his cock, made Max’s heart beat faster and his balls pull tight.

“What are you thinking about?” Calder asked, coming up to him and standing far too close. Max took a stumbling step back, hitting the wall, and Calder followed, leaning his hand on the wall over Max’s head and staring down at him with a predatory expression.

Max didn’t understand what had caused him to go from happy and relaxed to this
. Calder was staring at him like he wanted to eat him, boxing him in against the wall, looming over him like a giant.

“Nothing,” Max stammered.

“No?” Calder said, taking Max’s chin between his thumb and index finger and tilting his head up. “Then why do you smell all hot and bothered?”

It hadn’t occurred to Max that Calder would be able to smell his arousal, and the realization mortified him.

“I’m not,” Max lied, his blush and scent both betraying him.

Now that he was getting used to Calder, the way he loomed was less intimidating and more extremely arousing.

“No?” Calder said, cocky – like he knew that he was the reason that Max was feeling turned on.

“What if I do this?” Calder asked, putting his hand behind Max’s head and pulling him in against his chest, pressing his cheek against the top of his abs like he had that morning. Then, Calder had been wet with sweat, but now his skin was dry and warm, though he still smelled amazing. “Are you hot and bothered now?”

Swallowing, the sound impossibly loud and conspicuous, Max couldn’t speak. Calder’s crotch was pressed against his belly, and he could feel the bulge of his cock digging into his abs.

It was the hottest thing he’d ever felt.

“Do you want me to stop?” Calder asked, moving Max’s face gently back and forth across his abs, crouching down a little and angling Max’s face so that his nose slid up the cleft between Calder’s big pecs.

“No,” Max said, voice muffled by Calder’s chest.

“You like this?” Calder asked, pushing Max lower, sliding him down to his abs, pushing him further down and forcing him to his knees.

“Maybe,” Max said, whimpering when Calder grabbed a good hold on his hair. Calder used the grip to grind Max’s face into his bulge.

The feeling of Calder’s bulge pressing against his face was like a religious experience. Max could smell the musky scent of Calder’s cock through the fake denim of his jeans, pungent and all male, and Max inhaled greedily.

Calder moved him up and down over the bulge of his cock, grip on his hair just a little too tight to be comfortable.

Max loved it.

“Want you a little lower,” Calder growled, pushing Max down past his cock, pressing him between his legs and forcing his face up into his taint.

The scent of musk intensified. Max’s head was trapped between Calder’s tree-trunk thighs, the werewolf’s big bulge pressing down on his eyes and blocking out all light, and Max had never felt so small.

Calder was all around him, huge and dominating, and Max couldn’t breathe; he was so turned on.

Then, to Max’s horror, Calder gently stepped away, dropping his grip on Max’s hair and leaving him on his knees on the floor feeling like everything good in the world had been taken away from him.

Max slowly pushed himself to his feet, embarrassment setting in. He looked at his slippers, face burning, unable to bring himself to actually look at the huge wolf.

“Was that okay?” Calder asked, voice rough. Max glanced up, his heart skipping a beat at what he saw. Calder was in a wide stance, chest heaving, his fists clenched by his sides. He looked like he was holding himself back.

Unable to speak, Max nodded.

Calder’s fists unclenched, and little by little he relaxed, a cocky grin spreading on his face. He licked his lips.

“You liked it,” Calder said, reaching down and groping the hard line of his cock. “On your knees for me, face in my bulge, breathing in the smell of my balls.”

Max couldn’t deny it.

“I can smell how hot and bothered you are.” Calder sounded incredibly pleased.

“Well, I mean…” Max didn’t know what to say. He shrugged, deciding on honesty. “You’re very hot.”

Calder grinned, showing off his perfect teeth and dimpled cheeks. “Thanks! You’re very hot too.”

Max scoffed. “No I’m not.”

“You are. Einar wouldn’t be into you if you weren’t attractive.”

Not sure what to say to that, Max just shrugged. He looked around the room. “We should probably pack. I bet you have other stuff to do today.”

“Not really,” Calder said, walking over and sitting down on Max’s bed. He grabbed Max’s pillow and lifted it to his face, inhaling loudly. “I’m all yours.”

The statement made Max feel like there were butterflies in his stomach.

Calder threw the pillow back to where he found it, spreading his legs and stretching them out on the floor in front of him. His glossy black boots gleamed, hugging his muscular calves, and for the first time in his life Max understood why someone would willingly lick a boot.

Max couldn’t even look at his bulge, fearing that he’d do something horrible like get down on his knees and crawl between Calder’s legs, just to nuzzle it again.

“All right,” Max licked his lips, tearing his gaze away from the sight of Calder sitting there like some kind of leather god. “Could you maybe pack up my clothes?” he asked, not looking at the werewolf. “I’ll get all my stuff from the common area.”

Max grabbed his duffle bags from the closet, tossing one at Calder and grabbing one for himself before fleeing the room. He didn’t even wait to hear Calder’s response, closing the door firmly behind him.

Taking a seat on the couch, Max waited for ten seconds to see if Calder would follow him out, and when he stayed in the bedroom, breathed a sigh of relief.

He couldn’t believe how easily he’d let himself be seduced. Sitting there between Calder’s meaty thighs, Max would have done anything the werewolf asked of him.

He’d wanted to do anything Calder asked of him.

The realization was terrifying.
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When Max left the room,
 fleeing like a scared rabbit, Calder had to count to ten a full six times before he got control over the impulse to follow.

Every instinct he had told him that Max was ripe to be mounted and stuffed full with his knot.

Grabbing Max’s pillow again, Calder brought it back to his face and breathed in the scent of his witch. Holding the soft pillow in place, he reached into his pants and pulled out his cock, jerking it furiously and coming hard all over his chest and stomach.

The orgasm only served to whet his appetite. Grabbing Max’s bedsheets, he wiped up the mess he’d made, folding the sheets to hide the evidence.

He could still smell it though. The scent of his own pungent release mixed with the scents clinging to Max’s sheets, creating something wonderful. There was no chance of his cock going down with that fragrance filling his nose.

Tucking himself back into his stretchy jeans, Calder arranged his cock so that it was horizontal against his hip and picked up the duffel bag on the floor.

The jeans were a suggestion by Grete’s stylist, Eloise. Calder had complained to her on their last shopping trip that it was a shame you couldn’t wear compression leggings in public, and Eloise’s face had lit up in a way that Calder knew meant whatever she said next would be good.

And that was how he’d found out about spandex denim. Seventy percent spandex and thirty percent denim, it looked like denim, but stretched and clung to his ass and bulge like spandex.

It was great, and if it made Max stare at him the way he had all morning, money well spent.

Heading to Max’s closet, Calder opened the duffel bag and started shoving things inside. Max didn’t have a lot of clothes, and it didn’t take Calder a long time to empty his shelves and closets – even though he spent a few seconds with every garment pressed up against his nose.

When he was done with the clothes, Calder packed up the rest of Max’s belongings, using some plastic bags he found under Max’s desk when the duffle bag was full.

All in all Calder worked for a good half an hour packing up Max’s room, Max staying on the other side of the door. If he hadn’t been able to hear him moving around Calder would have suspected that he’d run off.

Grimacing, Calder hoped that he hadn’t fucked up and scared Max. At the time Max had seemed into it, pushing up into his taint like a greedy bitch in heat, but Calder knew very well that people did things in the heat of passion that they might regret later.

Calder was still amazed at himself that he’d been able to step back when he had Max between his legs. It was only his alpha’s command ringing in his ears that had held him back.

With the room packed up – the duffle bag and plastic bags lined up the door – Calder sat back down on the bed and waited.

Finally, when another ten minutes passed without Max sticking his head in the door, Calder got up and went into the living room. He found Max sitting on the couch, staring out the window with a thoughtful look on his face.

“I’m done with the bedroom,” Calder said, walking over and sitting down next to him. He draped his arm over the back of the couch, opening up a space under his arm. His weight made the couch dip, and Max slid a few inches down until he was pressed into Calder’s side. “You need any help out here?”

Max shook his head. “No, I think I got everything.”

“So what are you thinking about?” Calder asked, curling his hand down and stroking his fingertips on Max’s elbow. “You looked like you were in your own little world.”

“You,” Max said, leaning back into the couch and closing his eyes. If he were to tilt his head up, his face would be right in Calder’s armpit. “Einar. What you both want from me and if it’s something I can handle.”

Calder frowned. The arousal and want in Max’s voice went right to his cock, making it throb, but the genuine fear alongside it made him worry that he and his alpha might have fucked up.

“We don’t want anything you can’t handle,” Calder said, firm and absolute. “At least I don’t.”

Max looked up at him, vulnerable and young despite being close to a decade Calder’s senior.

“What if I can’t handle getting fucked?”

“Then we do other stuff,” Calder said, not missing a beat. “It’s not like once you say yes to one thing, you can’t say no to other stuff.”

Max looked down, his silence speaking volumes. Had he really been worried that once he said yes, he couldn’t say no anymore?

“We’re not going to rape you,” Calder said, preferring to be blunt and make himself crystal clear. He could tell that the word startled Max. “You can always say no. That’s like the first rule of healthy sex.”

“But what if I can’t handle anything?” Max asked, making Calder wonder how much experience he actually had.

Then again, he and his alpha weren’t exactly typical. If Max had only ever dated normal humans, Calder could see how he and Einar might be intimidating.

“Then that’s okay.” Calder tussled Max’s hair. “That’s pretty much what’s going on with me and Einar, actually.”

“What do you mean?”

“Einar asked if I would submit to him,” Calder said, smiling at the memory. “I said yes, but he could tell that I wasn’t into it, so now we stick to making out, giving each other blowjobs and frotting.”

“Frotting?”

Calder looked down at him. He couldn’t seriously not know what frotting was.

“You know, when you rub your cocks against each other until you both come?”

Frotting was one of Calder’s favorite things. He loved hugging his alpha, feeling his big cock against his own, the two of them making each other feel good.

“I didn’t know it was called that,” Max said, blushing red and sounding a little breathless.

“You know,” Calder said, bringing his arm down from the back of the couch and draping it across Max’s shoulders, his hand coming down to rest over Max’s chest. “You could join in next time, if you want. Get between us.”

Calder would love to have Max pressed between him and his alpha, the two of them pushing in and squeezing Max until he could hardly breathe.

“Would you like that?” Calder asked, pushing his hand down Max’s shirt and brushing over his nipple. “Being squeezed between us while we rubbed our big cocks into your back and your belly, kissing and making out over your head?”

The words made Max gasp, two stuttered breaths combining into one, and he closed his eyes and pressed his face into Calder’s leather jacket. It was like he was so turned on that he couldn’t stand to face it.

Calder grinned. He could see Max’s erection poking against his oversized sweats, the fact that it was small only making Calder want it more.

He wondered if he could fit Max’s cock and balls into his mouth at the same time. If he could, Calder hoped that Max would let him pick him up and hold him upside down so that he could nurse on his little package while Max sucked and licked Calder’s much bigger cock.

Calder didn’t know why he wanted to lift Max up and hold him upside down, but he didn’t question it. He liked what he liked, and he could only hope that Max would like it too.

He decided to test the waters.

“Or maybe you’d like me to hold you upside down?” he asked, his voice deepening. He pinched Max’s nipple gently. “Einar and I could press our cocks against your face, getting it all wet and sticky, squeezing you between us while we kiss and worship your hungry hole and pretty little cock.”

Max froze, pulling his face away from Calder’s jacket. “I’m not that little,” he protested, narrowing his eyes. “You and Einar are just enormous
.”

“Sorry,” Calder said, not at all apologetic, pulling Max’s face back into his side. “But I like that you’re not big like us. It’s hot.”

“That’s weird,” Max mumbled, though he sounded pleased.

“And you know,” Calder said, pinching Max’s nipple slightly harder. “If you do want us to fuck you, that’s something we would work up to. We’d train your hole to love getting stuffed before we gave in and fucked it.”

Max’s breath hitched. “Really?”

Calder tugged on Max’s nipple, making him gasp. “We’d make you fucking beg for it,” he growled. “You’d have to get down on your knees and make us believe that you wanted it.”

Max brought his hand up to his chest, gripping Calder’s wrist where it disappeared into his shirt. Calder stilled, not sure if Max was asking him to stop or egging him on.

“Maybe if we went slow…” Max said, hands rubbing Calder’s wrists in an unconscious motion. Even with both hands, Max’s fingers didn’t reach around the width of Calder’s wrist.

He was so small and perfect.

“As slow as you want,” Calder promised. He tried to hold back his grin, but he couldn’t. Einar had been right about Max. He was perfect for them, and Calder had no doubt that he’d be able to train Max’s tiny ass to like taking his knot.

It would take time – opening him up bit by bit, getting him used to stretching – but time was one thing that Calder now had plenty of.

He just hoped that his alpha agreed that patience was the best way forward.

“Can I think about it?” Max asked, releasing Calder’s wrist. Calder started to withdraw his hand, but Max gripped his wrist and stopped him. Calder smirked, finding Max’s nipple again and giving it the sharpest pinch yet.

Max let out a little yelp, flinching at the pain, but then he shuddered in pleasure.

“Of course you can think about it,” Calder said, bending down and pushing his nose into Max’s hair. He breathed him in, knot throbbing in anticipation. “Take all the time you need.”
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When Einar arose
 the next evening, heading up to greet his flock, he could admit that he was worried about what he’d find.

He had no reason to be.

Calder greeted him at the steel door guarding his rooms, almost tripping over himself in excitement.

“Good evening,” Einar said, letting the door close behind him and looking Calder up and down. “You’re looking very nice today.”

Calder preened, puffing out his chest and flexing his arms with a happy little grin. He was wearing his spandex jeans and new boots, and Einar was sure that this had to be his favorite outfit yet. The jeans were cut low, exposing the V of Calder’s sharply defined Adonis belt, the top of his neatly trimmed pubes on full display.

As for his top half, Calder was shirtless. His massive chest and wide shoulders looked pumped, like he’d just worked out, and Einar wondered if he might have actually oiled himself up.

While Calder usually looked good, it was obvious that today he’d gone to the effort of looking sexy.

Einar approved.

“Max is so into us,” Calder blurted out, his body tight with pent up energy and excitement. “He’s scared of getting fucked, but I told him we’d go slow.”

“You did?” Einar said, amused.

“Yes. I told him we’d train his hole to take us, and that we’d make him feel so good
.” Calder licked his lip, unconsciously groping his bulge. “We will, right? Make him feel good?”

Einar slid his hand up Calder’s waist, feeling his smooth skin, the heat warming his hand and making him feel alive.

Calder shivered at the touch, closing his eyes and hitching his breath.

“Of course we will,” Einar said, loving the sight of his wolf so worked up. “We’ll make him love every second.”

The confirmation made Calder vibrate with happiness. He looked about three seconds away from running around the room like an overexcited puppy.

If Max was scared of getting fucked, then Einar would hate to see his reaction to the dungeon under the house. Even experienced submissives balked at some of the devices Einar had collected over the centuries.

Some of them were just for show – or for particularly vexing enemies – but they added to the mood of the room. Nothing said sadist
 better than a genuine iron maiden standing in the corner, opened just enough to give a glimpse of the sharp spikes inside.

Einar would have to wait until Max trusted implicitly before even thinking about taking him down there.

“Where is Max now?” he asked, walking forward. Calder fell into step next to him.

“He’s in his room, unpacking. Things got a little heated between us at his place and I think he needs some time to process.”

“Heated how?”

“I pushed him to his knees and rubbed my bulge on his face, and then I pushed him down into my taint and held him there for a few minutes.”

“And he liked that?” Einar asked, already knowing the answer. He wished he could have seen it.

“Yeah. When I pulled away he looked so sad.” At Einar’s raised eyebrow, Calder explained. “I had
 to pull away. If he’d stayed between my legs I wouldn’t have been able to stop myself from taking out my cock and pushing it into his mouth.”

Einar clapped him on the back, hand sliding up to grip his neck. “I’m proud of you, Calder. You’ve made your alpha very happy.”

Calder shuddered, Einar’s praise giving him the same blissed-out look he got after a particularly violent orgasm.

“Thank you, alpha,” he said, voice rough with emotion.

As they walked, Einar could tell that Calder wasn’t going to calm down any time soon. He was too hyped up and excited.

“How about you and I go for a run?” he suggested. It was plain as day that Calder needed release.

“Can we hunt?” Calder asked, pleading. “I want to take down a deer for Max and Grete.”

“All right,” Einar said, grinning at the way Calder’s excitement ramped up to eleven. He squeezed down on Calder’s neck to ground him. “But you’re dressing and butchering it.”

“I will,” Calder promised.

“Then we have a plan.” They’d reached the stairs to the second floor, and Einar wanted to give Max his books on magic before he and Calder headed out. He released his grip on Calder’s neck. “Go get changed, and I’ll meet you at the back door in twenty minutes.”

Bolting up the stairs, Einar left Calder to go search through the library for the books on magical theory he’d promised Max.

He didn’t have to look. The books were laid out on the desk under the window, Grete beating him to it.

Sitting down, rolling the chair back and putting his feet up on the desk, Einar looked through the books. There were more than he remembered, and one of them even contained spells and rituals.

Turning the leather-bound book over, Einar realized that he was holding a family grimoire. He huffed out a surprised breath. He didn’t remember acquiring a grimoire, and a book like that wasn’t the kind of thing you just forgot you had.

He’d have to ask Grete where they got it.

Leafing through the pages, Einar wrinkled his mouth. The very first spell was the one to steal an unbound witch’s magic.

It wasn’t a surprise. To perform spells you needed power, and to perform the truly impressive ones you needed a lot more than any witch was born with.

Einar would bet quite a lot that Max would lack the necessary power for almost all the spells in the book. Still, he’d probably want it, if only to study.

Some of the spells and rituals Einar found were truly impressive. There were rituals to create portals between different locations, spells to reverse sickness and aging, and one strange spell that could steal a person’s size, shrinking them to the size of a mouse.

The shrinking spell had a number of notes scribbled in the margin, all in the same hand, suggesting that someone had found use for it.

Closing the grimoire, Einar gathered the books in his arms and made his way up to the second floor to Max’s new room. He knocked on the door, hearing Max shuffling around inside before a squeaky voice called out, “Come in!”

Einar opened the door, finding Max standing by the window looking guilty, his shirt on inside out.

Judging by the smell, he’d caught Max in the middle of masturbating.

“You didn’t have to stop and get dressed on my account,” Einar said, walking into the room and closing the door behind him. Max blushed, looking at the floor.

“Was there something I could help you with?” Max asked when Einar didn’t say anything.

“No, unless you want to lie down on the bed and give me a show?”

Max shook his head, but Einar could feel his arousal across the bond like a ripple.

“Well, in that case I came to see how you were doing, and to give you these.” Einar walked over to the desk on the other side of the room, putting the books down. “I figured I should do something to make up for Calder molesting you. I feel bad. I told him to behave, and from what he tells me he was shoving your head into his crotch and humping you like a naughty dog.”

Einar kept his tone mildly apologetic, wondering what Max would say to the way he’d characterized Calder’s actions. He hoped he would come to Calder’s defense, though if he didn’t, Calder might have misinterpreted how welcome his advance had been.

“He didn’t…” Max trailed off, blushing when he realized that to defend Calder he’d have to admit that he was an equal participant in the face-in-crotch action. “He didn’t do anything I didn’t want.”

“No?” Einar asked, walking over to him. “So you liked it when he pushed you to your knees and made you sniff his cock?”

Max grimaced, looking down, but then he nodded.

“That’s nice to hear.” Einar cupped Max’s face between his hands, tilting it up so that Max was forced to look up into his eyes. “But he tells me you’re worried about taking our cocks, is that right?”

“You’re so big
,” Max mumbled, clearly wanting to look away, his face beet red.

“How about this,” Einar said, lowering his thumbs and stroking them over Max’s mouth. “Tomorrow you give yourself a nice, big enema, and Calder and I will spend a few hours playing with your hole.”

“What?” Max croaked, swallowing.

“We wouldn’t have to fuck you,” Einar said, taking a little step closer and crowding Max against his chest. “Think of it as us getting to know your body. We’ll finger you, eat you out, and maybe use a few toys. Only things that will make you feel good.”

“I don’t…” Max licked his lips. Einar could feel his desire over their bond, a throbbing thing that ached. Max was desperate for release, making Einar’s job of seducing him easy.

“Then it’s settled,” Einar said, clapping Max’s cheek and stepping away. “Tomorrow at seven you’ll have your hole ready, and Calder and I will show you that we only want to make you feel good.”

“Can I-”

“There’s an enema bag in your bathroom,” Einar interrupted, giving him a stern look. “Do you know how to use it?”

Max nodded, submissive and eager, but also unsure.

“So we have a deal?” Einar said, sending some of his own arousal across the bond. Max gasped, stumbling back and grabbing on to the windowsill. Einar moved in close to him, cupping the back of his head and fisting his grip in his hair. “Well?”

“I…” Max took a deep breath, licking his lips. “Okay. We have a deal.”

Einar leaned down and kissed his forehead, tugging gently on his hair before releasing his grip.

“That’s a good boy.” He put his hands on Max’s shoulders, brushing off imaginary dirt. “I’ll leave you with your books. Calder and I are heading out to hunt for deer. He needs to let off some steam, and you know how happy werewolves get when they can provide for their packs.”

Max closed his eyes, not answering.

“I’ll leave you to your books,” Einar said, nodding over at the desk. Max perked up, staring at the pile of books like he’d forgotten that Einar had brought them.

“Thank you,” Max said, looking between Einar and the desk. “Are those the books on magic theory you talked about yesterday?” He walked over toward the desk.

“They are,” Einar said, his chest filling with warmth at the obvious excitement on Max’s face. Providing for his flock felt good. “There were more than I remembered. Grete even dug up a grimoire.”

Max’s knees buckled, his hand shooting out so that he could catch himself on the desk. He rose up on trembling legs, turning to Einar.

“There’s a what?” He looked down at the books like they were something holy.

Einar had forgotten how intense witches got about grimoires, and Max was clearly no exception.

“A grimoire,” Einar repeated, nonchalant. “A book of spells, usually passed down through generations. Grete was the one who found it, so if you want to know where it came from you should ask her.”

Max sat down at the desk, shaking, and looked through the pile of books until he found the grimoire. He cleared all the other books away, leaving just the grimoire on the desk in front of him.

He didn’t open it. With a deep breath he reached for the front binding, running his fingers down the leather, closing his eyes with a shudder.

“I’ll see you later tonight,” Einar said, Max barely noticing him. He was looking at the book like he wasn’t sure if he dared open it.

Leaving the room, happy that he’d so easily been able to please his new thrall, Einar left him to it.
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Max stared at the grimoire,
 heart racing and feeling like he was on the verge of passing out.

Never in a million years had he ever expected to see such a tome, much less have one handed to him as a gift.

Einar had acted like it was nothing
. As though the accumulated knowledge of centuries of witches wasn’t the most valuable thing a witch could own.

Every time Max thought about opening the book, he started to hyperventilate, needing several minutes to calm down.

A book like this could only have been taken by force. No witch would willingly part with their grimoire.

Max wondered how Einar had gotten his hands on it.

Taking a deep breath, Max flipped the book open. The first page contained a list of names and dates, and Max knew that these were the book’s previous owners and the date the grimoire had been passed down to them.

The last name on the list was Marabella Sorginak, and the date was eighteen-hundred and fifty-two.

The first name, K. Sorginak, had the date sixteen-hundred and one.

Two-hundred and fifty-one years the book had been in the Sorginak family. That was two hundred years of spells and knowledge – of rituals and magic – right there at Max’s fingertips.

It was overwhelming.

Tracing the last name on the list with his finger, Max wondered what kind of person Marabella had been.

Flipping the page, Max’s heart sank as he saw the title of the first spell.

To acquireth magick.

It was the spell to steal magic from an unbound witch. Gritting his teeth, Max flipped the page with a snarl of rage.

There was no way he was reading that spell. He didn’t want to know how to steal another witch’s magic.

That the spell was the first, and thus most important, spell in the book made Max feel sick.

He read on, the next spell considerably lighter. It was a spell of healing, and though Max didn’t think he was powerful enough to close more than a papercut, he nevertheless set out to learn it.

For the first time in his life, after years of probing at his magic and managing little other than barriers and electricity, Max felt like a real witch.
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Coming back
 from his hunt with his alpha, Calder was on top of the world.

“Where should I put it?” he asked, indicating the dead deer slung over his shoulders. He was feeling cocky, eager to show off his kill to the rest of his pack.

“You can hang it in the shed and butcher it in the morning,” Einar said, clapping him on the back.

“Can we show Grete and Max?” Calder asked, his wolf wanting them to see the fruits of his and his alpha’s effort.

“Sure,” Einar said, laughing. “But maybe go shower first. You’ve got blood on your mouth.”

Licking his lips, Calder grinned at the coppery taste coating his tongue. He’d ripped out the deer’s jugular with his teeth, ending its life with quick and brutal efficiency, his shifted fangs sharp and deadly.

It surprised him how much he’d missed honest violence. The fighting he’d done for his previous alpha had worn on his soul – making him feel dirty and wrong – but hunting for food was different. Working with his alpha to take down prey for the rest of his pack to enjoy was exhilarating.

“All right.” Calder turned and hugged his alpha, Einar’s arms wrapping around him in return. He didn’t think he’d ever get used to the pure bliss of this kind of affection. “Thank you for humoring me.”

Einar gave the back of his hair a little tug. “I wasn’t just humoring you,” he said, kissing Calder’s neck. “I enjoyed that very much.”

He sounded sincere.

“Good,” Calder said, happy. “I’ll go shower.”
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Calder hung the deer’s carcass in the shed behind the house, the smell of fresh meat making his mouth water.

If it had been the full moon he would have eaten the deer right after killing it. The thought made him a little sad. His new pack was fantastic, but they’d never truly hunt together.

Einar might have had fun, but he’d been playing with Calder, herding the deer toward him while still making him work for it. The fact that Einar could have killed the deer twenty seconds after entering the woods meant that Calder’s kill was less an accomplishment than something he’d been allowed.

It still felt good. He’d shown his alpha what he was capable of, and that in itself was worth a lot.

Leaving the shed and locking it behind him, Calder made his way up to his room for a shower. He’d changed out of his fancy spandex jeans before he and Einar went hunting, opting to wear one of his sturdier leather pants instead, leaving his feet and chest bare.

He pushed the leather pants down his legs, stepping out of them and leaving them in a pile on the floor to be cleaned later.

Standing under the shower, Calder turned his face up into the spray and washed away the blood around his mouth.

Something told him that Max would not have appreciated the sight of him with blood all over his face, and he was happy that Einar had made him wash up before seeing the witch.

To Calder’s disappointment, however, when he was done showering and headed down to the first floor, dressed in comfy sweatpants and an oversized t-shirt, Max was nowhere to be seen. Einar and Grete were in their usual places in the atrium, but the witch was conspicuously missing.

“Where’s Max?” he asked, pushing his hand up under his shirt and scratching his lower stomach.

“He’s still in his room,” Grete said, closing her laptop and putting it away. “Einar gave him the books on magic we discussed last night and he’s lost in his own little world.”

“Oh,” Calder said, walking over and sitting down in the hammock he’d claimed as his own, swinging himself back and forth. “Do you think he’ll be down soon?”

He looked hopefully at his alpha.

Einar shook his head. “I doubt it. One of the books was a grimoire, so he’s probably not going to come up for air until he’s read it through.”

Calder lifted his eyebrow. Witches were fanatical about their grimoires, so it was no wonder Max was still in his room.

“Where did you get one of those?” he asked, curious and a little wary. He hoped he wasn’t about to find out about another of Einar’s massacres.

“You know, I’m not sure,” Einar said, looking to Grete. “How did we acquire it?”

Grete picked up her cup of tea and took a sip, looking uncertain. “I don’t know. It was with the books on magical theory we took from that alpha back in Gibraltar, so I assume that’s where it must have come from. I don’t remember it, though.”

“That’s strange,” Einar said, stretching his feet out and crossing his ankles. “You’d think we’d remember getting our hands on a grimoire.”

Grete shrugged. “It might have been spelled to look like a regular tome on magic. I haven’t looked at those books in over a hundred years – that’s plenty of time for any cloaking spells that might have been on it to run out of magic.”

“That makes sense,” Einar mused. “Though it must have been a powerful spell, if I didn’t sense it.”

“Were you looking for a spell?” Grete challenged, amused. “I seem to recall you raging and screaming and wanting to burn everything.”

Einar laughed, like that was funny.

Calder looked at him and tried to imagine him in a rage. Even though he knew that Einar very much had it in him, he couldn’t imagine it.

Nor did he want to.

“Einar tells me you killed a deer,” Grete said, smiling at Calder over the rim of her teacup.

“We did!” Calder said, standing up. “Do you want to see? It’s in the shed.”

Rising from her seat, Grete picked up her cup and grinned. “I’d love to. Einar, are you coming?”

Einar uncrossed his ankles and rose to his feet, a fond look on his face. “Sure, I’ll come.”

Calder led Grete to the shed, Einar following behind them, and showed Grete the deer. She circled it, studying it and giving it all the appreciative attention it deserved, finally turning to Calder and telling him it was a good deer.

Calder wished his human form had a tail just so that he could wag it.

“Do you need any help butchering it?” Grete asked, stroking the deer’s flank with a thoughtful look.

“From you?” Calder asked. If she was going to offer to send it to a butcher he would say no, but if she was offering to help personally he’d be delighted for the help.

“Yes. It’s been a long time since I butchered something. I want to see if I still remember how.” She sounded fond, like she was remembering another life in a faraway place.

She probably was.

“That would be great,” Calder said. He’d never butchered anything in his life, and help would be fantastic.

It beat his plan to watch YouTube videos to see how it was done by a mile.

“Then it’s a date.” Grete gave him a little hug, and Calder couldn’t resist the urge to pick her up and give her a squeeze in return.

She laughed and slapped his arm to let her down, which he did, kissing the top of her head.

“All right, I’m cold. Let’s go back inside,” Grete said, rubbing her arms and leading the way out of the shed with a brisk walk.

Calder and Einar followed, neither one of them bothered by the cold. Einar because cold was his natural state, and Calder because it would take a blizzard to lower his body temperature.

“So I talked to Max, before our hunt,” Einar said, leaning in, his voice low and rough.

“About what?” Calder asked, heart beating just a little faster. He licked his lips.

“About him letting us play with his hole and show him how good we can make him feel.”

Calder stumbled, making Grete look behind her.

“Are you okay?” she asked, looking him up and down.

“I’m fine,” Calder said, pushing down on his crotch to hide the massive erection that had just sprung to life. “Just tripped.”

“All right. I’m going to make myself another cup of tea. Do you want anything while I’m in there?”

“No thanks,” Calder said. When they got back inside, Grete went to get more tea while he and Einar went back to the atrium.

“Did he say yes?” Calder asked, sitting down on the couch next to Einar instead of his usual spot on the hammock.

“He did. We have a date, tomorrow at seven.”

Calder couldn’t help pushing his hand down his sweats, wrapping his fist around his cock and jerking it. That was the best news he’d ever heard.

“So I need you to be good.” Einar’s voice was firm. “Keep your hands to yourself tomorrow. He can look all he wants, but I want him desperate to be touched by the time we start working on him.”

“I won’t,” Calder promised. He could be good if the reward was Max’s ass – especially if the reward was coming so soon.

Einar smirked, putting his hand on Calder’s inner thigh and rubbing it. “And you were right, by the way.” He leaned in and kissed Calder’s ear. “He’s so turned on by us that he doesn’t know what to do with himself.”

Calder grinned, whining when Einar grabbed his wrist and pulled his hand out of his pants.

“Grete is coming,” Einar warned.

Calder nodded, not wanting to be indecent in front of Grete. He grabbed a pillow and held it over his crotch.

When Grete came into the room she took one look at him and rolled her eyes.

“I leave you alone for one minute,” she mock-complained. Sitting down and opening up her computer again. “You’re lucky you’re so cute.”

The compliment made Calder preen.

Heading back to the hammock, pillow held at waist height to hide his erection, Calder lay down, putting the pillow over his lap, and started to think about what exactly he wanted to do to Max’s ass on their date.
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The following day,
 Grete took the morning off work to help Calder butcher his deer. It quickly became apparent that though he might know how to kill one, he had no idea what to do with the carcass other than removing the internal organs.

“Sorry,” he muttered, sheepish but not particularly embarrassed. “In my old pack we always ate our prey right after killing it.”

“That’s all right,” Grete said cheerfully. She grabbed a massive butcher’s knife and tested the edge with her finger. Judging by her grimace it was not sharp enough. “I’ll teach you. Starting with how to sharpen your tools.”

Calder leaned in close as Grete demonstrated the right way to sharpen a blade on a whetstone. He hung on to her every word, pleased and honored that she was taking the time to teach him.

Grete was really good at being pack, Calder mused. Patient and instructive, it reminded him of the lesson’s his uncle had given him before he was a teenager.

The thought made him feel an abrupt melancholy. His uncle had died when he was twelve, and it had been a long time since he’d thought of him.

“All right, so now that our tools are ready we’re ready to start.” Grete paused, noticing his look. “Are you all right?”

“I was just thinking about my uncle,” Calder said, honestly. “He used to teach me like this when I was little.”

Grete placed her hand on his arm, not saying a word, her few seconds of silence making Calder feel like she really understood what he was feeling.

“I’m fine,” Calder said, smiling. That was a long time ago. “So what’s the next step?”

Grete grinned, looking like she was having fun.

“Now we skin it.”
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After they were done butchering the deer, Grete had to go to work, leaving Calder with nothing to do but look forward to his and Einar’s date with Max.

Thinking about it made Calder feel like he was going to explode
. He’d managed to keep his mind occupied when he was with Grete, her assistance demanding his respect and undivided attention, but now that he was by himself it was all he could think about.

He jerked off in the shower, hoping to take the edge off, but all that did was make him even more horny. He imagined how his fingers would feel pushing into Max’s hole – the noises his little witch would make – the tight rim clamping down on his thick fingers. Einar would be there by his side, the two of them working together to get Max ready for their cocks.

As soon as he’d finished coming, painting the shower wall white with jizz, he was ready to jerk off again.

It was clear that his cock would only be satisfied by the real thing.

Stepping out of the shower, Calder dried off and looked through his clothes for something to wear. Yesterday he’d succeeded in getting Max to practically drool all over him, and that was a feat he wanted to repeat.

It made deciding an outfit difficult. Normally Calder just wore whatever he liked, but now he wanted to wear something that Max would like, and he wasn’t sure what that was.

He didn’t want to scare him off by wearing too much leather. He knew very well that when he dressed like that he looked like some kind of dungeon master, and that wasn’t the impression he wanted to give.

The last thing he wanted was to frighten Max.

In the end he settled for another pair of spandex jeans, pairing them with the same boots and jacket as the day before.

Why mess with what worked?

Checking himself in the mirror, fixing his hair, he made his way out of his room and down the hall to Max’s bedroom.

He knocked on the door, getting no reply. He knocked a little harder.

“Come in!” Max called from within, sounding distracted. Calder opened the door and walked into Max’s room, and for a few seconds he was overcome with how good it smelled. He stopped, inhaling the scent, and adjusted his cock.

Max was seated at his desk, bent over a big book and muttering to himself.

“Is that the grimoire?” Calder asked, walking up behind Max. He was about to put his hand on his shoulder when he remembered Einar’s instruction not to touch. He settled for hovering, curling his upper body over the witch, and if his open jacket brushed Max’s back, he wasn’t technically
 breaking the rules.

“Yes,” Max said, turning around and finding himself face to face with Calder’s abs.

Calder, rather than move away, stayed where he was, leaning his arm over Max’s shoulder to run his hand down the side of the page.

It looked like Max was studying a tracking spell.

“You must be excited,” Calder said, leaning his other arm on the desk. “A grimoire is a big deal.”

Calder was now completely boxing Max in against the desk. They weren’t touching, his arms an inch away from Max’s shoulders, but even a small movement would change that.

He lifted his hands and stood up. No matter how tempted he might be, he wasn’t going to disobey his alpha.

“I…” Max cleared his throat. “Yeah. I never expected to see one. Getting to read it is…”

“Good?” Calder prompted when Max couldn’t seem to find the words.

The comment earned him a little laugh. “Yeah, that’s putting it mildly. It’s amazing.”

Calder had to clench his fist to stop himself from reaching out and rubbing Max’s back, sliding his hand up to his neck and just holding it there.

“Are you learning any new spells?” Calder asked, walking over to the bed and sitting down. He leaned back on his elbows, spreading his legs and resting his boots on the floor.

“I don’t know,” Max sighed, looking down at the book. “I think I’ve learned more in the past twenty-four hours about how to use magic than I would have figured out if I spent my whole life muddling through, but most of these spells are way beyond me.”

“That sucks,” Calder said, pushing up from his elbows and leaning forward instead. “Is there something you can do?”

Max shook his head. “No, not unless I want to start hunting unbound witches and stealing their magic – which I don’t.”

“That’s good,” Calder said. “I don’t think I’d like you as much if you were a witcheater.”

Max let out a snort. “I wouldn’t like me much if I was a witcheater. Anyway, it’s fine. It would be cool to be able to perform these kinds of spells, but the cost isn’t worth it.”

“So how much power would you need?” Calder asked, curious.

“No idea,” Max said, looking back at the book. “I’ve tried a few, just to see what would happen, and it’s like trying to run an electric car on a double A battery.” He looked back at Calder, and other than a little longing he didn’t look too upset at his lack of power. “Anyway, what are you up to today?”

Calder perked up. “Grete taught me how to skin and butcher the deer Einar and I killed yesterday.”

“You killed a deer?” Max asked, sounding puzzled.

“Yeah. Einar herded it my way and I killed it.” Calder grinned.

“You shot it?” Max asked, eyes wide.

Calder shook his head, grinning. “No, I ripped its throat out with my teeth.”

Max, rather than look impressed, looked a little queasy and Calder remembered that humans often had very weird ideas about meat.

He’d seen Max eating beef the night before, and Calder was pretty sure that the deer he’d killed had lived a better life, and died with less stress, than the cow that provided that beef.

“With your teeth?” Max asked, looking torn between scrambling away and coming closer to inspect Calder’s teeth for himself.

Calder realized he’d misunderstood, making him feel self-conscious. A werewolf’s primary weapon was his teeth and claws. It wouldn’t have occurred to him to use anything else to hunt, or that Max might be intimidated hearing about them.

“Yes. I can do a partial shift,” Calder explained, feeling glum. He’d been proud of catching the deer, and now he regretted it. “I mostly only use it for hunting outside of the full moon.”

And for fighting in the ring, but he didn’t mention that. It was in the past and Calder didn’t like to think about it.

“Can I see?” Max asked, standing up and taking a step closer. Sitting down on the mattress, Calder was still taller than him. “What your teeth look like?”

“Why?” Calder asked, wary. He didn’t want Max to be even more afraid.

Sensing his mood, Max rolled his eyes. “I’m sorry I was surprised, but you can’t honestly be upset. I’m not a werewolf! The closest I’ve ever gotten to catching my own food is shopping at the farmer’s market. Hearing that you use your teeth to take down deer was a little shocking. Sue me.”

Calder’s face slowly transformed into a smile. Max was startled, not afraid. He was so relieved.

“You’re not scared?” he asked, just to be sure.

“Not of your teeth,” Max said, glancing down at the bulge in Calder’s pants. He quickly glanced back up, blushing. “Can I see?”

Calder relaxed his jaw, opening his mouth and letting his teeth elongate. His claws followed, the instinct to change both at the same time difficult to suppress, and he curved his fingers to hide the way his nails thickened and grew to sharp pointy ends.

Max stared, studying the change with wide eyes.

“It’s magic,” he breathed, taking another step closer. Calder spread his legs wider, an invitation for Max to come between them.

Almost like he wasn’t aware of what he was doing, Max moved to stand between Calder’s thighs, leaning in to look at his teeth.

“What else would it be?” Calder asked, licking his right fang, his cock throbbing at the way Max’s eye twitched to follow the movement of his tongue.

“I don’t know,” Max said, lifting his hand. He hesitated. “Can I touch?”

Calder shuddered, closing his eyes and shaking his head. He opened his eyes and looked at Max’s mouth, speaking in a rough growl. “I’m not allowed to touch you until tonight.”

Max’s breath hitched at the mention of their evening plans, his face turning red as he scratched the back of his neck. “Was that Einar’s order, exactly?”

Confused, Calder nodded.

“So if I touch you, we’re not breaking the rule,” Max argued, his finger an inch away from Calder’s sharp fangs.

Calder wanted very badly to agree with Max’s logic, but he wouldn’t loophole his alpha’s instructions. This – Max wanting to touch him and having to wait – was exactly what Einar wanted.

“Tonight,” Calder said, retracting his fangs and licking his lips. “When Einar says you can touch.”

Max took a step back, breathing heavily and looking at Calder like he wanted to eat him. It was a very wolfish look, and Calder’s heart thumped against his chest.

Then Max’s stomach rumbled, the sound breaking the tension and startling them both.

“Sorry, I skipped breakfast,” Max said, smiling sheepishly. “I guess I’m hungry.”

Calder was pleased. This was a problem he could fix.

“I can make you something,” he suggested, standing up. He looked down at Max, still standing close, loving the way he towered over him. He wished he was allowed to pick him up and carry him down to the kitchen.

“You don’t have to,” Max said, taking a step back so that he wouldn’t have to crane his neck so much to look up at him. “I can make myself something.”

“It’s not a problem,” Calder said, walking to the door and willing Max to follow. “It would make me happy, plus I have to eat too, so I’m making food anyway.”

“All right then,” Max said, grabbing a hoodie and pulling it over his head before following Calder out of the room. “So what are you making?”
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Einar woke
 with the setting sun, swinging his legs off the bed and grinning as he set about getting dressed.

Wanting to match Calder, he reached deep into his closet and selected a pair of tight leather pants. The pants were old fashioned, the waist coming all the way up to his belly button, but they laced up the sides so that they clung to his every muscle like a caress.

He paired the pants with a pair of shiny ankle boots and a silk shirt that he tucked into his waistband.

Looking down at himself, he was pleased. He was sure that both his witch and his werewolf would appreciate the outfit.

With his own clothes taken care of, Einar headed down the stairs into his dungeon. He wasn’t going to introduce Max to anything extreme, but he wanted to start them off without any pretenses.

If Max was going to be his, he would submit properly. That meant submitting to being bound.

Walking into the storage room next to the dungeon proper – every wall lined with shelves and drawers filled with toys and equipment Einar had collected over the centuries – Einar looked around and breathed in the scent of leather and iron.

Everything was well maintained, exactly as he’d expected it to be. He might have been stagnating, but Grete had made sure none of his things deteriorated with him. Moving over to the closet containing his leather restraints, he smiled at the scent of oil.

The leather inside gleamed, as polished and supple as if it were new, ready for Einar to use at his whim.

Looking over his collection, Einar debated what to use on Max for their first encounter. He dismissed his more uncomfortable pieces and tools immediately. There would be plenty of time for those later, when Max trusted him to make the pain pleasurable.

He also dismissed the restraints that were made from iron and steel. While Einar loved the look of them, Calder had spent too much time chained up for Einar to risk triggering a bad memory.

In the end, Einar selected a pair of supple but tight bondage mittens, a thick black collar, and a sturdy penis gag for Max’s first time. He went back and forth with himself on the gag – by far the most uncomfortable and debilitating piece of equipment – but in the end his desire to see Max completely at his mercy won out.

If he panicked, Einar could always take it off.

Placing the pieces into a small bag, Einar went to the fridge in his room and quickly downed two bags of blood. He would be tempted to feed off Max either way – submission always triggering his urge to feed – but it would be easier to resist if he wasn’t hungry.

With his thirst sated, Einar rinsed his mouth and headed up the stairs.

He had a witch to train.
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Einar found Calder standing outside of Max’s room. Calder was pacing back and forth in front of Max’s door, his movements those of a stalking predator.

When he saw Einar, Calder’s eyes widened and he licked his lips.

“You look…” he trailed off, eyes moving down Einar’s muscular legs, taking in his shiny leather pants. He swallowed. “You look good.”

“Thank you,” Einar said, looking Calder up and down in return. He was dressed almost identically to the day before. “You look good, too. Your new boots are very becoming.”

Calder grinned and ducked his head. “Thank you.” He walked forward and Einar wrapped him up in a hug.

“Are you waiting for me or did Max kick you out?” Einar asked, pushing his hand inside Calder’s leather jacket and stroking his side.

“Kicked me out,” Calder mumbled, pressing his face into Einar’s neck. “Said he didn’t want me to listen while he got ready.”

Einar was pleased. This meant that Max had most likely followed through on his order to give himself an enema.

“Well, it’s seven now. Let’s see if he’s ready,” Einar said, releasing Calder from his arms and knocking on the door.

Several seconds passed, and then Max called out in an unsteady voice, “Come in.”

Sharing a look with Calder, Einar put his hand on the door-handle and pushed the door open.

Max was sitting on the edge of the bed, dressed in a bathrobe and clenching his hands in his lap. When Einar and Calder entered he looked up, his mouth parting and a small oh
 leaving his lips.

“Hello, Max,” Einar said, walking right over to him and sitting down on the bed next to him. He draped his arm over the back of his shoulders, pulling him in so that they were pressed together. “Have you been good and prepared your hole for us?”

Max blushed, a deep red that spread over his cheeks and down toward his chest, his hands shaking. “I, uh…. Yes. I did.”

“Good boy. Are you ready to begin?”

Max took a long, deep breath that was as shaky as his fingers. He looked at Calder, but there was no mercy there. Calder looked ready to pounce, his pupils huge pools of black and his body tensed like he was ready to attack at any second.

“And you’re not going to fuck me?” he asked, biting his lip.

“We’re going to play with your hole,” Einar said, patient but stern.

“But no fucking,” Max repeated, adamant.

“Only with our fingers, tongues and maybe some toys.” Einar rose from the bed, turning so that he stood directly in front of Max, staring down at him. “Now, are you ready?”

Looking up, shoulders tense and breathing unsteady, Max nodded. “I am. Just…”

He didn’t seem to know how to finish the sentence.

Einar crouched down, grabbing his knees and pushing his legs apart. The move made Max’s robe part to reveal his hard cock.

It was even smaller than Einar had anticipated, and twice as cute.

“Tonight is about showing you that we can make you feel good,” Einar said, his voice low and commanding. “It’s not about hurting you or giving you more than you can take.”

What Einar didn’t say was that that would come later.

“Okay,” Max said, calming down. Einar rubbed his thighs, grinning and showing off his teeth.

“Good boy.” Einar rose, tossing the bag he’d packed in the dungeon to Calder. “Put this on him.”

“What is that?” Max asked, looking at the bag as Calder opened it.

“It’s your gear for the night,” Einar said, looking down at him. He wanted to watch Calder put their witch in bondage.

“All of it?” Calder asked, looking inside the bag with wide eyes. He glanced up at Einar, licking his lips to stop himself from drooling.

“All of it,” Einar confirmed.

“I’m not sure I-”

“You’ll like it,” Einar interrupted. He reached down and traced Max’s mouth with his thumb. “In fact, I think the first thing I’d like to see you wear is the gag. You don’t need to talk any more. All you have to do is trust us to make you feel good. Can you do that for us?”

Max stared up at him for several seconds, eyes searching, before nodding.

“Okay,” he said, taking a shuddering breath like he was bracing himself.

“Thank you,” Einar said, stepping back to make room for Calder. “He’s all yours.”

Calder advanced, putting the bag on the bed next to Max and crouching down. He took the gag out, holding the strip of leather between his hands, angling the stubby little penis attachment toward Max’s mouth.

“Open up,” he said, voice rumbling in a register lower than any Einar had heard him use before.

Trembling, Max obeyed, parting his lips to allow Calder to press the gag into his mouth. Once it was in, Calder rose up, bending over Max’s body to fasten the sturdy buckle behind his head.

When he was done, Max stared at them both, eyes wide and mouth completely blocked by the wide strip of gleaming black leather.

Einar reached down and groped himself through his pants, unbuttoning his fly and lifting his cock out.

Max watched him, eyes practically bulging out of his head when he saw Einar’s thick piece of meat. Einar grinned. His cock was massive, and compared to Max he was hung like a bull.

He couldn’t wait for Max to see Calder’s even bigger cock.

“Mittens next, and then the collar,” Einar instructed, stroking himself as Calder eagerly carried out his orders.

When he was done, Einar walked over and pushed his finger under Max’s collar, checking that it wasn’t too tight or too loose.

Calder had done an excellent job.

“That’s good, Calder. Now pick him up. We’re going to continue this in my chambers in the basement.”

Calder didn’t need to be told twice. He scooped Max up, one arm under his knees, the other behind his back, bending him in half and pressing him against his chest.

Max let out a squeal of protest, but neither Einar or Calder paid it any mind.

It was time to show their witch how much his hole could really take.
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Max had never felt more
 helpless. Calder held him tight, pressing his legs up to his chest and folding him in half, and every couple of steps he would lift Max up to his face and just smell him.

“Mmhp!” Max yelled through the gag, getting no response.

“We’re going to make you feel so good,” Calder rumbled, rubbing his face on Max’s cheek and up his hair, scenting him. “Going to stretch your hole and make you come so hard.”

Max’s cock throbbed, but he couldn’t help feeling overwhelmed and a little panicked. He was tied up and gagged, and Calder and Einar were so much bigger than him.

Not for the first time he wondered if he’d bitten off way more than he could chew – not that it mattered. With the gag in his mouth it was too late to object.

They arrived in Einar’s room, the muscular vampire instructing Calder to sit on the bed with his back against the headboard, placing Max between his legs. Calder obliged, sitting with his legs spread and arranging Max so that he was sitting between them.

Calder’s leather-clad arms pinned Max back against his chest, and Max could feel the massive erection in the werewolf’s pants grinding into his back.

Looking down at his legs, Max was struck by how miniscule his bare feet looked next to Calder’s huge boots. For some reason it was that size difference that really got to him. Calder’s boots were enormous – easily able to accommodate both of Max’s feet – the glossy black leather infinitely soft and lickable.

Max had the sudden urge to sink down on his belly and crawl to the boots, just so that he could worship them properly.

The impulse made him blush, the brief impulse one he would take to his grave.

There was no way he’d ever let on that he’d wanted to lick a boot. That was just sick.

“Comfortable?” Calder asked, his voice pitched low, the vibrations from his chest reverberating against Max’s back.

The feeling of being completely enveloped and overwhelmed by Calder’s massive frame kindled a tingling heat in Max’s gut. He felt helpless and small, and he liked
 it.

“Take off his robe,” Einar instructed, standing at the foot of the bed and looking at them with the intensity of a general planning a battle.

Calder obeyed, manhandling Max out of the robe and leaving him naked. The room was cool, but with Calder’s scalding body behind him it was impossible to be cold.

“Very good,” Einar said, his cock sticking out of his leather pants like a battering ram. Thick, hard and pale, the length was intimidating and oddly perfect. “Lock his wrists together behind his back and scoot him further down the bed.”

“Mhpm?” Max yelled through his gag, not wanting to be further immobilized. It didn’t help. Calder easily forced his wrists to the small of his back, clipping his mittens together and completely depriving him the use of his hand. He then shoved Max down to about half way down his thighs.

Max had no idea what was happening, and not being able to breathe through his mouth was making him feel light headed.

“That’s good,” Einar said, sounding calm and in control. “Now pull his legs back and pin his knees to the mattress on either side of his head.”

Once Max understood exactly the position Einar intended, he struggled for real, but Calder didn’t even notice in his rush to obey his alpha. He grabbed Max under the knees and lifted his legs back, bending his waist and pushing his knees down so that they bracketed his head.

Max stared up at the ceiling, the position spreading his cheeks and exposing his hole more thoroughly than he’d thought possible. When Einar had said they would be playing with his hole, Max had thought he would be lying down or bent over. Not this
.

“That’s the position,” Einar said, finally sounding like he was affected. “But use your legs to keep his knees pinned. You’ll need your hands free.”

Max was helpless as Calder scooted down the mattress, his bulge pressing against the top of Max’s head, his massive thighs moving over Max’s legs and coming down on top of the back of his knees.

Staring up, all Max could see now was Calder’s ripped abs and the protrusion of his bulging pecs, along with his own erection pointing him in the face.

To his horror, Max was so turned on that he was dripping pre-cum, a thick string hovering over his face before falling and landing with a splat on his cheek.

He was utterly unprepared for Einar to reach around and grab his cock, squeezing it firmly and milking even more clear fluid down onto his face.

“Does that feel good?” Einar asked, working Max’s cock with quick and sure strokes.

Max didn’t answer, too busy grappling with the realization that he was about to come. His gut burned with arousal, his very being reduced to this submissive curled up thing, and his balls felt like they were churning, he needed to shoot his load so bad.

“I asked you a question,” Einar said, stern and jerking Max’s cock even faster. The change in pace pushed Max over the edge, his orgasm bursting from his cock and hitting him in the face. It landed on his nose and eyes, blinding him, sliding in under his gag and making his lip moist.

“Calder, go ahead,” Einar said, indulgent. He was still milking Max’s cock, and it was quickly becoming too much.

Max didn’t understand what Calder had been given permission to do until the werewolf started scooping the come off his face and greedily slurping it off his fingers.

Max was mortified. Calder was eating his come, licking it up like a toddler that had stumbled over a bowl of frosting.

How was he doing that without dying of embarrassment?

Calder kept on eating Max’s come, wiping away the clumps over his eyes and letting him see again, while Einar stubbornly milked his cock of every last drop.

“Argh!” Max screamed, the overstimulation of his spent cock becoming too much. He squirmed, thrashing as much as he could with Calder’s tree-trunk thighs pinning his legs around his head, not stopping until Einar released his cock.

Panting, breathing hard through his nose, Max couldn’t believe the situation he found himself in.

“If you want to stop, wriggle your toes,” Einar said, grabbing his foot and holding it tight.

Max froze. Einar was giving him an out. If he wanted to end this, to be let go and never talk about this again, he could.

He didn’t want to. Max kept his toes perfectly still, admitting to himself that in the past five minutes he’d experienced more pleasure than in his past thirty three years combined.

He wanted more
.

“Good boy,” Einar said, like Max had accomplished something and he was proud of him. He pulled Max’s foot toward him and gave it a kiss. “Now that we’ve taken the edge off, I think it’s time we start playing with your hole.

Max felt pride blossom in his chest, the sensation of having pleased the men holding his body captive almost as good as the orgasm he’d just shot all over his face.

He closed his eyes and focused on breathing, the heat of Calder’s body making him hot and sweaty.

Einar ran a cold finger down his crack, coming to rest over his hole. Max shuddered. The contrast between Einar’s cold touch and Calder’s searing heat only served to remind him that he was at the mercy of a vampire and a werewolf.

The thought made him shudder, adding to his pleasure.

They’d only been playing for ten minutes. The realization hit him like a truck, resulting in a hysterical giggle muffled by his gag.

If this was what he felt like now
, what would he be like in an hour or two?

He couldn’t wait to find out.
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Calder shifted his thighs,
 lifting up just long enough to spread Max’s knees a bit further apart, then once again using the weight of his thick thighs to keep Max pinned.

He loved this position.

Max’s head was pressed up against Calder’s bulge, his sweaty come-drenched face sandwiched between Calder’s legs, his ass facing up and his little cock pointing down at his face.

It was perfect.

“Lick his hole,” Einar commanded, grabbing Max’s cheeks in a meaty grip and pulling them apart. Max’s hole winked up at them, tiny and pink, and Calder’s knot throbbed in anticipation of what it would feel like stretching around his girthy cock.

Calder couldn’t obey fast enough. Curling his body down, hands coming to rest over his alpha’s, Calder licked from Max’s taint and into his crack, tongue pushing into his hole with bruising force.

Whimpering, Max squirmed, and Calder responded by moving down and sucking his balls into his mouth.

They were about a third of the size of his own, both of them easily fitting into his mouth, and Calder rolled them over his tongue before sucking hard and pulling them up and away from Max’s body.

The whimpering got louder and Calder’s cock responded. He was leaking enough pre-cum to look like he’d pissed himself. He released Max’s balls and licked back up to his hole, feasting on it like a peasant at the king’s table.

“That’s it,” his alpha praised, voice low and purring. He stroked Calder’s hair, the touch of his alpha only making Calder feel even more delirious with pleasure. “Show him how greedy you are for his hole – how much you love it.”

“Love it so much!” Calder growled, fangs itching to come out. He wanted to bite and claim – to make sure that he’d have this forever.

He held back, unable to claim something that belonged to his alpha.

“Take your cock out and rub it on his face,” Einar instructed, pushing Calder away from Max’s hole.

Calder obeyed instantly. He licked his lips and tore his fly open, letting his hard cock smack Max in the face. The sound of his pants ripping didn’t faze him. He could buy another pair.

Pushing his cock down with the flat of his hand, grinding his knot down on Max’s forehead, Calder shifted up and moved his hips so that he was forcing his cock into the space created between Max’s face and his hand.

The feeling of Max’s nose sliding along the side of his cock, the gag adding another wonderful texture, Calder had to grit his teeth so that he wouldn’t shoot his load like an inexperienced teenager.

While Calder humped Max’s face, Einar coated his fingers with lube and pushed into Max’s hole.

The sight of his alpha breaching their little witch hit Calder like a punch to the gut. He came with an explosive grunt, and for the first time in his life his knot swelled without being firmly seated inside someone.

The presence of his knot meant that Calder came even more than usual, rope after rope of thick spurts of come hitting Max’s throat, chest and cock like he was being sprayed by a hose.

The scent of his release mixing with Max’s own magical scent was like heaven, sustaining Calder’s orgasm far past its natural peak.

As he milked the final drops of come from his cock, Calder’s whole body shook and shuddered so hard that his teeth chattered.

“That’s it,” Einar said, reaching around and coating his hand in Calder’s pungent release. He smeared the sticky white fluid over Max’s ass, using it to lube up another finger that he pushed in next to the first.

Calder had to close his eyes, overwhelmed by the arousal hitting his body like a tsunami.

“Open your eyes,” Einar commanded, sounding every inch the alpha. Calder’s eyes snapped open and his alpha grinned. He removed his fingers from Max’s hole, stroking over the now reddened rim. The tiny pink hole fluttered, showing off Max’s insides, and Calder was amazed.

If two fingers made it look like that, what would his knot make it look like?

“It’s your turn,” Einar said, running his hands down Max’s flanks. “Start with one finger and add another when it feels right.” He reached around Max’s chest, finding his nipples and pinching them between his thumb and index fingers. “Be gentle and don’t force it. Your fingers are a bit bigger than mine.”

Calder put his finger down flat over Max’s hole, rubbing up and down over the red rim, seeing the truth of Einar’s words. His hands were massive, just one of his fingers thicker than the width of Max’s cock.

Coating his finger in lube and come, Calder gently pushed inside Max’s body.

It was better than he’d imagined. Tight, warm and wet, Max’s hole clung to his finger like it was trying to cut off its blood supply.

Gentle, stomach fluttering and knot filling back up, Calder fucked his finger in and out of Max’s hole, going a little deeper and applying more lube as he went.

When he felt Max relax, he added a second finger, earning a loud whimper from Max’s gagged mouth.

He stopped, listening to Max frantically breathing through his nose, Einar all the while twisting and tugging on Max’s nipples to distract him.

When Max relaxed, Calder pushed in deeper. Max whimpered again when his hole stretched around the width of Calder’s knuckles, his cock starting to leak when Calder curled both fingers in and started working on his prostate.

Fascinated, Calder milked Max’s prostate, ignoring his increasingly desperate moans and whimpers until the little witch shot his second load of the evening. This one was smaller, but it still hit him right in the eye.

Grinning, Einar reached down and swiped the come off Max’s eyelid, lifting the thumb to his mouth and sucking it, all the while keeping eye contact with Calder.

Calder whimpered, leaning forward, his alpha meeting him in a heated kiss. Scooting his ass forward, almost sitting on Max’s face, Calder licked and kissed into Einar’s mouth, his fingers still pumping in and out of Max’s hole in a steady rhythm.

When Einar finally pulled away, Calder let out a moan. He’d never wanted the kiss to end.

“I think Max needs a change of position,” Einar said, amused. Calder looked down and realized that Max’s thighs were twitching. He pulled his fingers from Max’s hole, and the sight of the once innocent little hole took his breath away.

Max’s hole was gaping, the inner walls of his ass on clear display, looking red and abused.

Calder would have felt guilty if he wasn’t so turned on.

“How do you want him?” Calder asked, reluctant to move but knowing that he had to. He shifted back, lifting his heavy thighs off the back of Max’s knees and letting his body unbend.

Max allowed his body to be manhandled, limp and breathing heavily.

“On his side, head between your legs, one knee pulled up to his chest,” Einar instructed, knowing exactly what he wanted.

Calder obeyed, shifting Max around until he was lying on his side, one leg straight out, the other pulled up so that his knee was touching his chest. He then scooted forward, arranging his legs so that they bracketed Max’s head, his nose pushed right into Calder’s heavy balls.

Eyes closed, Max was breathing hard through his nose, a blissed-out look gracing his features.

“Do you want to continue?” Einar asked him, stroking his back and moving his hand up to cup his neck. The back of his hand stroked up the inside of Calder’s thigh as he moved.

Calder shuddered, knowing exactly how good it felt to have Einar hold you like that.

“Mhm,” Max mumbled, not opening his eyes. He sounded drunk.

“Good boy,” Einar said, moving away from the bed and heading for the door. “I’ll be right back. Calder, take his gag off and put your fingers in his mouth. I want him sucking on them.”

Calder trembled at the command, needing a second to get control of himself before unbuckling the gag and yanking it out of Max’s mouth.

“What-”

Max didn’t get more than the single word out before Calder shoved three fingers past his lips, laying them flat on his tongue and greedily probing into his mouth. He pushed further in, making Max choke, before retreating and adding a fourth finger.

Curling his thumb under Max’s jaw, Calder held him in place, drool making his fingers wet and leaking down to the mattress below.

Max closed his lips around Calder’s fingers, sucking and moving his tongue along the digits invading his mouth.

Einar came back into the room, carrying a small bag. He climbed up on the bed and kneeled down over Max’s extended leg, grabbing his left cheek and pulling it to the side to expose Max’s hole.

It was still twitching.

“What are you going to do?” Calder asked, the hand not in Max’s mouth moving to his cock, jerking it slowly. He aimed the length so that his pre-cum dribbled down on Max’s face.

“Have fun,” Einar said, reaching into the bag and pulling out a long string of anal beads. The first bead was small, about the size of a large marble, getting larger and larger until the final bead that was the size of a baseball. “Now let’s see how many of these he can take...”

Max whimpered, looking down at the largest ball with wide eyes, so Calder shushed him.

“You’re not taking them all,” he assured him, rubbing his thumb over the underside of his jaw.

“At least not tonight,” Einar agreed, lubing up the first ball and unceremoniously pushing it into Max’s hole.

Max closed his eyes, grunting, his little cock spasming as Einar pushed a finger into his ass to push the ball deeper.

“We’re not in a rush,” Einar said, pushing the second ball against Max’s hole. “This is about making you feel good.” Einar pushed the ball past Max’s rim, his hole swallowing it up and sucking it inside. He rubbed over the red rim, smirking down at the shuddering witch. “Are we doing a good job?”

Max mumbled something incoherent around Calder’s fingers, and Einar gave him a little nod to remove them.

Calder did, wiping them off on Max’s cheek, adding to the mess of sweat, come and tears.

“Well?” Einar asked, teasing the third ball against Max’s hole. This one was a bit bigger than a golf ball.

Max let out a hysterical little laugh, looking up at Calder and then down at Einar. He licked his lips, looking utterly debauched.

“Such a good job,” he mumbled. Einar grinned and nodded at Calder to put his fingers back into his mouth.

Elated that Max was enjoying getting used as much as he and Einar were enjoying using him, Calder shoved his fingers back into Max’s mouth and settled in to see how many of the balls Max’s beautiful, hungry hole could take.
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Hours later, Calder carried an exhausted Max back up to his room. He undressed him and laid him down on the bed, draping his leather jacket over his body to keep him warm while he ran a bath.

He could have used a blanket, but Calder liked the idea of his jacket better. He didn’t know how he’d be able to wear it again without getting hard as a rock, but that was a wonderful problem that he would deal with later.

Once he had the bath ready, Calder carried Max into the bathroom and lowered him into the tub. Max was half asleep, his body still wracked by small tremors, and when his body sank into the hot water he hissed in pleasure.

“That’s nice,” he said, trusting Calder’s hands under his neck to keep his head above water. “I’m so tired.”

“We worked you hard,” Calder said, smug and proud of everything Max had taken.

After the anal beads, Calder and Einar had taken turns opening him up with increasingly large dildos, and by the end of the night Calder had been fucking him with a rubber cock almost as big as his own – not accounting for his knot.

“My ass hurts,” Max said, like an accusation.

“In a bad way?” Calder challenged. Max had come four times, two of them without anyone – himself included – touching his cock.

“I don’t know,” Max said, shifting around and wincing. “I feel like I was hit by a truck.”

Calder said nothing, taking a washcloth and wetting Max’s hair before gently sliding it down and wiping his face clean. Max turned into the touch, closing his eyes.

“Is it always going to be that intense?” he asked, something half between hope and fear coloring his voice.

“Probably,” Calder admitted. “But you love it.”

Max sighed, not arguing the statement.

“I’m going to try a spell,” Max declared, opening his eyes and sitting up. He looked determined. “It’s to boost healing.”

“From your new book?” Calder asked, curious.

Max nodded. “It only uses the power you put into the spell. I want to see how much I can do with the magic I have.”

“All right. Are you going to do it now?” Calder asked.

Max shook his head. “No, I need the book. Can you help me out of the tub?”

Calder ran the washcloth down Max’s back, answering, “Sure, after I’m done cleaning you up. There’s come all over you.”

Max blushed, but he sat still and waited for Calder to finish bathing him.
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After Max was dried off and dressed in his bathrobe, Calder sat down on the bed to watch as Max attempted the spell.

“Do you need anything other than the book?”

Max glanced over at him from his seat at the desk, looking more awake than he had before his bath, but still really tired.

“No, just the incantation.” He opened the grimoire to the correct page, re-reading the spell, mouthing the words under his breath until he had it right. Calder had never been so interested in watching someone read before.

“I’m ready,” Max said, scooting his chair back and sitting up straight. He winced in pain as he shifted his weight from his thighs to his ass, but the pain only seemed to make him more determined. He looked at Calder. “Just sit there and don’t interrupt, okay?”

Calder nodded. He was going to see magic
. This was the best night ever.

Max began chanting, under his breath, the same phrase over and over. Calder had no idea what he was saying, but he could feel the sudden increase in magic in the air.

Max stopped chanting, the air still, shooting a grin at Calder. “It worked!” he exclaimed, standing up and rushing toward the bed.

He only made it two steps before collapsing, landing in a heap on the ground and not moving.

Calder scrambled off the bed and crouched down next to him, shaking him to wake him up, heart jumping into his throat when he didn’t get a response.

“Max, wake up!” he demanded, giving him another little shake. To his relief, Max’s chest was rising and falling steadily, his breathing intact, and his pulse was steady if a little fast.

Calder lifted him up onto the bed and raced down into the basement to get Einar.

“He fainted,” Einar said when Calder crashed into his room. He was busy changing his sheets, the collar, gag and mittens they’d used on Max lying on the table by the bed.

Calder gawked. “How did you know?” he asked, still worried half to death and completely panicked.

“I could feel him doing magic,” Einar said, pulling Calder into a hug. “He overtaxed himself. It’s not dangerous, but after everything else he’s been through tonight, it was a truly terrible idea on his part.” Rubbing Calder’s shoulder, Einar asked, “What was he trying to do?”

“A healing spell,” Calder said, reassured and calmed by Einar’s utter lack of panic.

Einar huffed out a laugh. “That would do it. He’ll be exhausted in the morning, but it might actually be for the best.”

“Why?”

Einar grinned. “Because if he’s already healed, we don’t have to wait for him to heal to play with him again.” He pulled Calder into another hug. “Now go to bed. You can spend the night with Max in his room.”
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Einar watched
 Calder practically race up the stairs, shaking his head. He felt old. Calder and Max were so young, excitable and overwhelmed by every little pleasure, joyous in a way he had forgotten how to be.

It was delightful.

It had been a long time since Einar had gotten so much enjoyment out of a submissive, and he hadn’t even fucked him.

Finished cleaning up, his toys in the dishwasher and the leather gear wiped down and treated with conditioner, Einar set out in search of the first of his flock.

He found Grete in the atrium, curled up on the couch with her headphones in and her iPhone on the table. When she saw him, she took out her headphones and sat up.

“Is it safe to take these off?” she asked, holding up the headphones.

Einar laughed. “Were we that loud?”

Grete rolled her eyes, but it was accompanied by a smile. “Max was. My god that boy has a set of lungs on him. What were you doing to him?”

“Just a few dildos,” Einar said, sitting down next to her. “He’s nervous about getting fucked, so we’re easing him into it.”

“You’re a saint,” Grete said, moving in next to him. She looked down at his legs, raising an eyebrow.

“You know how Calder is about leather,” Einar defended himself. It hadn’t occurred to him to change out of the leather pants when they were done playing. They were surprisingly comfortable.

“Calder pulls it off,” Grete said, making Einar gasp in faux outrage. “He’s a werewolf. It goes with that whole savage muscle hunk thing he has going for him. You look better in a suit.”

Einar shrugged, stroking his hand down his leather-clad thigh. “I get why Calder likes them, but you’re right. It is a bit much.”

“It’s fine,” Grete said, following the path of his fingers, feeling the smooth leather. “Wear what you like.”

“I like suits,” Einar assured her, kissing the top of her head.

Grete had dealt with some extreme changes the past few weeks, and before that she’d spent a decade watching his decline and worrying that he was dying. If changing his wardrobe rattled her, then he wouldn’t change it.

“So how did it go?” Grete asked, curious. “Is he everything you hoped for?”

Einar’s Cheshire grin couldn’t have been more smug if he tried. “He’s going to be,” he said, remembering how easily Max had submitted.

While some men required training and a little breaking to make a good sub, Max was a natural.

“Don’t push him too hard,” Grete warned. “He’s in a vulnerable place.”

“I won’t,” Einar promised. He leaned back and grinned. “He tried to heal himself, when he went back to his room.”

Grete groaned. “He didn’t. Is he okay?”

“Passed out, but he feels fine through the bond. Calder is up there with him.”

“How did Calder do?” Grete asked, a fond look on her face.

Einar felt a swell of happiness at how well Calder and Grete got on.

“Very well,” Einar said, remembering Calder’s almost feral reaction when he’d been given the order to eat out Max’s hole. “He didn’t lose control, so that’s good. I don’t think we’re going to have any problems on that front.”

“Good,” Grete said, sounding relieved.

“What about you?” Einar asked. “Are you still seeing that banker from HSBC?”

Grete shook her head. “No, I’m actually seeing one of the trainers from my gym at the moment.”

“You go to a gym?” Einar was surprised.

“Now I do,” Grete said, making Einar laugh.

“You can bring him here, if you want?” Einar said. He made the same offer for all the hundreds of men Grete had dated over the years, and like always she shook her head.

“No, it’s not serious.” She patted Einar’s thigh. “I’m just having fun. You know me. I don’t like getting attached.”

Einar responded with another kiss to the top of her head.

Grete had been in love once, a long time ago, and it had ended badly. He wished that she would open her heart again, but he wasn’t going to push.

Grete knew her own mind, and there was no use trying to change it. Einar had tried before, and never succeeded.

“I love you,” he said, hugging her against his chest.

“I love you too,” Grete replied, matter of fact. She slapped him on the thigh. “So don’t leave me again!”

“I won’t,” Einar promised.
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Even though Calder
 had gone to sleep long after Max had fainted, he still woke up before the witch.

During the night Calder had turned over onto his back, and he must have pulled Max up with him, because the witch was lying on his chest, head pillowed on Calder’s muscular chest, drooling into the space between his pecs.

Calder could have stayed like that forever, but a glance at his watch told him that he had a fitting at Abraham’s in half an hour.

It was tempting to skip – to just stay there with Max breathing on his chest – but Calder was also curious to see the chaps Abraham was making for him.

That, and he knew that if he missed an appointment Abraham would cuss him out and refuse to see him for at least two weeks.

He was the grumpiest old man Calder had ever met.

Dislodging Max from his chest, trying to be gentle and not wake him up, Calder gathered his clothes off the floor and made his way back to his own room. He threw his jeans in the trash – the crotch ripped beyond repair – and got dressed in a pair of regular jeans and a simple black t-shirt. Putting on his leather jacket that now smelled amazingly like Max, he made his way down to the front door.

He ran into Grete on the way out, the two of them walking to their cars together.

“Another appointment with Abraham?” Grete asked, smiling.

“He’s making me chaps,” Calder confirmed with a grin of his own. “Are you going to work?”

“Sure am. I’ve been looking into job opportunities for you. Is that something you’re still interested in?”

“Yes!” Calder said, excited. He’d been distracted by Max’s arrival, but he wanted to get his life back on track.

He wanted to leave the house for other reasons than buying clothes.

“Thank you!”

“It’s no problem.” Grete hugged him. “We’ll talk more tonight, all right?”

“Sounds good.”

They each got into their respective cars, Grete exiting the garage first and Calder following.
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Calder was ten minutes late for his appointment, Abraham greeting him with a scowl.

“You’re late,” he grumbled, practically tossing a pair of chaps at Calder and pointing at the podium.

Kicking off his boots, Calder started to push down his pants when Abraham interrupted him.

“What are you doing?” the old man demanded.

“Taking off my jeans so that I can put on the chaps…?” Calder said, confused.

Abraham huffed. “Chaps are worn over the jeans, not on bare skin.”

Calder grinned, licking his lips. “That’s not how I’m going to wear them.”

The comment made the vein in Abraham’s forehead throb. Calder wasn’t sure, but he thought that the vein might actually be bigger now than when they’d first met.

“I didn’t need to know that,” he mumbled, turning around and gathering his tools. “I mean, I knew that he was a pervert, but this just takes the cake. I might as well start doing costumes for gay porn.”

“You mean you don’t?” Calder teased, knowing that Abraham wasn’t talking to him.

The question earned him a glare.

“I’m charging you twenty-five hundred dollars for those chaps, Calder. I’m expensive.”

“I know,” Calder said, cocky. Having a rich alpha that bought you things was very nice, and not something he was at all embarrassed about. “But you’re worth it.”

For once, Abraham looked a little chuffed, turning around and busying himself with nothing while he tried not to smile.

Calder felt bad. He should compliment Abraham more. He was a master, and the clothes he made fit better than anything Calder had ever had on his body before.

“All right, enough chitter chatter. Get your pants off and put on the chaps.”

Calder obeyed, pulling the buttery soft leather up his legs. The chaps went all the way up to his inner thigh, exposing the seat of his ass and his crotch. He looked down, grinning at how the garment framed his bulge.

“Pervert,” Abraham muttered, but when he checked the fit he looked pleased. He ran his finger along the back piece of leather, over Calder’s thigh, making a scoffing sound. “Need to bring this down a little.”

“It feels fine,” Calder said, eager to take the chaps home.

“They need more work.” Abraham was uncompromising.

Calder stood still as Abraham finished checking the fit, marking the leather where it needed changing. When he was done, Calder stepped off the podium and changed back into his jeans.

“So what’s going on with the witch,” Abraham asked, sounding like he’d been wanting to ask for a while but was worried about the answer he’d get.

“He joined my pack!” Calder said, excited. “Now he doesn’t have to worry about someone stealing his magic. It’s great.”

“So your vampire doesn’t want to kill him?” Abraham asked, wary. “He seemed pretty worried.”

“No.” Calder scratched his neck. “Einar told him he could either join the pack or leave town. He chose to stay.”

Abraham didn’t say anything, but he looked relieved. He walked Calder out of the workroom.

“By the way, we got a package for you,” Abraham said, walking over to the register and bending down to open a drawer. He pulled out a small package. “That was a first. This isn’t a post office, so if you could have your mail delivered to your house that would be appreciated.”

Abraham handed Calder the package, the tone of his voice making his displeasure known.

“I have no idea what that is,” Calder said, turning the package over in his hand. It was addressed to him, but there was no return address. “I haven’t ordered anything.”

His denial earned him a suspicious look, but Abraham didn’t challenge him.

“Thank you,” Calder said, gesturing with the package. “When can I come by and pick up the chaps?”

“Next week,” Abraham said, crossing his arms. “You’re not my only customer.”

“But I am your best customer,” Calder said, only half paying attention to the teasing conversation.

Who would send him a package? Much less at Abraham’s.

Saying goodbye, Calder walked to his car and got behind the wheel. Turning the package over in his hands, he popped a claw and used it to cut the tape holding it together.

Inside the package was a phone. It wasn’t in any kind of case, just a regular smartphone that had been wrapped in bubble wrap and put in a standard box.

Calder had a very bad feeling about this. He was about to turn the phone on when it started to ring.

The loud ringtone startled Calder so bad that he dropped the phone to the floor. He picked it up, sliding the bar on the screen to the green symbol to answer it.

“Hello?”

There was a silence, tense and lasting all of three seconds, and then a voice that haunted Calder’s nightmares came through the speakerphone.

“Calder? This is your alpha. Get your ass back here before I send someone to get you.”

Calder couldn’t breathe. He could hear the alpha command in Oxer’s voice, even over the phone, the weight of authority making his thighs tremble and his gut clench with anxiety.

“You’re not my alpha anymore!” Calder said. The words were weak, his tone halting and unsure.

“I fucking own
 you!” Oxer growled, and Calder instinctively braced himself for a hit. “You’re mine!”

“No!” Calder growled, surprising himself. “I have a new alpha now.”

That was the end of his courage. Hands shaking, Calder flung the door open and tossed the phone onto the road. It bounced on the hard asphalt, cracking into several pieces that all went flying.

Closing the door and locking it, Calder put his hands on the wheel and tried to stop shaking.

He belonged to Einar. Oxer couldn’t take him back. Einar wouldn’t let
 him.

Ten minutes passed, Calder trying to calm down enough to drive home to his alpha – his real alpha – but rather than calm down he was only getting more and more distraught.

Remembering that his phone had a voice assistant, Calder took his phone out of his pocket and dropped it in his lap.

“Siri, call Grete,” he said, hating how weak he sounded. Like a little boy hiding from the monster in the closet.

“Calling Grete,” his phone answered, the call popping up on the screen. Grete picked up on the third ring.

“Hello?” she said, sounding happy and normal.

“My old alpha called me!” Calder said, bursting into tears. He brought his fist to his mouth and bit down, the pain grounding him.

“He what?”

Calder would never have guessed that Grete could sound terrifying, but right now she had Oxer beat by a mile.

It calmed him down. Grete was higher than him in the pack, and she was taking this seriously.

“When?” she demanded. She already sounded like she had a plan – even if that plan was just to tear his old alpha apart with her bare hands.

“Just now,” Calder said, Grete’s calm rage grounding him. “There was a package at Abraham’s with a phone in it. I opened it up and it rang, and alpha told me to come home.”

“You don’t call him that,” Grete growled. “You have an alpha, and it’s not
 that bag of dicks.”

Calder almost smiled. “Right. Oxer called and told me to come home.” Calder took a deep breath. “I told him he wasn’t my alpha and I hung up on him.”

“I’m so proud of you,” Grete said, sincere and vehement. The sheer force of her approval was like a balm on Calder’s scattered nerves. “Where is the phone now?”

Calder hesitated. “I threw it out the door.”

Grete paused. “Could you find it? I need the sim card inside of it.”

“I can,” Calder said, unlocking the car and stepping back onto the street. He rushed over to the phone in the middle of the road, gathering up the pieces and rushing back to his car.

He felt watched.

Oxer had known where to find him, which meant that someone had been watching him and reported it back to Oxer.

“I got it,” Calder said, putting all the pieces back into the package they came in.

“Is the sim card there?” Grete asked.

Calder took the pieces out, staring at them. “What does it look like?”

“It’s like a little memory card. It’s either in a pop-out tray somewhere on the edge or under the battery if it has a removable back case.”

The phone’s back had come off when Calder threw it, the battery also falling out. Looking at the phone, Calder saw that under where the battery was supposed to go there was a little slot containing a memory card. He took a picture of it and sent it to Grete.

“That’s it,” she said, satisfied. “Are you okay to drive?”

“I think so,” Calder said, feeling much better than he had a few minutes ago.

“Then I want you to drive straight home. I’ll meet you there, and then Einar will deal with Patrick tonight.” Grete took a deep breath, her voice hardening. “You’re ours
, and the only way we’re letting you go is if you ask us to.”

Calder closed his eyes and smiled. This was what pack was for – to protect and help you.

Patrick Oxer was an evil bag of dicks, and Calder couldn’t wait for Einar to rip his throat out.

Putting his key in the ignition, he turned on the engine and headed home.
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Max was woken
 up by his rumbling stomach. He blinked, blinded by the morning sun coming in through the window, his eyelids heavy and slow as he pushed himself up with a groan of effort.

Looking around, he tried to remember falling asleep. He’d been in the bath, and then he’d performed the healing spell from the grimoire, but after that… had he passed out?

He must have. It hadn’t felt like he was putting too much of his magic into the spell at the time, but if he’d lost consciousness right after he must have miscalculated.

It didn’t matter. The spell had worked! Max reached down to his hole, just a twitch of soreness lingering.

He grinned, wide and to himself, feeling like a real witch.

After the reaming Calder and Einar had put him through the night before he should be whimpering at every twitch and movement, but here he was ready for round two.

Not that he was emotionally prepared for another round. He was still in shock at just how thoroughly Einar and Calder had dominated him.

There was no other word for it. The two men hadn’t simply played with his hole, they’d taken ownership of it and his body and made him feel things he hadn’t known his body could feel.

Max had thought that he was prepared, but he’d been so wrong. The way Calder had bent him in half and pinned him down was shocking.

And the bondage. They hadn’t talked about that in advance, Einar taking it for granted that Max would wear bondage mittens and a collar and allow himself to be gagged.

It had been an ambush, pure and simple.

He’d loved every second of it and he was never letting them near his hole again.

The aftercare had been nice though. He’d have to tell Calder that he was welcome to give him a bath any time, just so that he could feel those massive hands gently shampooing his hair again.

Max’s stomach rumbled again, his hunger gnawing at his belly, and even though he felt like he wanted to sleep another ten hours he pushed the covers off his lap and climbed off the bed.

Putting on clothes seemed like too much of an effort, so Max settled for his fluffy bathrobe and headed down into the kitchen.

The house was silent, and as he wandered the halls he couldn’t help but feel like an intruder.

Making himself a bowl of Cheerios, Max sat down at the kitchen table and thought about what his life had become.

He still hadn’t called his boss. He had no intention of keeping the job, but he wasn’t the kind of guy who’d ghost his employer after crashing the company delivery truck. He needed to call them and end things properly.

But he could do that later. Right now he was too tired to call anyone.

Eating his Cheerios, Max looked out the kitchen window. There wasn’t much to see, other than the edge of the woods bordering the house, but watching the trees swaying in the wind was oddly hypnotic.

Closing his eyes, wondering if it would be a terrible idea to just go to sleep right there at the table, Max was startled when suddenly Calder burst into the room.

“What?” he mumbled, taken off guard when Calder lifted him up and crushed him against his chest in a massive hug.

At first he was annoyed, but it didn’t take more than two seconds to realize that something was wrong.

“Are you okay?” he asked. It was difficult to speak, Calder squeezing him so hard that he was crushing his lungs.

“Can I just hug you for a bit?” Calder asked, his face buried in Max’s neck.

“Sure,” Max said. He would have patted Calder on the back, but his arms were pinned to his sides and he couldn’t move. “Just… not so tight.”

“Sorry,” Calder mumbled, loosening his hold.

Then he just stood there, Max held tight in a bear hug with his legs dangling a foot off the ground.

If Max wasn’t so concerned he might actually have fallen asleep. Calder’s body was warm and firm, and the scent of his leather jacket smushed into Max’s nose was unexpectedly comforting.

They stayed like that, and it wasn’t until Grete burst through the door ten minutes later that things became clear.

Calder’s old alpha – the abusive one that had forced him to be a fighter in illegal werewolf fights – wanted him back.

Max didn’t understand.

“He has to know that going up against a vampire would be suicide,” Max said, still held tight in Calder’s arms. They’d moved to the office, Calder taking a seat in the big chair in the corner, rearranging Max so that he was sitting on his lap.

“He’s either desperate or delusional,” Grete said, rummaging through the filing cabinet by the wall. “Either way, we’re going to deal with him.”

She seemed to find what she was looking for. “Here we go.” She flipped open the file and sat down behind the grand mahogany desk, facing the room like a queen. “This is a private investigator we used a few years back. He should be able to track Patrick’s location. I want to know his exact coordinates by the time Einar wakes up for the night.”

Max swallowed. Grete sounded like she was planning on aiming a missile, and it was a little terrifying.

Closing his eyes, Max let his mind drift as he listened to Grete call her investigator. Calder held on to him, arms firm bars around his waist, clinging as though Max were an emotional support animal.

It wasn’t the worst thing to be for his maybe future boyfriend.

Even though he was trying to stay awake, Max was too tired. Listening to Grete talk and feeling Calder’s chest moving with each breath at his back, he drifted off to sleep.
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When Max next woke up it was to a snarling vampire stalking back and forth across the living room floor.

Opening his eyes, he looked down to see that he was still seated in Calder’s lap, though they had moved to a new room.

“What’s going on?” he asked, yawning. He felt much less tired than before, but still not his best.

“That sneaky little alpha thinks he can take one of my flock?” Einar raged, fangs bared and eyes bleeding into red. He looked every inch the vampire of nightmares. “I’ll rip out his spleen and make him eat it!”

Max turned his head, looking up to see Calder’s reaction to the display. To his surprise, Calder was grinning. He looked smug and happy, like Einar raging was the best thing he’d ever seen.

It was nice, Max supposed, how protective Einar seemed to be of his flock.

“Where is he?” Einar demanded. Max followed his gaze and saw that Grete had come into the room.

“We can’t find him,” Grete said, sounding just as angry. “He’s hiding.”

“Then find him!” Einar roared.

“Control yourself!” Grete hissed, marching right up to him, unafraid of his monstrous fangs or terrifying snarling. “Losing control doesn’t help anyone.”

Einar visibly pulled himself together, the red draining from his eyes and his knifelike claws retracting.

“You’re right,” he said, taking a deep breath and lowering his shoulders. “How are we looking?”

“We tried tracing his phone, but the number he called from isn’t leading us anywhere. Johan is working on it, but at this rate it might take a few days. I’ve also called in Agatha for a magical trace, but she hasn’t gotten back to me.”

“So he’s hired a witch,” Einar stated. That was the only reason for Agatha not to come through for them. She was the best, but if Oxer had hired a witch to shield him there was little she could do.

“Most likely,” Grete agreed.

Max frowned. Why would Calder’s old alpha hire a witch to hide him? That meant that he knew how crazy it was to challenge a vampire, and he was doing it anyway.

Max liked Calder, but was he really worth that much trouble for an alpha?

It didn’t make sense.

“Are we safe here?” Max asked, the question popping past his filter before he could stop it. Einar’s head swung around, zeroing in on Max with a terrifying grin.

“I’m awake now,” he said, baring his teeth. “I’ll sense it if any werewolves or witches try to enter my territory. So yes, little witch, you’re safe.”

Max swallowed, Einar’s focus on him making him squirm. Calder’s arms squeezed him tighter, reassuring him.

“We just have to wait,” Grete said, impatience dripping from her voice. “Until we know where Calder’s old alpha is, we can’t deal with him.”

Max was confused. Werewolves had pretty defined territories. Wouldn’t Calder’s old alpha be with his pack?

He whispered the question to Calder, too curious to let it go.

“He’s not there,” Calder whispered back. “He’s run off somewhere.”

“Isn’t that weird?” Max asked. It went against everything he knew about werewolves.

“Yes,” Calder agreed simply.

“He’s a coward,” Einar growled, sitting down and resting his elbows on his knees. “Sneaking away and getting a witch to hide him. He’s going to regret the day he scratched his way out of his mother’s womb.”

“We’ll get him,” Grete said, sitting down next to Einar and rubbing his back.

“I’m going out,” Einar said, standing up in a blur of motion. “I need to move.”

“Take your phone with you,” Grete said. “I’ll call you if we hear back from Johan or Agatha.”

“Thank you,” Einar said, disappearing.

Max blinked. It was always startling when Einar moved too fast for his eyes to follow.

Grete walked over to Max and Calder, sitting down in the chair next to them. She leaned back and sighed.

“I wonder why he’s doing this,” Calder said, sounding young and confused. With his muscles and height, it was often easy for Max to forget that he had a good ten years of experience on the hulking werewolf. Max was used to running for his life – to being chased and in danger – but Calder was not.

Then again, Calder had been held captive and forced to fight in underground werewolf fights for years, and that was arguably worse.

“I have my suspicions,” Grete said, tone dark. Calder and Max both looked at her, but she shook her head. “I want to confirm them before I say anything. It’s just a hunch.”

Calder seemed to accept that, but Max was curious. A small glance from Grete had him closing his mouth.

It was fine. He’d find out eventually, and for now the best thing he could do was to support his new friends.
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Einar spent
 the night searching for Calder’s old thief of an alpha, violence raging within him, not turning back until the early morning rays of sunlight forced him back to the house.

He checked in with Grete, but she had no news. Calder and Max were in Max’s room, the two of them on the bed, Max with his back against Calder’s chest with his grimoire laid out in his lap.

They looked up when he entered.

“Have you been up all night?” Einar asked, walking inside. He closed the curtain, his skin itching at the brief touch of light, and went to the foot of the bed.

“We were waiting for you,” Calder said. He was leaning against the headboard, his powerful legs stretched out on either side of Max’s body. Max had his knees up, propping up the grimoire, Calder’s big hand rubbing over his stomach.

“Did you find anything?” Max asked, putting the grimoire down.

“No,” Einar said, clenching his fists. “He’s not anywhere in his territory. I checked.”

“I wonder what he’s up to,” Calder mused. He seemed calm, trusting in Einar’s ability to handle the problem.

It was a heady responsibility.

“We’ll find out soon enough,” he said. He climbed up on the bed, pushing in between Calder’s legs and leaning in for a kiss.

Max let out a squeak of protest, caught between them, and Einar took great pleasure in ignoring him. He devoured Calder’s mouth, pressing into him with hungry thrusts of his tongue, rubbing his pecs in Max’s face.

Max started banging on his side, so Einar leaned back and took his shirt off, grabbing Max by the back of the head and pulling his mouth to his nipple.

“Suck it,” he demanded, grinning when Max took the nipple in his mouth and bit down hard.

He’d pay for that.

The pain not bothering him one bit, Einar held Max’s head in place and leaned back in to kiss Calder again.

“Don’t you need to sleep?” Calder asked, gasping around Einar’s tongue.

Einar was tired, the rising sun draining his energy, but he was old enough that he could stay awake a little longer if he wanted to.

“I’m fine,” he growled. “I need to claim you. Can I?”

Calder bared his neck, and Einar sank his fangs deep into his neck, reaffirming and strengthening the bond that bound Calder into his flock.

He could feel Calder’s wolf greeting him through the bond, tail wagging and tripping with excitement.

Gasping, Calder gripped Einar’s shoulders, pulling him in like he never wanted the bite to end.

“You’re mine,” Einar growled, withdrawing his teeth and licking the wound closed.

“Yours,” Calder moaned, still holding Einar by the shoulders like he was scared if he let go he would leave.

Reaffirming his claim made Einar feel a lot better, the raging storm inside of him calming down. He sat back on his haunches, shifting his gaze to Max.

The little witch looked up at him with wide eyes.

“I don’t need to bite you,” Einar said, voice dark with possession. “No one would dare try to steal you.”

Max licked his lips, hesitating before speaking in a rough voice. “You could, if you wanted to…”

Einar grinned, gently cupping Max by the back of his neck and leaning down to bite him too.

The feeling of Max’s magic was very different to Calder’s wolf, but it too greeted him joyously. The little ball shimmered, spinning around and basking in Einar’s vastly superior magic.

Sensing that Max was depleted, Einar sent a tiny bit of his own magic over the bond, letting the witch borrow it.

It was a sign of trust, and Einar was curious how Max would react. Some witches got greedy when they realized that vampires could grant them power, while others found the experience of vampiric magic mixing with their own to be distasteful.

He hoped Max wouldn’t be upset – or greedy.

Einar licked Max’s wound clean, pulling back and staring at the two newest members of his flock.

“I need to sleep,” he admitted, wishing he could stay and keep them company. “And so should you.”

“Did you…?” Max looked up at him, rubbing his neck. It was clear what he was asking.

“Just a little bit,” Einar said, reaching down and pinching his nipple. Hard.

It was payback for the biting earlier. Max let out a yelp, squirming away and rubbing his chest with a pout.

“What the fuck?” he hissed.

“Punishment,” Einar said, grabbing him by the chin, sticking his thumb in his mouth and tilting his head up. “You think you get to bite me?”

The manhandling sent a wave of arousal through their bond, making Einar smirk and Max blush.

“Sorry,” he mumbled.

“Don’t be,” Einar countered. “I like having an excuse to hurt you.”

The comment made Max’s eyes go wide, his breath hitching.

“Hurt me?” he asked, the words muffled by Einar’s finger in his mouth.

“Not too much,” Einar continued, pushing his thumb down on Max’s tongue. “Only enough to make your little cock hard.”

Turning his attention to Calder, Einar grinned. “I think you should play with Max after the two of you get some sleep. You could use the distraction, and his hole could use more training.”

Calder’s arms tightened around Max, his wolf taking over and making him a touch more feral than usual.

“But be nice,” Einar warned. “He belongs to me. If you damage him I will be very, very upset.”

Calder shuddered, nodding submissively. “Yes, alpha.”

“I trust you,” Einar said, knowing that nothing got a werewolf to obey more readily than giving them your trust. Calder perked up, grinning wide.

“Thank you,” Calder said, leaning in for another kiss.

Einar obliged him, once again crushing Max between them, but just for a minute. He pulled away and slid off the bed.

“I’ll see you two tonight. Get some rest, and have fun.”

Einar left the two men, the sun getting higher in the sky and pressing down on him like a heavy blanket. Descending into the basement, door locking firmly behind him, he fell into bed with a sigh.

He was going to make Calder’s old alpha pay for causing him this much stress.
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Though Calder would have loved
 to play with Max immediately after Einar left, they were both too tired.

“I’m going to brush my teeth,” Max declared, not moving an inch.

“Me too,” Calder agreed.

Neither of them moved.

“Ugh, come on,” Max grumbled, pushing Calder’s arm away from his middle and getting off the bed. “The sooner we do it the sooner we can sleep.”

Calder followed Max into the bathroom, grabbing a spare toothbrush from under the sink and standing behind Max while they brushed.

“Ugh, you’re a giant,” Max said, looking at their reflection. Calder grinned down at him, tussling his hair and leaning forward, trapping him against the sink.

There was something incredibly arousing about using his bulk to pin Max. He didn’t have to work – there was no straining his muscles or making an effort – all it took to completely trap the witch was a gentle lean forward.

It was very different from being with a werewolf. There, dominating your partner required strength – even when dealing with a submissive. Wrestling a werewolf was hard work, pinning and keeping them down even more so, and Calder had often ended his sexual encounters a sweaty mess.

“Stop it,” Max grumbled, pushing against the sink and getting nowhere.

“Why?” Calder teased, his big hand tangling in Max’s hair and giving it a tug. “Don’t you like it?”

“I like brushing my teeth so that I can sleep, you big brute,” Max complained, though his blush betrayed him.

“All right,” Calder conceded, stepping back just a little. They were still touching, Max’s head brushing against Calder’s pecs, but Max wasn’t trapped. “Better?”

“Much,” Max said, shoving his toothbrush back in and brushing with aggressive strokes. He spit, rinsing out his mouth and stepping away from the sink. “Sleep time!” he said, heading right for the bed.

Calder was about to join him when he had an idea. He looked at his leather jacket on the floor, and then at Max. “I’ll be right back!”

Calder jogged to his room, throwing open his closet and looking over his leather jackets. He had amassed quite the collection, and every item was quality. It was a bit much, but if his alpha wanted to indulge him Calder wasn’t going to complain.

The custom made jacket back in Max’s room wouldn’t do for what he had in mind, being too tight, but he’d bought a jacket off the rack that would be perfect. He picked it out of the closet, taking off his shirt and putting it on.

He hoped Max wouldn’t object to his plan.

Going back to Max’s room, Calder found the witch already half asleep. He took off his pants and boots, leaving him in just his briefs and the leather jacket.

“Hey,” he murmured, climbing up on the bed and lying down on his back. His jacket was open, exposing his muscular chest and tight abs. He looked at Max, curled up and drooling on his pillow. “I want to try something.”

“What?” Max mumbled, blinking at him, more asleep than Calder had thought.

That was fine.

“I’ll show you,” he said, excited.

Being gentle, he grabbed Max around his torso and lifted him up, moving him up on his chest so that he was lying with his head pillowed on Calder’s chest.

“What are you doing?” Max mumbled, shifting a bit and burrowing his nose into the cleft between Calder’s pecs. “I’m cold…”

“Just go to sleep,” Calder mumbled, arranging Max so that he was lying flat, legs spread on either side of Calder’s waist and his arms down by his sides. “I’ll keep you warm.”

He was ready to enact his plan. He reached down and grabbed the ends of his jacket by the zipper, pulling the two sides up and bringing them together over Max’s back. He then slid the zipper up, closing it over his ass. It was tight, but the jacket was loose enough that Calder managed to pull it up.

He then zipped the jacket up, inch by inch, slowly trapping Max against his chest, finally closing the zipper over Max’s head so that all he could see when he looked down was a lump under his leather jacket and a tuft of hair.

The feeling of Max pressed tight against him, squeezed into place by his leather jacket, had Calder’s cock tenting his briefs and poking Max in the thigh. He brought his hands up, holding them over the Max-shaped lump like an expectant mother cradling her baby bump.

Max, who up until then had been frozen in shock, started to squirm.

“Let me out!” he demanded, voice muffled by his leather prison.

Calder tried stroking down his back to calm him, but Max only squirmed harder, sliding down to escape the impromptu prison. Calder pushed down on his back, pinning him in place, but when Max didn’t calm down he had to admit defeat.

He lowered the zipper enough that Max’s head popped up, his eyes wild and his face set in a furious scowl.

“Let me go you crazy fucker!” he growled, thrashing like a fish caught in a net.

“Can you just try it?” Calder asked, hands itching to just zip his jacket back up and roll over.

If Calder were on top, Max wouldn’t be able to struggle like this.

He also wouldn’t be able to breathe.

“No!” Max growled.

They stared at each other, Max trapped and Calder hoping that he would accept it. Max struggling and complaining was not how he had imagined this going.

“All right,” he said, embarrassed. His dream of sleeping on his back with Max on his chest, held in place by his jacket, obviously wasn’t going to happen.

Unzipping his jacket all the way down, Calder let Max scramble off his chest and move to the edge of the bed.

He turned around and glared at Calder, baring his teeth when Calder opened his mouth to talk.

“That was not cool,” Max said, not looking at him.

Calder flushed, embarrassed and wishing he hadn’t acted so rashly.

He’d miscalculated. The night before Max had been so submissive, letting him bend and manhandle him like a ragdoll, and Calder had assumed that this night would be the same.

He’d been wrong.

“Sorry,” he mumbled. He was still on his back, and Max was all the way on the edge of the mattress, facing out.

Max turned around to look at him, still frowning. He opened his mouth to speak, but Calder beat him to it.

“Can I still stay here tonight?” he asked, interrupting what looked like it might be an order to leave.

Max stared at him for an uncomfortably long time.

“No crazy shit,” Max warned him, pointing an angry finger. “That was seriously a psycho thing to do. Just because I let you fuck me last night doesn’t mean you get to do what you want. Do you get that?”

“I just thought it would be nice,” Calder mumbled.

Max took a deep breath, rolling his eyes and turning away from Calder again. He was muttering to himself, and if Calder hadn’t been a werewolf he probably wouldn’t have been able to make out what he was saying.

“Nice
. Holy fuck. Going to kill me in my sleep the giant fucker. Who does he think he is?”

Feeling stupid, Calder took off the jacket and threw it to the floor. He lay down, the space between him and Max feeling like an uncrossable ocean.

He wished Max would face him.

“God, are you moping?” Max looked back, scoffing. He then sighed and rolled his eyes. “Come on, scoot in and cuddle me. It’s the least you can do after trying to suffocate me.”

“I wasn’t trying to suffocate you,” Calder muttered, wondering how his plan had gone so awry.

“Well I couldn’t breathe,” Max grumbled, grabbing Calder’s arm and pulling it over his waist and arranging it to his liking.

“I’m sorry,” Calder said.

“Apology accepted,” Max said, sounding like he was close to falling asleep again. “But next time, ask me before doing stuff like that. Okay?”

“I will,” Calder promised, relieved that Max was letting him stay.

The last thing he’d have wanted after a day like the one he’d had was to sleep alone.

Closing his eyes, Calder held Max tight and drifted off to sleep
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Max woke
 up to the feeling of Calder’s massive cock pushing into his back, the werewolf holding him tight and rutting against him in his sleep. Calder let out a little growl followed by a whine, and Max wondered what he was dreaming.

Judging by the way Calder’s cock throbbed, it was probably something good.

Being held tight in Calder’s big arms had Max’s gut churning with heat, his cock standing at stiff attention, the way Calder could curl around him and envelop him turning him on like he couldn’t believe.

Reaching down, Max pushed his hand into his underwear, wrapping around his cock and jerking off to the sensation of Calder’s thick bulge against his back. Calder’s cock was leaking pre-cum, drenching his briefs and making a sticky mess of Max’s lower back.

It didn’t take Max long to come, shooting into his underwear like a horny teenager.

As the bliss of orgasm abated, Max was left feeling hot and sticky and uncomfortable, and so he set about untangling himself from Calder’s arms. It was slow going, Calder holding him tight, but eventually he managed to wriggle out and tip-toe to the bathroom.

Looking at his reflection in the mirror, he thought back to the night before.

He couldn’t believe that Calder had thought he would spend the night trapped inside his jacket. It was insane
.

And who wore a leather jacket to bed?

Remembering the way he’d been pressed tight against Calder’s body, caught in the stifling space between Calder’s skin and the buttery soft leather, Max would freely admit that there was a part of him that had been aroused – but the bigger part of him had wanted to sleep
.

He hoped he’d made Calder realize that in the future if he wanted to do something kinky and insanely domineering, he had to ask first.

Max wasn’t a toy.
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Max took a shower and made himself breakfast, sitting with Grete while she typed away on her laptop. There was still no news on where Calder’s last alpha might be hiding, and Grete was clearly agitated.

“Is there anything I can do?” Max asked, balancing his plate on his lap and eating a sandwich.

“Not that I can think of,” Grete said, looking up over her screen. “I’ll let you know if that changes.”

Max nodded, taking another bite of his sandwich.

When he was finished he went back up to his room, sitting down at his desk and opening up the grimoire while he listened to Calder snoring on the bed.

The boost Einar had given him the night before had really helped; Max reflected. He hadn’t known that vampires could do that, but he was grateful.

Being tired from magical exhaustion was the worst.

Reading through the grimoire, Max wondered what some of the spells had been used for. Creating cages to contain or keep magic out, he understood. Shrinking people down to the size of rats, he did not. Especially since the latter required a ridiculous amount of power.

Then there was the section on portals. Max couldn’t even fathom the amount of magic that would be needed to create one, and the fact that the spell had notes in the margin suggesting that several of the witches who owned the book had used it, horrified him.

He didn’t want to think about how many dead witches those notes represented.

When Calder finally woke up, he was embarrassed and contrite, gathering up his clothes off the floor and practically running out of the room with his tail between his legs.

Max sighed, getting up and following him. Last night he’d been furious, sure, but Calder had backed off when Max made it clear that he wasn’t interested in spending the night inside of his jacket.

Calder could have ignored him – he was certainly strong enough to overpower him – but it didn’t seem like it had even crossed his mind.

Max found Calder in his room, sitting on his bed and brooding.

“How are you feeling?” Max asked, knocking on the side of the open door and taking a small step into the room.

“Fine,” Calder said, obviously lying. He looked up. “How about you?”

“I’m doing okay,” Max said. He walked into the room and sat down on the bed next to Calder. He looked across the room to the open closet, momentarily startled by the sheer amount of leather staring back at him.

He’d known Calder had a thing for it, but this was over the top.

It was adorable.

“You’re not angry about last night?” Calder asked, not looking at him. “I don’t know what I was thinking. It seemed like a perfectly logical thing at the time, but now I’m just… I don’t know what came over me.”

Max shrugged. “Yesterday was weird, and I’m not mad as long as you don’t do stuff like that again.”

“I won’t,” Calder promised, instantly.

“I mean without asking,” Max clarified. “If I had been mentally prepared for something like that to happen I probably would have loved it.”

“You would?” Calder perked up, sitting a little straighter.

“I mean… I can see how it would be enjoyable for me,” Max admitted, blushing now that Calder was looking
 at him. “But we can talk about that later. Are you hungry?”

Looking much more like his usual confident self, Calder nodded. “I am. I just need to get dressed.” He folded his hands in his lap, sounding hopeful as he asked “Do you want to have breakfast with me? I can make eggs and bacon, if you like that?”

“I already ate,” Max said. “But I’ll sit with you and have some coffee.”

“Great!” Calder stood up, walking over to his closet. Max followed, standing next to him and looking at the mountain of leather.

The closet took up the whole wall, and all the shelves and racks were occupied by gleaming leather in different shades of black.

“I have normal clothes in the other closet,” Calder said, nodding at the closet on the other side of the room, sounding embarrassed. “It’s not like this is all I wear.”

“It would be cool if it were,” Max said, reaching out and stroking over a pair of pants. They were quilted at the knees, the stitching small and perfect. “You look good in it.”

“You think?” Calder puffed out his chest, as though looking bigger was something he needed.

“Sure,” Max said, embarrassed.

“So what do you think I should wear today?” Calder asked, nodding at the closet. He sounded a little cocky, and Max blushed. He should have known that Calder of all people didn’t need a confidence boost about the way he looked or dressed. He was practically perfect.

“I don’t know,” Max hedged, stepping back.

“These are my favorite,” Calder said, reaching past Max and grabbing a pair of pants. The leather was on the thicker side, but it was so soft that it bunched up like fabric.

“Then you should wear them,” Max said, swallowing a sudden excess of drool in his mouth.

“I will,” Calder said, stepping into the pants and pulling them up his legs. He had to tug them over his thighs, pulling hard, the leather clinging to his quads like a second skin.

“They’re tight,” Max commented, voice rough and his eyes fixed on the bulge in Calder’s crotch.

“That’s the idea,” Calder said, shamelessly reaching down and adjusting himself. “Are you ready?”

Max stared at him. “What about a shirt?”

Calder flexed his pecs, bouncing them up and down obnoxiously. “Do you think I need one? It’s not like we’re leaving the house, right?”

He kept bouncing his pecs, one after the other in a hypnotic display of frat-boy douchebaggery.

Max shook his head. If Calder wanted to walk around shirtless and wearing pants so tight they showed off the veins in his cock, he certainly wasn’t going to complain.

“So it’s settled. No shirt. Now let’s go eat, I’m starving.”
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After he’d eaten,
 a weird tension filled the silence between Calder and Max.

Calder got up and put away his dishes, walking back to the kitchen table where Max was sitting. He didn’t sit back down, but stood facing Max, casually tucking his thumbs into the waistband of his pants and looking at him.

“So, what do you want to do now?” he asked.

Last night he’d made the mistake of just barging ahead and letting his cock get the better of him. Today he was going to make sure Max was totally on board before playing with him.

“I don’t know,” Max hedged, licking his lips and looking adorably shy.

“No?” Calder asked, putting his hands on the back of his chair and leaning down. “Einar suggested we have some fun playing with your hole. Is that something you’d be interested in?”

The question, and Calder’s looming, made Max lean back and take a deep, stuttering breath.

“Maybe?” he said, biting his lip.

Calder grinned, licking the corner of his mouth and standing up straight again. He reached down and squeezed the bulge in his pants, slow and firm, Max glancing down and then back up like he didn’t think he was allowed to stare.

“I’m going to go find some lube and some toys,” Calder said, index finger finding the head of his cock through the leather and rubbing over it. “And then I’m going to go to my room and wait. If you want to come join me, that’s up to you.”

Max was breathing fast, his hands in his lap like he was trying to hide an erection.

“Same rules as last time?” he asked, voice heated and excited like he’d already accepted.

“Sure,” Calder agreed. “Einar didn’t give us permission for more, anyway.”

Max looked down, his face red as he answered. “All right. I’m just going to… clean up first. I’ll meet you soon.”

“You don’t have to shower,” Calder said, Max’s smell enticing.

“I mean clean inside
,” Max said, mortified.

Calder blushed, embarrassed. He hadn’t even thought of that.

“Right,” he said, a little less cocky. “You do that. I’ll be in my room.”

Max nodded, and when he turned to leave Max called out.

“Wait!”

“What?” Calder asked, turning around.

“Can you get the collar, too?” Max didn’t look at him as he asked the question, but after he glanced up through his eyelashes to gauge Calder’s reaction.

Calder’s grin stretched wide, showing teeth. “I’m sure I can dig it up. What about the mittens and the gag?”

Max looked back down again, blushing. “Yes on the mittens, no on the other thing.”

Calder walked over to him, petting his hair gently before curling his fist and tugging his head back, forcing him to look up.

“You liked not being able to use your hands?” he asked, holding Max’s head bent back, staring down at him with a heated grin.

“Yes,” Max said, the burning red of his face making him look like a tomato.

“But you want to be able to talk,” Calder stated.

“Yes,” Max said, again just the single word.

“All right,” Calder said, taking a step forward so that he was right up against Max’s body. He pressed his bulge into the side of Max’s cheek. “I can do that.”

Closing his eyes, Max nuzzled into the bulge of Calder’s cock, mouth parting like he wanted to suck.

It was tempting to whip out his cock and shove it into Max’s mouth right then and there, but Calder didn’t have permission for that. He forced himself to release his grip on Max’s silky locks, stepping away.

Max whined at the lack of contact, making Calder’s cock throb.

“I’ll see you soon,” he said, leaving the room before he did something foolish. Making his way to the basement, unlocking the heavy steel door guarding Einar, Calder made his quiet way down the stairs.

He found the toys next to the dishwasher, ready to be put away, but when he looked around he couldn’t find the collar or mittens.

Not wanting to snoop around in any areas of the lower level where he hadn’t been permitted yet, Calder decided he’d just have to improvise. He had enough leather that he should be able to come up with something Max would enjoy.
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Calder waited for Max in his room, the anal beads, dildos and butt-plugs laid out on the mattress ready to be used.

In his hands, he held a braided leather belt that he figured would make a nice substitute for a collar. The fact that it was braided would allow him to close it snug around Max’s throat, the buckle able to be tightened anywhere on the length of the belt, and then he could use the excess as a leash.

He heard Max coming up the stairs, slow and steady, disappearing into his room to clean out his hole.

Going to his closet, Calder looked for something that could act as a substitute for the mittens. Nothing came to mind, so he grabbed another belt and hoped that Max would be happy to have his wrists tied instead of locked away in mittens.

After that, he sat down and waited.

It seemed to take forever, but looking at his watch he knew that it was only twenty minutes before he heard Max’s footsteps coming down the hall.

Max stopped outside his door, just standing there, and Calder wondered if he knew that he could hear him.

He hoped Max wouldn’t change his mind. Clenching his fists, he held his breath and waited for Max to open the door.

When Max finally did, knocking softly and then coming inside, he breathed out and unclenched his fists.

“Hey,” Max said, staying just inside the door. He was in his bathrobe, hair wet and smelling like magic and lavender body wash.

“Hello,” Calder said, allowing his voice to drop an octave as he rose from the bed and stalked toward his witch. Max’s eyes widened, taking an instinctive step back, hitting the door only for Calder to grab him under the arms and lift him up into a scorching kiss. “Are you ready for me?”

He shifted his right hand down, moving it down under Max’s ass, squeezing his cheek and pushing the tips of his fingers into his crack. He brushed over Max’s hole, probing it with his index finger.

“I uh…” Max breathed, gasping around Calder’s tongue pushing into his mouth and licking over his teeth. “I... yeah. I’m ready. Oh my god
.”

Calder grinned, carrying Max over to the bed and throwing him down on the mattress. Max let out a startled yelp, bouncing up and down, and Calder climbed up and straddled him.

Max looked up at him, mouth parted and breaths coming fast, looking tiny with the way Calder’s massive leather clad thighs bracketed his hips.

“I couldn’t find the collar and mittens,” Calder said, reaching over and grabbing the braided leather belt. The way he stretched made him loom over Max, filling his vision until all he could see was a broad expanse of muscular werewolf flesh.

He pulled back, holding the belt up and snapping it. Max flinched, and Calder licked his lips.

“I was thinking we could use this instead?”

He looped the end of the belt through the frame of the buckle, lowering the loop like a lasso over Max’s head. He tightened it slowly, waiting for Max to object before pushing the prong through the braided leather and closing it against Max’s Adam’s apple.

“Too tight?” he asked, sliding a finger under the leather.

Max licked his lips, slowly shaking his head. “It’s fine,” he croaked.

“Yeah?” Calder asked, wrapping the other end of the belt around his fist. “You like looking like a little puppy on a leash.”

Max blushed, looking delectable and submissive between Calder’s thighs. Calder lowered his ass, sitting down on Max’s thighs, crushing them down against the mattress as he stroked his finger up the side of Max’s little cock.

A drop of pre-cum leaked from the tip of Max’s cock onto Calder’s finger, Calder bringing it to his mouth and licking it off.

He then reached down, stroking Max’s cock and jerking him off. His hand was so big that Max’s cock completely disappeared in his grip.

“I’m going to come,” Max warned, squirming and clenching his fists.

“So come,” Calder said, jerking him harder.

With Calder sitting on his legs, Max was completely unable to move. He clenched his gut, coming into Calder’s hand with a grunt.

Calder milked him through his orgasm, stopping before it became uncomfortable. He lifted his hand and licked Max’s load into his mouth.

Max closed his eyes, breathing heavily as Calder licked his fingers clean. When Calder was done, he looked down at his captive.

“Ready for more?” he asked, lifting off Max’s thighs and putting his weight on his knees. He reached down and stroked Max’s chin, pushing over his lip. “I have toys…”

Max laughed, leaning up and sucking Calder’s thumb into his mouth.

“Is that a yes?” Calder asked, probing the inside of Max’s mouth, stroking over his teeth.

“Yes,” Max mumbled.

“Good,” Calder growled, reaching down flipping Max over onto his belly with a rough twist, scooting down so that he could grab his ass and spread it.

He pushed his thumbs in, framing the tight opening and stretching it apart so that it winked back at him.

Max was startled at first by the abrupt change in position, but then he laughed, pushing his arm under his head and burying his face in his elbow. When Calder brushed his thumb over the rim of his ass, he arched his back up.

“You’re such a brute,” he mumbled, sounding anything but distressed by the fact.

“You like it,” Calder growled, hulking over and burying his face in Max’s ass. He licked over the opening with greedy swipes of his tongue, pushing inside and making Max gasp. “You love it.”

Moaning, rolling his hips and pushing back against Calder’s mouth, Max didn’t disagree.

Pushing his tongue in deeper, Calder wondered which toy he should use first. He reached blindly, grasping the anal beads and pulling them toward him.

They were as good a place to start as any.





32








Einar was angry.
 Three days had passed since Calder’s cur of an alpha had contacted him, and they were no closer to discovering his whereabouts.

The package Calder had received at the leather tailor had been sent from a post office two towns over with no connection to any of them, so that was a dead end, and Johan had discovered that Calder’s presence in Tower Hill was well known on several werewolf gossip blogs.

In other words, he hadn’t been spied on.

There were pictures of Calder heading in and out of the leather tailor all over the internet. He had amassed quite a fan following, and how he’d failed to notice people taking his picture Einar had no idea.

He should have expected it, though. Werewolves tended to take jobs in law enforcement and fire services, and having a pack living in your town or city was a point of pride.

A strange werewolf showing up on the streets of Tower Hill was bound to cause a stir.

“So just to be clear, what exactly is my job tonight?” Max asked, jolting Einar out of his brooding.

It was the night of the full moon, and every member of Einar’s flock was out in the woods to keep Calder company.

“You don’t have one,” Grete said, looking comfortable in her hiking boots, thick scarf and holding a walking stick. “We’re just here to keep him company.”

“All right,” Max sighed. He looked around, squinting at the dark woods around him.

He was very clearly not accustomed to walking around the woods at night. Taking pity on him, Einar walked up behind him and pulled him back against his front.

“Would you like to sit on my shoulders?”

Max laughed, turning around and putting his hand on Einar’s chest. “I’m not even a little embarrassed to say yes to that. Up!”

Einar grinned, grabbing him under his arms and hoisting him up onto his shoulders. He gathered both his ankles in one hand and pinned them to his chest.

Laughing, Max grabbed a hold of Einar’s hair and leaned forward.

“Onward, noble steed!” he said, his voice loud and commanding, pointing ahead.

It sounded like a reference to something, but Einar had no idea what. Feeling playful he obeyed the command, speeding forward with enough acceleration to have Max screaming and holding on to his hair for dear life.

He ran in a wide circle around Grete, coming back to her at the same time as Calder came trotting back to them.

Calder was in his wolf form, massive and regal, brimming with joy and energy.

“Down please,” Max said, breathless. Einar lowered him to the ground, putting him down next to Calder.

Calder came up all the way to Max’s chest, and Einar could see that Max was intimidated.

“Hey Calder,” Max said, stroking over his back. “I still can’t believe how big you are!”

Calder stood stock still, practically vibrating as he struggled not to move. It was obvious he was elated by Max petting him and doing everything he could not to scare him away.

“Are you surprised?” Einar asked, coming up behind him. Calder was massive as a man, it only made sense he would be a massive wolf, too.

“He’s beautiful,” Max breathed.

It was true. Calder had thick luscious fur, an even dark grey, with intelligent eyes and a big wet snout that he liked to press against people’s bellies.

“He is,” Einar agreed.

They stood like that for a few minutes, but then Calder’s need to move became too pressing and he darted off.

Einar followed, leaving Max in Grete’s capable hands as he chased his wolf through the trees.

Passing by Grete and Max, Einar saw Max trip over a root for the sixth time in thirty minutes. He burst into the path in front of them, making even Grete cry out in surprise.

“You’re a witch, Max,” he admonished. “Make a light to guide your way.”

Max wrinkled his nose, hunching his shoulders and looking embarrassed.

“I don’t know how,” he admitted.

Einar frowned. He was certain that he’d seen a simple light spell in the grimoire, but Max probably hadn’t gotten to it yet. From what Einar understood, Max was working through the book page by page, not wanting to miss a single spell.

“There’s a spell for it in your book,” he said, patting Max on his shoulder. “You can use it next month.”

Max brightened, nodding. “You’re right,” he said, happy.

Calder chose that moment to come see why his alpha had stopped playing, trotting in between them and demanding attention.

Einar was well aware that this kind of entitled behavior would not be tolerated by a real alpha, but it made Calder happy, and since there was no doubt who was in charge Einar didn’t mind indulging him.

“I’m just happy to have a flashlight,” Grete said, walking up and petting Calder’s other side. “Back in the day we used torches, and this is so much more convenient.”

Einar grinned, remembering, and he was about to respond when there was a sudden surge of magic in his bond to his flock. It was an outsider – a witch – pushing some sort of spell through the bond and down the tendrils that tied his flock to him.

Furious, casting out his magic and blanketing the woods with his claim, Einar frantically tried to sense what the intruding witch was doing and where they were coming from.

It was coming from his bond with Calder.

Zeroing in on the bond, Einar could feel the witch layering a spell on top of his claim. He tried peeling it off, and then to simply overpower it, but the spell stayed in place like tar on a feather.

Calder let out a whine, falling to the ground writhing, and Einar doubled his efforts to burn away the spell.

Nothing worked.

Then, like a rubber band stretched too far, Einar’s claim on Calder snapped, the backlash forcing Einar to his knees.

“What’s going on?” Max asked, Grete pulling him back and telling him to let Einar concentrate.

It was good that Grete knew not to interfere. There was nothing she or Max could do, except leave him in peace to fight the magical intruder.

Calder, no longer tied to Einar’s flock, let out a howl of distress, pushing to his feet and bolting into the woods like there was a demon on his tail.

All at once Einar understood. He hadn’t been able to affect the spell because it wasn’t attacking his bond, it was strengthening Oxer’s.

Judging by how fast Calder was running, there must be a compulsion layered on top of it, telling him to come home.

Einar may have bound Calder into his flock and stolen him from Oxer, but the real pack bond never went away. It was there, suppressed by Einar’s superior magic, numbed and silenced.

The only way to sever that bond would have been to kill Calder’s old alpha.

Einar hadn’t thought it was important. He’d killed the werewolves that had trespassed, sending a message to their alpha that he would no longer tolerate the intrusion.

That should have been the end of it.

Einar cursed himself. He should have killed Oxer the moment he decided to keep Calder in his flock. Allowing a competing claim to exist – even if it was suppressed – was a risk he never should have allowed.

Pushing to his feet, Einar set after his wolf.

He caught up with Calder in no time, overtaking the wolf as he made a mad dash through the trees. Calder obviously knew that he was being hunted, and terror was making him clumsy. He stumbled several times, tripping over roots and branches like an ungraceful cub.

Einar caught him, running next to him and picking him up around his middle, lifting him off the ground and pinning him to his chest.

It took Calder a few seconds to process what had happened, too startled by how fast Einar grabbed him, but when he realized he was trapped he went crazy.

Calder whined and howled, struggling to get free, his hind paws scrambling on the ground and his jaw searching for something to bite.

Einar had no problem keeping him subdued, but doing so without hurting him was difficult.

He’d have to carry him back to the house and lock him up. His dungeon had a cage that could hold a werewolf, though he didn’t relish the idea of keeping Calder in a room with all his torture devices while he was in this state.

He’d have to cover up all the devices, hiding them from Calder’s sight.

Taking a deep breath, Einar lifted up into the sky, carrying the heavy burden of Calder’s wolf in his arms the short distance back to the house.

It was the fastest way home, but the trip left Einar shaking from exhaustion. He carried Calder down to the basement, Calder’s struggles intensifying when Einar carried him down the stairs, and getting downright panicked when Einar carried him into the cage in the dungeon.

“Please calm down,” Einar said, releasing Calder into the cage and locking it before he could turn around and make a dash for the door.

The cage took up the corner of the room and measured six by six feet, the bars stretching from floor to ceiling, made from spelled iron. Calder threw himself against the bars, but luckily he couldn’t get enough momentum to truly hurt himself.

Staring at the captive wolf, hatred for the people who dared do this to his flock coursing through his veins, Einar could only watch helplessly as his beloved wolf suffered.

He wouldn’t calm down until the spell was removed or he dropped from exhaustion. It was driving him to go back to Oxer, an instinct Calder didn’t know how to disobey.

He needed a witch.

In a blur of motion he ran to his office, tearing through the drawers for Agatha’s number. He found it in the filing cabinet, picking up the office phone and calling her.

Agatha answered on the first ring.

“I can’t help you,” she said, not even letting Einar speak.

“You will!” Einar demanded, knowing that if he were to look in the mirror his eyes would be red and his fangs bared.

“I can’t interfere in another witch’s business. It’s not allowed.”

“Would you rather be dead?” Einar said, his voice pure menace.

“Try it,” Agatha hissed back. “I’d take you and your flock down with me, Einar. You know it!”

Einar couldn’t speak, vibrating with fury. She was right. Agatha had amassed an impossible amount of power, and though Einar was sure he could kill her, he wasn’t sure he could survive the fight.

“Don’t you have a witch now, anyway?” Agatha asked, calm and a little contemptuous. “Why don’t you have him help you?”

“He can’t even create a light to guide his way in the dark,” Einar hissed. “He’s useless!”

Agatha scoffed. “You’re a vampire. Lend him the power he needs.” Her voice became more conciliatory. “And if he needs a spell on how to create a magical faraday cage, I would not be disinclined to engage my fellow witch on a discussion about how to construct such a thing.”

It was a peace offering. Agatha could not help him, but she could teach Max.

Gritting his teeth, knowing that this was the best he was going to get, Einar forced himself to calm down.

“Thank you, Agatha. I’ll tell my witch that you’re available for a discussion on magic. Expect his call shortly.”

“I’ll keep the line open,” Agatha promised, hanging up without saying goodbye.

Einar wondered how much her help would cost him. Agatha was the best, and that meant that she was expensive.

He didn’t care. Making his way back to the basement, he was relieved to see that Calder had calmed down. He was pacing around his cage in a tight circle, only throwing himself against the bars occasionally.

He had to be exhausted.

“I’m sorry,” Einar said, cringing when Calder trembled in terror at the sound of his voice.

Without the bond between them, Calder’s instincts to fear a vampire were back in full force. Reluctant but not wanting to cause Calder more distress than necessary, he left the room.
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Grete and Max came back to the house an hour or so later, worried and anxious for news.

“It’s a spell,” Einar explained, telling them how the witch Oxer had hired must have used the pre-existing pack bond to overpower Einar’s claim.

“They must have been waiting for the full moon,” Grete mused, biting her lip. “That’s when the old bond would have been strongest.”

“It’s likely,” Einar agreed.

“So what do we do?” Grete asked.

Einar turned to Max, whose eyes widened.

“I need Max to create a magical faraday cage to disrupt the spell,” Einar said, the words making Max’s face twist with worry.

“Me?” he asked, looking between Einar and Grete with wide eyes.

“I’ll lend you some of my magic,” Einar said, taking hold of his shoulder. “And the witch we hired will talk you through the spell.”

“She will?” Max sounded shocked. “She’s not staying neutral?”

Einar bared his teeth, still furious that Agatha wouldn’t outright help him. “She is. That’s why she’s offered to teach you. If she were getting involved she could have broken the spell and tracked Oxer down for us.”

“She’s skirting close to the edge to help us,” Grete said, censure in her voice. “Don’t alienate her, Einar. We can’t afford it.”

Einar clenched his jaw, knowing that Grete was right.

When this was all over he’d have to send Agatha something really nice to show her how much he appreciated her help – even if his instincts demanded she do more.

“You’re right.” He turned to Max. “Are you ready to talk to Agatha now?”

Swallowing and steeling his resolve, Max nodded.
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Max sat
 behind Einar’s desk; hands clammy with sweat at the sheer weight of responsibility that bore down on him.

Einar hadn’t said it, but Max had read enough in his grimoire over the last few days to know that compulsion spells hurt
.

Calder was in pain, and every second he was unable to fulfill the command built into the spell was a second the pain got worse.

He didn’t understand why Calder’s old alpha was going to so much risk and trouble to get him back, but that didn’t matter now. All that mattered was finding a way to get Calder back into the flock.

“Agatha can be brusque, but she’s competent and she doesn’t play games. You can trust the information she gives you,” Einar said, picking the receiver off his old-fashioned phone and handing it to Max, dialing Agatha’s number.

Max tried not to think about the fact that he was going to talk to a witcheater – and an extremely prolific one if he understood correctly.

“Hello?”

Max’s mouth went dry. The voice belonged to an older woman, rough with age, but even in that one word Max could tell that he was dealing with someone powerful.

“Hello, this is Max Spellman. I’m in Einar’s flock. He says that you’re expecting my call?”

Max had to bite his teeth to stop himself from rambling.

“Mr. Spellman. Congratulations on your new bond. You’ve survived to become a real witch.”

Agatha’s congratulations sounded genuine, and Max was surprised. He would have expected a witcheater to be amused or sarcastic when talking about surviving.

“Thank you,” he said, feeling angry. How dare this woman congratulate him on surviving when she was one of the people who would have killed him.

“You’re unattached, is that correct?”

“Yes,” Max said. He hadn’t had anyone to teach him. “I’m unattached.”

“Impressive,” Agatha said.

“Einar says that you can teach me how to make a magical faraday cage?” Max didn’t want to talk about how he’d survived. Not with a witcheater.

There was a pause, but Agatha seemed to accept getting down to business. “Have you ever heard of a magical faraday cage?”

“Is it the same thing as an inverse spell of containment?” Max asked. His grimoire had a spell like that, and from the description it had sounded like what they needed.

It was a spell to isolate something or someone from magical influence.

“Yes,” Agatha said, sounding surprised. “They are the same thing.”

Max took a breath. “Then I have. There’s a spell like that in my grimoire.”

It felt nice to say that to another witch.

There was a pregnant pause. “I thought you said you were unattached.” Agatha’s voice was sharp.

“I am.” Max looked up at the vampire. “Einar gave me the grimoire when I joined his flock.”

Agatha laughed. “He had a grimoire? Why am I not surprised? Very well. No doubt the spell in your grimoire will require five or seven jet stone crystals. They need to be laid out according to the precise measurements set forth in the spell, and you need to be very careful not to let them absorb any ambient magic before using them.”

“All right,” Max said, taking notes. “What else?”

Agatha chuckled. “When I made my offer to Einar I didn’t realize you had access to a grimoire. If you encounter any problems with the inverted containment spell, however, feel free to call me for help.”

“Oh, all right. Thank-”

Agatha hung up, the line going dead.

“Did you hear that?” Max asked, looking up at Einar. The vampire nodded.

“Get your book and meet me in the living room. I’ll get the crystals.”

“Okay. I’ll-”

Einar was already gone, disappearing with a rush of air and leaving Max talking to thin air.

Grete stood by the door, looking at him.

“Well?” she asked.

“Agatha says to use my grimoire,” he said, standing up. Walking quickly, Grete falling into step next to him, he rushed out of the office and up the stairs to get the book.

He had a spell to cast.
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Calder didn’t know
 what to do. He was in a cage, iron bars pressing in all around him, keeping him trapped.

He needed to get to his alpha.

Nothing made sense. He’d been tricked by the vampire – bamboozled into thinking that Einar could somehow be an alpha even though he was a vampire – but it was all a lie. Einar was nothing but a fraud, and he was keeping him prisoner.

He needed to get to his alpha.

Calder threw himself against the metal bars of the cage, putting as much weight behind it as he possibly could, but the bars didn’t even rattle when he collided with them.

His body, on the other hand, screamed in pain. He felt like one big bruise, every part of him hurting, but he couldn’t give up.

He needed to get to his alpha.

“You’ll be okay, Calder. I’ll help you.”

Calder snarled, turning toward Grete, the vampire trickster’s thrall. He hadn’t noticed her come in, and to have her suddenly standing right next to him was jarring.

Why hadn’t he noticed her? He should have noticed her.

He needed to get to his alpha.

Unable to move the bars with his body, Calder tried to push through them. He battered his head against the space between the bars, ramming it in over and over in an attempt to create a space he could escape through.

“Stop it!” Grete screamed, but Calder paid her no mind.

He needed to get to his alpha.

Calder kept on ramming his head into the bars, his snout fitting through but the width of his head stopping him. The bars were slick with blood and Calder realized that he was bleeding.

It didn’t matter.

He needed to get to his alpha.

Calder didn’t pay any attention to the sudden prick against his flank, two more following in quick succession.

“You’ll be okay,” Grete said, crying. “Go to sleep and we’ll fix everything back to normal.”

Calder, still ramming his head against the bars, didn’t notice his body getting weaker until his legs gave out from under him, his body collapsing down into a bloody heap.

“You’ll be okay,” Grete was saying, reaching through the bars and stroking his flank. Calder growled, but he couldn’t move to bite her.

Closing his eyes, Calder struggled not to let unconsciousness take him.

He needed to get back to his alpha.
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Max looked
 from his book to the circle on the floor, taking out his measuring tape one more time to check that the distance between the jet stone crystals was correct. The shiny black stones glittered, sparkling fiercely, reflecting the candles arranged all around them and the gentle roar of the fire in the fireplace.

The candles and fire were the only sources of light in the room.

There could be no electricity in the house to interfere with the spell, even their cell phones and computers completely powered down.

The original spell only mentioned that the spell would not work under the auspices of thunder, but Max reasoned that they meant lightning, and so he didn’t want to take any chances.

There was no way he was messing this up.

“Can you measure?” he asked, handing the tape measure to Einar who stood behind him, watching him intently. “They’re supposed to be three feet apart.”

“I watched you measure it,” Einar responded. “You did it correctly.”

Max breathed a sigh of relief, but then his chest tightened with nerves. With the crystals laid out it was time to perform the spell.

Max had never even tried to channel the kind of magic the spell called for.

“So I’ll perform the spell, powering the crystals, and you feed me the magic across the bond. Right?”

He looked at Einar, who nodded, taking comfort in his intense confidence and authority. He sat down at the edge of the circle, crossing his legs under his body and focusing on his magic.

Einar crouched behind him, looming and putting his hands on Max’s shoulders.

“Are you ready?” Max asked, Einar squeezing his shoulders in reply.

Max felt a ripple across the bond, followed quickly by a sensation of widening. The bond was opening up, Einar preparing to send his vampiric magic down the connection for Max to channel.

The spell memorized, Max pulled on his magic, and started to chant. His own little ball of magic wasn’t even enough to get the spell started, but there was a rush of darkness and suddenly the vast ocean of magic that he’d sensed in Einar lay open before him.

Overwhelmed, Max cried out, breaking the spell and crumpling to the floor. He lay there, shaking, his skin crackling and lungs feeling choked on all the magic inside of him.

“It’s okay,” Einar soothed, stroking his hair. “You weren’t prepared. Now you know what to expect.”

Max shuddered. Einar expected him to use
 that? He had no idea how to manipulate that kind of magic. It was like reading a recipe that suddenly called for stirring a small ocean into the pot. Just because Max had an ocean at his disposal, didn’t mean he knew how to get it into the pot.

It was an impossible task.

“You don’t have to control it,” Einar said, like he was reading his mind. “You just have to perform the spell and let me push the magic through.” Einar was still stroking his hair. “Are you ready to try again?”

Max wanted to say no, but thinking about Calder he forced himself back into a seated position and took a deep breath.

“All right. I’m ready.”

This time, when he started chanting and Einar sent his magic across the bond, Max didn’t try to control it. He continued chanting, Einar sending pulses of magic into the spell as Max focused on saying the words of the spell.

The jet stone crystal closest to Max exploded like a gun going off. The sound made Max jump, interrupting the spell, the magical backlash cracking against his face like a whip.

Touching his cheek, Max checked if he was bleeding. He wasn’t. The backlash hurt, but it hadn’t affected him physically.

Breathing heavily, Max looked at the scorched piece of hardwood where the jet stone had been just a second before.

“I’m sorry,” Einar said. “I pushed too much. I’ll get another crystal.”

He disappeared, leaving Max to breathe through the pain of the backlash. He looked at Grete. She was standing against the wall with her arms by her sides, fists clenched. She smiled encouragingly.

Einar came back with the replacement jet stone, handing it to Max so that he could place it back into the circle.

“Are you ready to try again?”

Gritting his teeth, preparing for the ocean of magic to flow through him, Max nodded.

He could do this. There was no other choice.
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Calder woke
 up in the living room, his head pounding and his whole being suffused with a horrible feeling of wrongness. Einar, Max and Grete were standing a few feet away from him, staring at him with concern written plain on their features.

Sitting up, Calder looked around, trying to figure out why he felt so awful. He looked down, naked except for his sweatpants, and wondered why he felt like he’d had a particularly bad night in the pit.

His body might be healed, but the echo of injury remained, making him feel weak and tired.

Then he realized what was wrong.

His bond to Einar was gone
. Where before Einar’s presence had shone in his mind, a vibrant feeling of safety and protection, now there was just the dull throb of his old tie to Patrick Oxer.

He was right back where he started.

“I think it worked,” Max said, glancing at Einar and Grete, sounding shaky. He took a halting step forward, looking at Calder. “How do you feel?”

Calder closed his eyes. Not even Max’s wonderful scent could cheer him up, and he didn’t even want to look at Einar and Grete. He missed
 them.

“Horrible,” he mumbled, biting his arm to stop a sob from escaping his mouth.

“Do you remember what happened?” Einar asked, taking a step closer. Without the bond, Calder’s wolf trembled in fear, an instinctual response that had him cringing.

Einar wasn’t going to hurt him. He was pack.

Except… he wasn’t. Had Einar cast him out?

He shook his head. He remembered playing with Einar under the full moon – Max and Grete right there with them – but after that…

“Was I in a cage?” he mumbled, half remembering throwing his body into immovable steel bars.

“Just until we could sedate you,” Grete said. “Oxer hired a witch to break Einar’s claim on you, and to compel you to go back to him. You went feral.”

“Did I hurt anyone?” Calder asked, looking at Grete and Max, trying to see if they were injured.

His heart raced, terror that he had done something unforgivable racing through him. Grete looked fine, but Max looked like he was about to fall over.

“Only yourself,” Einar said, crouching down just outside a ring drawn in chalk on the floor.

That was a relief. “So what happens now?”

Calder looked at Einar, barely able to hope that he could fix this. He didn’t want to go back to his old pack.

He couldn’t. He’d rather be without a pack, even if it meant a long, painful death.

“I’m going to claim you,” Einar said, putting Calder’s world back together with a few simple words. “And then I’m going to hunt down Patrick Oxer and kill him.”

Calder couldn’t help the big, fat tears that rolled down his face.

“Do I have your consent to reclaim you?” Einar asked, stepping over the chalk circle. The predatory way he moved reminded Calder of the last time Einar had claimed him.

He’d been so scared then. Now he wanted it so bad he could scarcely breathe.

“Yes, please, I want…” Calder swallowed a sob. “I want it back.”

Einar didn’t waste any time. He crouched down and bit into Calder’s neck with a savage growl, magic surging through Calder’s body and making him gasp.

The feeling was so much more intense than he remembered. Einar’s magic coursed through him, the weight of the bond making Calder stagger.

“There,” Einar growled, pulling away. “I’d like to see them break that
.”

He sounded savage and possessive, and Calder’s gut clenched happily. For a moment he just sat there, Einar licking the wound on his neck closed, luxuriating in the feeling of his true pack.

When Einar was done licking the wound closed, he wrapped his arms around Calder, holding him bridal style and carrying him out of the circle.

Calder felt a brief sensation of something pulling at him, a tug he had no words for, and a sudden feeling that he had to get back to his alpha.

He wrapped his arms around Einar’s neck, obeying the strange impulse.

Einar let out a little hiss, sending a shock of magic through the bond that made Calder’s toes curl. It felt like touching an electric socket, but also strangely good.

The tugging sensation came to a halting stop.

“Mine,” Einar growled.

“Is he okay?” Max asked, sounding worried.

Einar looked down at him, searching.

“Are you?” he asked, setting Calder down on his feet so that he was standing in front of Grete and Max. Being there, surrounded by his pack, Calder had never felt better.

Letting out a whoop of joy, he wrapped Max and Grete in a hug, lifting them both off their feet and squeezing them to his chest.

“I missed you,” he said, trying not to squeeze them too hard. He put them down, keeping his hands on their shoulders and hugging them against his front.

“We’re glad you’re okay,” Grete said, hugging him back. “We were so worried about you.”

“It was awful,” Max agreed. He joined Grete in hugging him, the two of them tag-teaming him, squeezing his waist.

Calder’s cock responded, pushing against his sweatpants. After a moment Grete noticed, stepping back with a huff and a laugh.

“That’s not for me,” she said, bemused and keeping her eyes well above Calder’s prominent bulge.

“Sorry,” he mumbled. Even when it wasn’t hard his cock was visible through the sweats, and the erection was a tent that couldn’t be missed. He adjusted himself, trying to push the hardon to the side, but it was no use. Without underwear to support his cock there was no hiding it.

Max saved him, stepping in front of the bulge and letting it push into his stomach. He shot Grete an apologetic look.

He hadn’t wanted to exclude her.

She didn’t seem to mind, standing next to Einar with a fond and relieved look on her face.

“You’ll take care of them?” Einar asked her, pulling her into a hug of his own and kissing the top of her head.

“Of course,” Grete said, leaning her cheek on Einar’s pectorals. “You go rest. I’ll look after them.”

“And yourself,” Einar reminded her.

“And me,” Grete confirmed.

Calder looked up at the clock on the wall, startled to see that it was almost nine in the morning. Einar must be exhausted.

The vampire came over to him, pulling him into a tight hug, kissing the corner of his mouth before tussling Max’s hair and saying good day to both of them.

“Rest and enjoy yourselves,” he told Calder, cradling his face and kissing him again. “I’ll see you at sundown.”

“I love you,” Calder said, needing to say it. Einar was his alpha and his boyfriend, and the best of each that Calder had ever had.

“I love you too, little wolf,” Einar purred, satisfied and possessive. “That’s why I made you mine.”
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Grete was not a violent person.
 She protected what was hers, guarding it fiercely, but she was not one to use violence as a first resort.

Those principals went out the window after the night she’d just had.

Max had managed the inverted containment spell, channeling Einar’s magic to power the crystals anchoring the cage, but it had taken him six tries, and by the end he’d been so exhausted he could hardly stand.

It was a miracle he’d managed in the end.

And then there was Calder. She’d had to shoot him with the tranquilizer gun eighteen times, and even though she knew that his werewolf healing would keep him safe, pumping that many doses of sedative into him was terrifying.

She’d been scared and helpless, and there would be no mercy for the assholes who had put her in a position where she had to feel that.

When Johan called her, an hour after Einar had gone to rest, with the location of Calder’s alpha, she knew exactly what she wanted to do.

Kill him.

Putting the phone down, Grete opened up her laptop and started to plan.

Calder’s old alpha was holed up in a house two miles outside the boundary of his territory, hidden behind the line of a shielding spell. Johan had confirmed that he was there with one of his betas – probably his second – and that the witch he’d hired was nowhere to be seen.

That last part made sense. Witches were incredibly expensive, and even with the wealth of a pack behind him Oxer couldn’t afford to keep one with him over a period of days. Most likely the witch had performed the spells and left.

Looking at all her data, a plan formed in Grete’s mind. Oxer wasn’t expecting an attack, and he especially wasn’t expecting an attack during the day.

Grete picked up the phone, dialing a number she had acquired just days after Calder joined the pack.

“Yes?” a gruff voice answered on the eighth ring.

“Hello, am I speaking to a Mr. Miller, alpha of the Tyngsboro Pack?”

There was a pause, and when Miller answered it was with deep suspicion.

“Yes. Who is this?”

“My name is Grete. I’m calling to ask you about a former member of your pack. Calder West. Can you tell me about the circumstances of his leaving your pack?”

“Are you with Oxer’s pack?” Miller asked, growling. “He pull the same shit with you?” Miller was rambling, not giving Grete a chance to interject. “That boy. I paid for his college, you know? Then he just up and leaves when he’s gotten what he wanted from me. Little shit.”

It was exactly as Grete suspected. This also explained why Oxer was so desperate to get him back. If word got out that he’d been kidnapping werewolves from other packs, he’d be torn apart.

How he expected to survive Einar, Grete had no idea.

“Well, not exactly,” Grete said. “I’m not in a pack. I serve the vampire master of Tower Hill.”

Grete paused to let that sink in. She could tell in the change of Miller’s breathing that he was freaking out, so she gave him a few seconds to get himself under control.

“What can I do for you, ma’am?”

“My master has claimed Calder for his own,” Grete said, making Miller inhale sharply. “When questioned on how he came to be with Oxer, Calder explained that Oxer had bought him from his previous alpha – you.”

“He what?” Miller growled, sounding furious.

“Yes. Apparently he was out partying, got drunk, and woke up with his tie to you severed and Oxer telling him that he belonged to him now.”

“That fucker!” Miller roared, the sound of things crashing coming over the line. It took Miller almost a full minute to get himself under control. He snarled into the phone. “I don’t sell my pack. I would never!”

Grete grinned. “I suspected as much, but Calder never considered the possibility that Oxer was lying. He was in bad shape when my master found him.”

“I want him back,” Miller growled, a hint of threat in his voice.

“Try and I’ll personally see to it that your entire pack is burned on a pyre!” Grete hissed right back. “He’s ours.”

Miller was so quiet that Grete wondered if he was holding his breath. “Is he happy?”

“Yes,” Grete said, unequivocal.

“Fine. I know my chances of surviving if I take on a vampire. Was that the only reason you called, to confirm your suspicion?”

Grete chuckled. “No. I want Patrick Oxer dead. Preferably today. He’s hired a witch to try and get Calder back. It’s very inconvenient. My master’s witch was forced to put Calder into a containment spell to shield him.”

If Grete made it sound like Max was the equal of Oxer’s hired witch, then that would only help her make Einar seem more impressive.

“And you want my help?” Miller guessed.

“Yes. Oxer is holed up about two miles outside his territory. He’s got one other wolf with him. I have a private plane ready to take you to him.”

“What about the witch he’s hired?” Miller asked, the bloodlust evident in his voice.

“Gone as soon as the spells were cast,” Grete confirmed.

“Send me the location. I don’t need your plane. I’ll contact the council and we’ll take care of him.”

Grete grinned. Why risk Einar – even against a single alpha – if she didn’t have to. Much better to have the wolves deal with this among themselves.

Oxer’s crime was grave enough that his death was all but guaranteed. And if the alpha council failed to carry out his execution, then Einar could get involved.

“Very well. But my master will want proof that he’s dead,” Grete warned. “Preferably his head.”

Miller hesitated. “You want his head? As in, you want us to cut off his head and send it to you?”

He sounded incredulous.

“Yes,” Grete confirmed. She very much liked the idea of mounting Oxer’s head on a pole and putting it in the back garden.

“I’ll tell the council,” Miller said.

“Good. I’ll send you our P.O. box address along with Oxer’s location and all the details our P.I. found.”

“You realize that we’ll double check the story, right?” Miller said, sounding like he was trying to walk the balance of warning her and not pissing her off.

“Please do,” Grete said. “You might find more werewolves in the same situation who think that their pack betrayed them.”

Grete was being mean, reminding Miller that one of his pack had lived thinking that Miller had betrayed him in the worst way possible.

She wanted Miller angry
.

“Send me the info. We’ll deal with this.”

“See that you do,” Grete warned. “My master is giving you a chance to clean this up in-house. You have until tonight, and then he gets involved.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Miller said, hesitating. He finally asked. “Can I talk to Calder?”

“No.” Grete’s answer was immediate. “Not without our master’s permission. Though I will tell Calder you asked. If he wants to talk to you, he can ask permission of our master.”

“Will he get it?”

“If he asks, yes,” Grete said. “My master has experience with wolves. He’s a good alpha.”

Miller let out a breath, sounding like he didn’t believe her, but there was nothing he could do.

“If you say so. I’ll let you know when we’ve dealt with Oxer.”

Miller hung up, a small power-move that Grete rolled her eyes at. She didn’t care. All she wanted was for Patrick Oxer to be dead and for none of her people to be in danger.

Leaving the office, she made herself a cup of tea and headed into the atrium where Calder and Max were cuddling in Calder’s hammock. They were holding each other, and Grete smiled to see them happy.

If they were happy, Einar was happy, and that was all Grete cared about.
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They spent the day in the atrium, ordering takeout for lunch and just lazing about, talking and enjoying each other’s company.

Seven hours after her call with Miller, Grete received a message. It was just a photo of a man’s severed head, staring up at the camera from a cooler with ice. The text accompanying the image simply said:

Shipping tonight.

Grete grinned.

“What are you smiling about?” Calder asked. He was still in the hammock, Max having fallen asleep on his chest. He was stroking Max’s hair gently, the smaller witch nuzzling into his pecs in his sleep and snoring softly.

“Patrick Oxer is dead,” Grete said simply. She got up, walking over to Calder and showing him the picture. “This is him, right?”

Calder sat up, jostling Max and making him grumble sleepily, and took the phone. He stared at it for several minutes.

Max sat up, opening his mouth to speak, but Grete subtly shook her head and he closed his mouth. He moved so that he was sitting next to Calder, sliding in under his arm and looking at the picture. He blanched, looking away with a grimace.

“It’s him,” Calder whispered, looking at Grete with a confused expression. “How…?”

Grete took the phone back. “Your first alpha. I called him and told him that you believed that he’d sold you to Patrick Oxer. As you see, this is what he did with that information.”

Calder opened his mouth to speak several times, no words coming out. He shook his head.

“He didn’t…” Calder trailed off, not able to finish the sentence.

“No. Oxer lied. That’s why he needed you back. He knew that if word got out that he was kidnapping werewolves from other packs that this is what would happen to him.”

Calder didn’t do anything. He didn’t cry or look relieved, he just sat there like a computer that had frozen.

Grete waited patiently for him to work through the fact that everything he’d believed about his first alpha was wrong.

Max nuzzled his cheek against Calder’s side, and Calder wrapped an arm over his shoulder to hug him.

“So it’s over,” Calder finally said. He sounded relieved and baffled.

“Yes,” Grete said, placing her hand on his arm. “It’s over.”
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Einar found
 his flock in the living room, playing cards at the large table by the window. When he walked into the room they all looked up, Grete with a smug smile on her face.

“Any news?” Einar asked, walking up behind Calder and placing his hands on his newly reclaimed wolf’s shoulders. He leaned down and kissed the top of his head.

“Calder’s first alpha killed Patrick Oxer,” Grete said, sounding far too pleased for the deed to have been a coincidence.

Einar wanted to be annoyed – he’d wanted to kill Patrick Oxer himself – but Grete handling the problem in her own way was probably for the best.

“So Oxer’s story about buying Calder was a lie?” he asked, just to confirm.

“Yes,” Calder said, sounding a little shocked.

“Of course it was,” Einar murmured, leaning down and kissing the top of Calder’s head. “No one in their right mind would give you up.”

Calder bent his neck back, looking up at him with a grin. “They cut off his head!”

“Did they?” Einar said, raising an eyebrow at Grete. Decapitation was not a werewolf instinct.

“They’re shipping it here,” Grete said, sounding more bloodthirsty than he’d heard her in over a hundred years. “I thought we could mount it on a pole out back.”

“I think that’s a wonderful idea,” Einar said, taking a seat in the empty chair between Max and Grete. He looked at the cards on the table. “Poker?”

“I’m winning,” Grete said, pointing to a big pile of chips in front of her.

“Not for long,” Einar said, laughing. “Count me in.”
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They played cards for a few hours, abandoning poker in favor of a game Max taught them. Grete was the first to call it quits, declaring that she was tired and that she was going to bed.

“Have fun,” she said, leaving them.

“Good night,” Einar said, rising to his feet and hugging her before she went to bed.

It was clear that she was leaving so that the three of them that remained could have sex, and Einar worried that she was feeling like a third – or fourth, in this case – wheel.

He hoped not.

“Don’t worry,” Grete said. “I’m tired, and you need to spend some time with the new members.” She rose up on her toes and kissed his cheek. “I know you love me.”

Einar smiled at her. “I do,” he confirmed, cupping her cheek and looking into her eyes. “I’d be lost without you.”

“That’s not something you have to worry about,” Grete said, leaning into his palm before pulling away. She waved at Max and Calder, wishing them goodnight before leaving for bed.

With Grete gone, the mood changed. Max licked his lips, looking between Calder and Einar like he expected to be pounced on and ravaged at any second.

He very well might be.

“So what should we do now?” Calder asked. He leaned back, putting his hands behind his head, showing off his strong arms, wide shoulders and the deep crevice of his pits. He was wearing his favorite leather pants and a flimsy tank-top, and it was clear that his pose was designed to arouse.

Calder knew exactly how hot he was.

“I don’t know,” Einar said, putting his hand on the back of Max’s neck and turning his head so that he was forced to look at the imposing werewolf. “What do you think, Max? Is there anything you’d like to do tonight?”

Max licked his lips, looking between them with hunger and nerves warring in his eyes.

“You could try to fuck me,” he mumbled, speaking so low and fast that Einar almost didn’t understand him.

But he did understand, and Max’s suggestion caused a slow grin to spread on his face. He locked eyes with Calder, a similar wolfish expression gracing his face.

“I think that’s an excellent idea,” Einar said, sliding his hand down from Max’s neck and splaying it wide over his back. He massaged between his shoulder blades. “Have you cleaned your hole?

Max shook his head, blushing.

“Then go do that. Calder and I will be in my room in the basement preparing for you.”

Max looked around, a little panicked. “Now?”

Einar nodded. “Right now.” He moved his hand back up to Max’s neck, squeezing. “And remember. Saying yes now
 doesn’t mean you can’t change your mind later. If you’re not having fun, we’re not having fun.”

He didn’t need to mention that he could monitor Max’s state of mind through the bond. If Max wasn’t enjoying himself, Einar would know.

It made it easy to push his limits.

“All right,” Max said, excitement making his voice quiver. The feeling across the bond was all anticipation. “I’ll go… do that.”

Pushing to his feet, Max hurried out of the room, glancing over his shoulder at Calder and Einar like he couldn’t believe how lucky he was.

Einar knew exactly how he felt.
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Calder followed
 Einar down into the basement, though they bypassed Einar’s room, heading further into the basement and then down another flight of stairs.

Einar had a dungeon.

It wasn’t a playroom – Calder had been in playrooms before and knew what they looked like – this was an honest to god medieval dungeon, complete with a pillory, a rack and an iron maiden.

“This is where you kept me,” Calder said, looking at the cage in the far corner. He could smell his own blood mingling with the iron bars, a memory of trying to push his snout through the opening appearing in his mind.

“Yes,” Einar admitted. “Until Grete suggested we tranquilize you. Do you remember it?”

Calder shook his head. It was all flashes and impressions and the occasional fragmented memory.

He’d remember in time, as his mind healed itself.

“This place is intimidating,” Calder said, walking over to a pommel horse and stroking the supple leather. “Have you ever used this stuff?” He nodded over at the rack, the gears well-oiled like they had to be ready to turn at a moment’s notice.

“Not in a long time,” Einar said, not at all reassuring. “And nothing in here tonight. We’re just passing through.”

Calder followed Einar into a side room. The scent of leather and iron hit his nose, making his cock press harder against the front of his pants.

“I thought I’d let you pick out some gear for our witch.”

Calder’s mouth watered. He bypassed the iron restraints – the heavy manacles and collars not really interesting him – heading right for the leather. He found the mittens Max had worn the first time they played together, his scent still clinging to the leather, reminding Calder of how he’d held him down and pushed his fingers into his hole.

“Can we use this?” Calder asked, picking up an armbinder and showing it to Einar. The leather was thin and supple, with sturdy straps all up the length. Max would be helpless, his shoulders pulled back and his chest pushed forward, putting his nipples on display.

“If you want,” Einar said. “Though it would make it difficult to put him on his back.”

“We can put him on his stomach,” Calder said, not concerned. He could already picture it. Max would be on his belly, arms tied behind his back, his head in Calder’s lap over his bulge, Einar opening up his hole and fucking it.

There was no doubt that Einar would fuck him first. It was his right as an alpha, and his cock wasn’t as big as Calder’s.

Max needed as much stretching as possible before he attempted Calder’s knot.

“And the collar?” Einar suggested. He picked up the thick strip of leather, caressing it.

Mouth dry, Calder nodded.

“Yeah, that too.”

“I think this will do very nicely,” Einar said, leading Calder out of the room. “Let’s go wait for Max in my room.”

Calder almost objected, wanting to explore Einar’s collection more, but he allowed himself to be led out.

He hoped Max would like the armbinder.
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Back in Einar’s room, Calder stripped off his tank-top and sat down on the bed. Einar stood by the door, watching him, arms crossed and eyes dark.

Leaning back on his elbows, Calder spread his thighs, planting his feet wide apart on the floor and looked right back at him.

Einar grinned, stalking forward to stand between his legs where he crouched down. He slid his hands up Calder’s leather-clad thighs, groping and feeling the muscle under the leather, moving up to his crotch and framing his bulge.

He pressed his thumbs up, stroking Calder’s balls and making them pull tight.

“So big,” Einar said, stroking Calder’s bulge and making no move to open his pants. “Think Max can take it?”

“I hope so,” Calder said, voice deep and rough, his cock throbbing at the thought of finally getting to pound his little witch into the mattress.

“I’ll have to open him up for you, won’t I?” Einar said, leaning down and kissing Calder’s bulge. He mouthed his way down Calder’s inner thigh, his tongue pressing behind his bulge like he was trying to reach Calder’s taint. Calder spread his legs further apart, but Einar had moved on, licking up Calder’s abs and over his chest, taking his left nipple between his teeth and nibbling gently.

Calder moved his hand to squeeze his cock, but Einar stopped him with a firm hand on his wrist.

“Not until Max is here,” Einar commanded, moving his hand back to the mattress and giving his wrist a squeeze to keep it there. “Understand?”

“Yes, alpha,” Calder breathed. The inside of his pants was getting slick with pre-cum, his cock throbbing to the beat of Einar’s tongue flicking against his nipple.

Einar kept on licking and worshiping Calder’s body, taking his time to taste and tease, until Max finally came down the stairs and walked into the room.

They both heard him, and Einar sat down on the bed next to Calder, adopting a similar wide-legged pose.

Calder grinned. He and Einar made for an intimidating picture, all muscular bodies and languid grace, and the way Max’s eyes widened in arousal and fear was precious.

“Hi,” Max said, dithering by the door.

“Hello,” Einar said, not moving. “Take your clothes off.”

Max’s eyes widened. He looked down at his jeans and shirt, moving his hand up to hastily unbutton the front of his shirt.

“Not like that,” Einar interrupted, indulgent. “Slow. Give us a show.”

“What?” Max squeaked, closing his shirt and taking a step back. “I can’t do that!”

“Why not?” Calder asked, rising to his feet and moving around Max to stand behind him. “Just take your time.” Calder reached down and grabbed the top of Max’s shirt, slowly unbuttoning the top button. “Tease us.”

He worked his way down Max’s shirt, slowly revealing his chest and flat stomach, his hand sliding over each inch of exposed flesh as it was revealed.

Max stood stock still, breathing fast as Calder groped and undressed him.

When Calder reached Max’s pants, he undid the top button and crouched down, sliding the jeans down Max’s thighs to expose his underwear.

Max stepped out of the jeans, unsteady and holding on to Calder’s naked shoulder to steady himself.

When he was done, Calder rose up to his feet and put his hands on Max’s outer arms. He marched him to the bed, pushing him into the space between Einar’s legs.

The vampire reached out and stroked Max’s cheek, hand sliding down to cup around his throat.

“We’re going to fuck you,” Einar said, swiping his thumb up on the underside of Max’s chin. “First me, and then Calder with his knot. You’re going to be good for us and take it, right?”

Einar’s voice was deep and commanding, making Max tremble and close his eyes. Calder stood behind him, the bulge in his leather pants pressed tight against Max’s back.

“I’ll try,” Max promised.

Calder thrust his hips forward just a little, a demonstration of what was in store.

“Good boy.” Einar clapped Max on the cheek, looking up at Calder. “Why don’t you get him ready. I think it’s time we claimed our witch properly.”
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Max held
 his breath as Calder pulled the armbinder up over his arms, yanking it over his biceps and forcing his chest out and his shoulders back.

Calder tightened the buckles, Max testing the give and finding none. Calder wasn’t playing around.

“Too tight?” Einar asked, standing up and reaching behind Max to push a finger along the edge of the armbinder.

He was standing close, his chest pushing against the top part of Max’s face, arms blocking Max’s peripheral vision. Max would have moved back, but behind him there was Calder, the two muscular men boxing him in between them.

They liked crowding him like this, Max knew. They did it all the time, but it was ten times more intimidating when he was naked and being tied up.

“No,” he said, honestly. The armbinder was tight, but not too tight. He looked up, but that only ended up with his face pressed into Einar’s pecs.

“Good.” Einar stepped back just a little, tussling his hair. He looked over Max’s head at Calder. “On the bed against the headboard. You know the drill.”

Calder gave Max’s pulled back shoulders a squeeze, stepping around him and jumping up on the bed, walking to the headrest and dropping down his ass with his legs spread wide.

Max stared at him, his big boots and long leather-clad legs spread wide making him look like some kind of dark king waiting to be serviced.

“Crawl between his legs,” Einar instructed, giving Max a little push so that he stumbled onto the bed.

He crawled up, his movements awkward and ungraceful, practically falling face first into Calder’s lap. The werewolf pet the back of his head, gripping his hair and pushing his nose down into the bulge of his cock.

“Smell it,” Calder demanded, moving his nose up and down the hard length under the leather. Max obeyed, breathing deep through his nose, the scent of leather and Calder’s cock making his cock throb.

“Take your cock out, Calder.” Einar said, coming up on the bed, crouching behind Max and fastening a thick collar around his neck. “I want you to fuck his face while I open him up.”

Calder undid the buttons of his fly, pushing the flaps of leather to the side and pulling out his cock. The hard length landed with a wet smack against his belly, bobbing up and down as Calder flexed the muscles in his lower gut.

“Open up,” Calder commanded, his voice rougher and more demanding than Max was used to. He grabbed Max by the hair, pulling his head up and at the same time holding his cock by the base and aiming the head against Max’s lips.

He pushed inside, filling Max’s mouth and making his cheeks bulge.

Calder’s cock was huge, and he wasn’t being gentle wielding it. He pushed his length to the back of Max’s mouth, probing at the entrance to his throat like he thought it could fit.

“Push out your tongue,” Calder commanded. Max tried, but with Calder’s meat filling his mouth his tongue was trapped.

“Try!” Calder growled, yanking on Max’s hair and making him whimper. “Stick your tongue out!”

The last was said with a deep growl that Max felt all the way into his spine.

Trying, he forced his tongue forward, making room for Calder’s cock to slide deeper.

He gagged, choking and trying to yank his head away. Calder let him up, but he kept the head of his cock in Max’s mouth, stroking his cheek tenderly while holding a death-grip on his hair.

The contrast made all sorts of delicious submissive feelings blossom in Max’s belly.

“Be nice,” Einar said from behind them, kneeling down over Max’s thighs. He dribbled oil down Max’s lower back, letting it flow into his crack, and then unceremoniously shoved two fingers deep into Max’s ass.

Max howled around Calder’s cock, arching his back and grunting when Einar dug the fingers into his prostate.

It always caught him off guard how good it felt to have his ass played with. It wasn’t just his prostate, either. Max was beginning to love the feeling of being stretched and filled.

Einar worked the two fingers in and out of Max’s hole, Calder focused on his own pleasure and once more tried to push Max’s head further down onto his cock.

Max gagged and choked again, drool running down his chin and covering Calder’s balls, but Calder seemed far from disheartened.

“You just need practice,” he said, cheerful and pushing Max down again. This time he didn’t stop when Max choked, and to his shock and delighted horror, Max felt Calder’s huge cock-head pushing into his throat.

The resulting gag made his whole body convulse, Einar quickly putting his hand down on his back to keep him in place while Calder lifted his hips and held Max in place.

He needed to breathe
.

“Two seconds,” Calder said, the pressure on the back of Max’s head like a ton of concrete. He pushed an inch deeper, and Max could feel his throat bulge to accommodate the unnatural intruder.

It was too much. Max tried to shake his head, squirming in place, and to his relief Calder let up on the pressure on the back of his head, letting him pull off the massive monster of a cock and gasp for air.

Einar used the opportunity to slide a third finger into his hole, spreading them wide and pumping them in and out at a furious pace.

Arching his back, head thrown up and his eyes rolling to the back of his head, Max gasped as Einar’s talented and insistent fingers drove him to orgasm.

The wonderful feeling of getting to come was almost ruined by the fact that he knew Einar would be a dick and not stop milking him until he was squirming in pain.

Einar had never once let him have a nice, simple orgasm. Max hated it almost as much as he loved it.

“That’s it,” Einar said, dark amusement lacing his voice as he milked Max’s prostate. “Let’s get it all out.”

“I hate you,” Max sobbed, pushing his face into Calder’s thigh. The smell of leather and sweat filled his nose, comforting and turning him on.

“I know,” Einar said, pressing down on his prostate even harder. “But do you know what?”

“What?” Max asked, voice muffled by Calder’s inner thigh.

“This is me being nice.”

Max moaned, wondering if he could handle Einar when he wasn’t being nice. He’d seen the dungeon when Einar had Calder locked up in the cage, and he knew that Einar intended to play with him there.

He dreaded and looked forward to it in equal measure.

“Calder, how’s he doing on your cock?” Einar asked, removing his fingers.

“He’s pretty lazy,” Calder said, stroking Max’s hair. He was still lying there with his face pressed into the crease between Calder’s inner thigh and the root of his cock.

He could feel the werewolf’s knot pressing against his cheek, already slightly swollen.

Even in its uninflated state it was huge.

“Put him back to work,” Einar commanded, moving his knees from bracketing to going inside Max’s thighs.

“Yes, alpha,” Calder breathed, once more grabbing Max by the hair and pushing him down on his cock.

This time Max was prepared for the feeling of his throat being invaded, drool gushing down his chin and making even more of a mess of Calder’s balls, and though he choked, he didn’t gag.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” Einar said, pushing his thighs apart. Calder lifted his feet up, hooking them around the inside of Max’s legs and forcing them even further apart for his alpha.

The position exposed Max’s hole, Einar leaning forward and dragging the head of his cock up Max’s crack. It caught on the rim of his hole, gaping and hungry from the intense fingering, and Einar pushed in with a forceful thrust.

It didn’t hurt as much as Max expected. No worse than the anal beads, certainly.

Max moaned around Calder’s cock, furious that he’d been denying himself this. Einar’s cock filled him just right, the burning stretch an exquisite pleasure.

“I think he likes it,” Einar said, smug and proud as he jabbed the last inch of his cock into Max’s hole.

None of the dildos or plugs they’d used had gone so deep, and Max couldn’t understand why not. It felt amazing.

Grunting, Max let his mind drift as he enjoyed the experience of being filled on both ends. Einar leaned forward, his hands pressing down on the mattress on either side of Max’s body, his hips starting to thrust.

Einar was nothing if not methodical, his speed building steadily until he was hammering Max’s ass like a jackhammer.

“Oh my god,” Max moaned, Einar not letting up or tiring. It felt like being fucked by a machine.

Calder, thankfully, was taking pity on him. He let Max rest his head on his thigh, just the tip of his cock filling his mouth, stroking his hair softly. Max sucked on the head of Calder’s cock, lapping up pre-cum as Einar drilled into him.

Einar didn’t warn him before he came. He simply dropped his weight down on Max’s body, driving the air from his lungs and crushing his bound arms against his back, holding him tight and fucking him like an animal mounting his bitch.

Growling, Einar came to a stop, his cock buried deep and his chest rumbling as he filled Max up with burning hot seed.

He stayed like that for a full minute, Max struggling to breathe, before pushing up on his knees and pulling out of Max’s ass with a wet squelch.

He laughed, slapping Max’s ass and climbing off the bed.

“Your turn,” he said, nodding for Calder to move so that he could take his place.

“Are we going to take a break?” Max asked, exhausted.

“No,” Einar said, sliding down against the headboard and pushing Max down on his cock, effectively gagging him. “Calder, he’s all yours.”

Max was completely unprepared when Calder kneeled behind him, lining his cock up with Max’s hole and pushing it in with one brutal thrust.

He screamed, Calder grabbing his hips and holding him down as he pulled his cock out, slamming it back in with the full strength of a nearly seven foot tall werewolf.

“You’re okay,” Einar said, pushing into his throat. Unlike Calder, who had been nice when Einar was fucking him, Einar made Max deepthroat him even as Calder set about destroying his ass.

Max lost all sense of time. He was a ragdoll, Calder grunting and growling as he fucked him like a beast, Einar forcing him to deep-throat him again and again until he could somewhat control his gagging.

By the time Calder came, his expanding knot pushing past Max’s ruined rim and getting thoroughly locked inside his hole, he’d come twice and felt like one big bruise.

Einar had better lend him some magic so that he could heal himself, because he was not dealing with this after the endorphins wore off.

“Feels so good,” Calder rumbled, turning them so that they were lying on their sides, Calder spooning him from behind and filling his ass with his throbbing knot.

Max had expected knotting to feel a little bit like wearing a plug, but this was nothing like that. Calder’s knot was a warm, throbbing thing, and with the constant stream of come pushing into his ass he was starting to feel bloated.

Calder’s hand pushing down on his stomach didn’t help matters.

“Can he bite you?” Einar asked, lying down against Max’s front, leaving him sandwiched between their impossibly muscular bodies.

“What?” Max felt delirious.

“Will you let Calder claim you?” Einar asked, stroking his cheek.

Max didn’t have to think about it. “Of course,” he said, baring his neck.

Calder bent down, trying to reach his neck, but he was too tall and with Max stuck on his knot he couldn’t reach his throat.

He let out a whine of distress.

“Wait until your knot goes down,” Einar said. He leaned in and caught Calder’s mouth in a kiss, the two of them making out over Max’s head and pressing him tight between them.

All Max could see was Einar’s bulging pecs against his face, the cool, dry skin a marked contrast to Calder’s scorching, sweat slicked pectorals against his back.

When Calder’s knot deflated enough that he could tug it out, a gush of come and lube coming with it, he yanked Max up and sank his teeth into his neck without a second of warning.

Crying out, Max felt Calder’s wolf staking its claim, his magic doing nothing to stop it. A new bond formed, different from the bond tying him to Einar, but no less powerful.

He could feel Calder’s excitement. The werewolf could barely contain himself; he was so happy to have permission to claim Max for his own.

The sheer joy made him forget the lack of warning, a smile blooming on his face. He curled around, pressing his face into Calder’s neck and hugging him tight.

“You’re all mine, now,” Calder said, smug and cocky as he squeezed him tight.

“And both of you are mine,” Einar said, hugging them both, once again squeezing Max tight between them.

Closing his eyes, feeling incredibly tired and enormously satisfied, Max didn’t fight it when sleep pulled him under.

He trusted that Einar and Calder would take care of him and keep him safe.
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“So?”
 Calder asked, putting his hands on his hips and grinning at Max. “Do you like it?”

Calder was wearing his new leather chaps, with nothing underneath except for a bulging leather jockstrap. The chaps hugged his legs like a second skin, framing the bulge of his leather jock and making him feel like a magnificent beast of a sex-god.

Or maybe that was just the way Max was looking at him.

“They’re nice,” Max said, blushing and unable to look away. His gaze was zeroed in on the pouch of Calder’s jock, and Calder knew that he desperately wanted to get on his knees and lick
.

It was too bad they didn’t have time. They were having dinner with Einar, Grete and Grete’s new boyfriend.

Apparently she was serious about this one. It had taken everyone by surprise – especially Einar. The vampire was torn between wanting to rip out the man’s spleen and immediately claiming him into the flock.

It was hilarious, and Grete wasn’t making it any easier by forcing him to wait for her permission to do either.

“You’re not wearing that to dinner, are you?” Max asked, like he half hoped that Calder would throw social decorum out the window and wear them.

“No, of course not. Grete would skin me alive,” Calder said, taking the chaps off and draping them over the bed for later.

He grabbed his suit pants, stepping into them and grinning at the way Max’s breath hitched when he realized that Calder was leaving the leather jockstrap on underneath.

“So what do you think Grete’s boyfriend will be like?” Max asked, looking away.

Calder shrugged, leaving his pants unbuttoned and grabbing his dress shirt, putting it on and tucking it in.

When he did up his pants, the bulge of his leather jock was obvious.

“I have no idea,” Calder said. Grete mentioned plans with her boyfriends, but not the boyfriends themselves. In the year that Calder had known her, she’d had three.

He wondered what made this one special.

“He must be nice, right?” Max said, a little worried. They had a good thing, the four of them, and Calder could understand why he would be wary of adding a fifth to the mix.

“Grete likes him, so probably,” Calder agreed.

Max looked at him, eyes narrow. “If you and Einar scare him off, Grete will be angry with you.”

Calder laughed. “I’m not going to scare him off. I think it’s great that Grete likes someone. It’s Einar you should be worried about.”

“I think it will be okay,” Max said, sitting down on the bed and watching as Calder struggled with his tie. “She talked to him last night and he promised to behave.”

Calder shrugged. Grete knew how to handle Einar, so he wasn’t worried. He just wanted to make a good impression – if only so that Grete would be pleased.

“Can you help me with this?” Calder asked, giving up and holding out his tie.

“Sure,” Max said, standing up on the bed. Calder stood in front of him, and with the added height Max was almost the same height as him.

As always, the reminder of how much smaller Max was than him made Calder’s cock harden. It pushed against the pouch of his jock, the supple leather making it curl down and stopping him from getting fully hard.

The feeling was amazing.

Max reached around Calder’s thick neck, tying the tie and breathing softly on the back of his ear.

Standing stock still, Calder enjoyed his mate’s closeness.

“There, is that good?” Max asked, and Calder realized that he was done.

Looking down, checking that the end was where it was supposed to be, he nodded. His head twitched at the sound of Einar approaching. There was something odd about the way he was walking.

“Einar is coming up the stairs,” Calder said, knowing that Max couldn’t hear the sound of Einar’s footsteps yet.

“Okay,” Max said, checking himself in the mirror. He was wearing a snazzy suit of his own, the dark blue material showing off his bubble butt and toned arms. He looked good enough to eat.

“He’s wearing something weird,” Calder said, trying to figure out why Einar wasn’t walking like normal. It sounded like he was clattering.

A second later when Einar walked into the room it became obvious.

Einar was wearing armor. Calder burst out laughing while Max just stared, mouth open and eyes wide.

Einar had on the whole deal. Metal plated gloves, gauntlets, vambraces, chest plate, pauldrons, and a full on helmet with visor and everything.

He looked like a medieval knight, complete with a massive sword hanging down next to his iron-clad thigh.

“What are you wearing?” Max asked, walking forward and placing his hand flat on the metal breast plate.

“My armor,” Einar said, like he wasn’t doing the most ridiculous thing Calder had ever seen. “This is what I wear for special occasions.”

“It’s very impressive,” Max said, tracing his hand down the breast plate, moving down to an obscenely large codpiece.

“Is it too much?” Einar asked, looking worried.

Calder had to sit down, he was laughing so hard.

“Well, we’re meeting Grete and her boyfriend at a restaurant downtown,” Max said, trying to be diplomatic. “And this isn’t going to blend in.”

Einar scowled. “I don’t want to blend in. I want to show this little pissant intruder that I’m not someone to be messed with!”

Calder stopped laughing, sitting up and shaking his head. “You’re a vampire, alpha. You’d be terrifying wearing a pink bunny suit and Ugg boots. You don’t need armor to be intimidating.”

Einar sighed. “I know. I found it while I was looking through my closet, and it reminded me of the last time Grete wanted me to meet someone. I was wearing this and he jumped off a bridge to get away from me.”

“I don’t think that was the armor,” Max piped up. “Calder is right. You could wear a pink bunny suit and people would still wet themselves if you looked at them funny.”

Einar gave them both a droll stare. “I’m not wearing a pink bunny suit.”

“We didn’t ask you to,” Max said, though now the idea was clearly in all their minds. Max bit his lip, tracing the bottom edge of Einar’s chest plate. “Though I wouldn’t mind if you wore this again. It is
 very impressive.”

“Yeah?” Einar asked, suddenly cocky. He reached out and cradled the back of Max’s head, pulling him flush against his metal-clad chest. “I could play the black knight for you, if you want. Bend you over and use your peasant hole.”

Max groaned. “Don’t call me a peasant. It’s not a turn on.”

“But you are a peasant,” Einar teased, his gloved hand reaching down and squeezing Max’s ass. “My little peasant serf.”

“Fine,” Max breathed, resting his cheek on Einar’s chest.

Calder watched them, the pressure inside the leather pouch of his jock starting to get painful. It struck him suddenly that he’d laughed openly at his alpha. He hadn’t thought about it – hadn’t had any fear of consequences or that he would get angry – he’d known that it was safe to laugh and tease and to have fun.

It was a strange world where a vampire made a better alpha than a werewolf.

“What?” Einar asked, Calder’s face giving him away.

“I’m just thinking about how lucky I am,” Calder said, reaching out and stroking Max’s head while pressing his face into Einar’s neck. He hugged them both, all of a sudden feeling so happy that he might explode.

“Not as lucky as me,” Einar said, stroking his back and pulling him in tight. “My werewolf and my witch, all mine and so perfect.”

Max snorted. “You guys are ridiculous and we’re going to be late.” He pulled away, fixing his hair that Calder and Einar had both messed up. He looked at them through the mirror. “But for the record, I’m the lucky one. You two are like a Tom of Finland drawing come to life, and you’re nice
.” He turned to them, smiling. “Well, mostly nice. Einar you can be a massive asshole.”

“You love it,” Einar said, grinning and flashing his terrifying fangs. Calder wanted to lick them.

“I do,” Max agreed. “For the most part. And when we get home tonight I would very much like to play peasant serf and black knight with you.” He gave Einar a little push. “But now you need to change into a suit so that we can get going. If we’re late Grete is going to lock us all in the dungeon and not let us out for at least a decade.”

“All right, I’m going,” Einar said, leaving the room.

“So what role will I be playing?” Calder asked, sitting down on the edge of the bed and pulling Max onto his lap. He growled into his ear, “Evil tax collector? Executioner? Oh, I know, a dungeon master. I can wear my new chaps.”

Max laughed. “I don’t think dungeon masters wore chaps.”

“No?” Calder held Max tight and tucked him under his chin. “I think this one does. I think he wears chaps and he punishes little peasant serfs by stuffing big, werewolf knots into their tight little holes.”

The dirty talk had the desired effect, Max’s breathing going fast and shallow and his cock making a tent in the front of his pants.

Max didn’t get to reply, Einar coming back into the room wearing a suit. Sometimes Calder envied him his vampire speed. That armor must be a bitch to get in and out of, and he’d done it in under two minutes.

“You look cozy,” Einar said, looking elegant and dangerous in his perfectly tailored suit. “What are you talking about?”

“Tonight,” Calder said, pushing Max off his lap and standing up. He pulled Max under his arm and led him toward Einar. “I’m going to be playing the evil dungeon master in our little scenario.”

Einar grinned. “Something to look forward to.”

Max nodded, blushing. How he still got embarrassed about these things Calder had no idea, but it was adorable.

“Should we go?” Max asked, looking at his watch.

“We probably should,” Einar said, sighing. “See what all the fuss is about.”

“Great,” Calder said, getting sick of all the dilly dallying. “Let’s go.”
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Grete wasn’t nervous about introducing her new boyfriend to her flock. Adam was kind, good looking, and he treated her with respect.

That he was almost as wealthy as her, and thus not after her money, was a nice bonus.

“So, I have to say that this is the most intimidated I’ve ever been meeting the family,” Adam said, fixing his tie and looking toward the entrance with a nervous little laugh. His face, lined with age and more handsome for it, twisted into a nervous little grimace.

“They’ll love you,” Grete assured him. If they didn’t they would pretend or face her wrath. “Just be yourself.”

“I’ll try,” Adam said, taking her hand. “But I’ve never talked to a witch, a werewolf or a vampire. Meeting all three at once, and all of them probably quite protective of you, I just want to make a good impression.”

“You will,” Grete said. She squeezed his hand.

Adam looked at the entrance again, and by the way his eyes widened she knew he’d spotted Einar and Calder.

“Fuck,” Adam mumbled, laughing to himself. “I suddenly wish I’d spent more time at the gym.”

Grete laughed. “I don’t. If you looked like them I wouldn’t have given you a second glance.”

“Rude,” Calder said, mock pouting and smiling at Adam. “You must be Adam. It’s nice to meet you.”

He held out his hand, and Grete paid close attention to make sure he didn’t squeeze Adam’s hand too hard in some misguided show of machismo.

He didn’t, passing her unspoken test.

Calder was good at that. He’d gotten a lot less afraid in the time that she’d known him, but at his core he was kind. Einar had chosen well when taking him into their flock.

“Nice to meet you too,” Adam said, standing up. “Grete’s told me so much about you.”

“And this is Einar,” Grete said, gesturing to her friend and master.

“Grete likes you,” Einar said, shaking Adam’s hand. “That’s all I need to know about your character.”

Grete couldn’t help the smile that spread on her face.

“It’s nice to meet you,” Adam said, more at ease already.

“And this is Max,” Grete introduced the last member of her flock. Adam startled, having missed the smaller man behind the two giants.

They shook hands, Max giving her a little look like he approved of her taste. Grete didn’t know why, but it made her blush.

Taking their seats, Grete watched as Adam interacted with her family, hope blooming in her chest.

Einar, Calder and Max were everything to her, but seeing what they had together had made her hungry
. They loved each other in a way she could not share, and she wanted what they had.

Adam might or might not be that person, but either way he was a start.

Grete was opening up her heart again. It was terrifying, but seeing her beloved Einar flourish after finding love, gave her courage.

Glancing at Calder, catching his eye and smiling softly, her chest filled with warmth.

“So you work at EagleTech?” Adam asked, looking to Calder.

“I do!” Calder said, smiling happily. “Grete got me an interview a few months ago and they hired me on the spot.”

“Congratulations,” Adam said. “Do you like it there?”

Calder looked at Grete, gratitude and love on his face, and answered, “I love it.”

The end.
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