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Sometimes secrets have to be exposed in order to capture something worth keeping.

Torn between two alphas, Dallas has to decide if he is willing to give up his position in the pack to keep his human master happy. Born a submissive wolf shifter, Dallas has dreamt of finding the perfect mate. Unfortunately, none of the other shifters attract him as much as his sexy Laurence.

Laurence is riddled with guilt over the secrets he keeps from his beautiful sub. He wants Dallas for a long time to come, but he’s nervous about exposing his inner abilities to a man who he loves but might not be able to trust.

Two men with secrets have to learn to give a little in order to keep the one they love.
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Chapter One

 

 

 

For the strength of the Pack is the Wolf, and the strength of the Wolf is the Pack.

—Rudyard Kipling

 

Dallas kept his head bowed as the conversation buzzed around him. He fought against the urge to fidget or to find a more comfortable spot on his knees. Master Laurence wouldn’t appreciate any unnecessary movement. Dallas’ ass still remembered the spanking from last week when he had accidentally talked back to his master. 

The wolf lurking beneath his skin growled to be let out so it could curl up at its owner’s feet. Although Dallas knew intellectually that Laurence didn’t own him, he couldn’t convince his animal half of that fact. To his wolf, Laurence should be obeyed.

This close to the full moon Dallas struggled to stay in touch with his submissive side. He might not be an alpha wolf but his inner beast knew he could take down an average human. Luckily, Master Laurence didn’t have an average bone in his body, and even though his master didn’t know of Dallas’ feral nature, Laurence had no difficulty bringing his submissive to heel.

Dallas forced his muscles to relax. He didn’t dare risk his lover’s censure again. If his master became too annoyed, he might not take Dallas home with him. Dallas would do anything to prevent that from happening. The temptation to lay his head on his master’s knee for petting had Dallas instinctively leaning towards the stern man before he caught himself.

Damn!

A short whine almost worked its way up his throat. Dallas ruthlessly tamped it down, as he did with all his other canine urges. He couldn’t betray his true nature—not if he planned on remaining Laurence’s submissive.

The Doms continued their discussions on politics and business but their words held no interest for Dallas. He saved all his attention for his master. Peering through his lashes, he admired the firm line of his lover’s chin, the lush shape of Laurence’s mouth and the slight five o’clock shadow growing on his lean cheeks. Dallas longed to lick at the hairs, to lap their rough texture with his tongue. Nothing excited him like his master’s skin, scent, or seed.

“Dallas, fetch me a drink,” Master Laurence commanded. A brief stroke across Dallas’ head conveyed the ‘please’ his master would never say before the other men at the table.

Without a word, Dallas rose gracefully to his feet and walked over to the bar. He’d practiced each movement until he could go from knees to standing in one smooth motion.

“Scotch on the rocks,” he told the bartender, Eric. The flirtatious man had started working at Club Silence soon after Dallas had first visited the place with his master nine months ago. Although the gorgeous bartender radiated sex appeal, Dallas never responded to any of his advances. It would kill Dallas to cause his master even a moment of distress.

The bartender blatantly admired Dallas for a moment before handing over the scotch. “You ever get tired of your master, you come and see me, beautiful. I’ve got all kinds of things I can show you.” The bartender let his desire show in his hot, dark gaze. “Here’s a bottle of water for you. I don’t know if you can ask for a drink tonight, but I thought you might be thirsty.” 

Laurence’s rules changed according to his mood. Some nights Dallas could ask for something to drink and other nights his master made Dallas go without until they had finished their scene. Master Laurence hadn’t explicitly said that Dallas couldn’t have a drink, so he accepted the bottle held out to him. Laurence would tell him if he wanted Dallas to hold off on consuming liquids.

“Thanks.” Dallas allowed a small smile to cross his lips at the bartender’s consideration. Even though Eric always propositioned Dallas, he never crossed the line by touching him. Eric knew the rules and wouldn’t break them even though he flirted shamelessly with everyone who walked by. 

Returning to the table, Dallas set the glass of scotch by his master’s left hand before retaking his position on the floor beside Laurence’s chair. With a quick glance at his master, he waited for the nod before quietly opening his bottle of water. Still feeling Laurence’s eyes on him, he took a long sip, trying not to move restlessly beneath his master’s gaze.

“What did Eric say to you?” 

Dallas took a slow breath to get his emotions under control. Having his master’s attention focused on him made Dallas harder than diamonds.

“He said if I ever tired of you, he’d be happy to take care of me,” Dallas replied honestly. He didn’t have anything to hide and Eric, while flirtatious, hadn’t crossed the line. 

A small smile crossed Laurence’s handsome face. Dallas knew his master liked it when Dallas told him the truth. 

Too bad he couldn’t do it more often. Some things were pack business and couldn’t be shared.

“Will you take him up on his offer?” Laurence’s voice held nothing but curiosity in its depths but Dallas knew that tone. It meant his master didn’t want to share his emotions. 

“No, Master,” Dallas said, shocked. 

Dallas didn’t play games—he was a loyal wolf. He’d stay until the day his master no longer wanted him. Gossip around the club chattered about how Dallas had already outlasted Laurence’s past three relationships. He had little hope his master planned to keep him much longer. It never took long before Dallas’ inner wolf tried to test his Dom and found them unworthy. Being a shifter and a submissive brought with it many problems.

“Your pet is quite devoted,” a silky voice spoke above Dallas’ head.

Dallas jerked at the unexpected sound. He should’ve smelt the stranger or at least heard him before the man had reached halfway across the room. Only practice and training kept Dallas’ eyes focused on the floor. He didn’t recognise the new voice but he didn’t dare glance up at an unknown master. Some men took it the wrong way and Dallas tried to stay out of trouble while keeping Laurence company. The rest of the time, all bets were off.

“Yes, he is.” 

Dallas smiled at the satisfaction he could hear in his master’s voice, even as his nerves strummed with uneasiness. Dallas took a subtle sniff but the man didn’t smell like anything. 

Nothing at all. 

He completely lacked a scent.

Vampire.

To Dallas’ limited knowledge, vampires were the only species that didn’t have a scent—something to do with being undead. No one had ever explained it to his satisfaction. Now he wished he’d paid more attention to his pack alpha’s lectures. Dallas made a silent plea to make it out of there alive so he could swear to Rolf, his alpha, to always listen when he spoke. If nothing else, it would be worth the expression on Rolf’s face. 

He tensed, waiting to see if he needed to protect Laurence from the vampire.

A familiar touch stroked his head as if Laurence knew Dallas needed reassurance. Even as he relaxed beneath his master’s touch, Dallas silently wished the stranger would move on.

Nothing to see here—I’m not the werekin you’re looking for…

Maybe if he thought loud enough, the man would leave. 

“I don’t suppose you’d be open to lending him out?” the vampire asked. 

Crap. Apparently his wishing-for-the-creature’s-absence technique still needed the bugs worked out.

Dallas shivered slightly as the chill of the unknown threatened to make him break his position. They’d never discussed sharing him with others. He didn’t even know if they had an exclusive arrangement. No words of love or devotion ever crossed either of their lips. It had worked well for the past nine months. Why fix something that wasn’t broken?

However, if his master offered to give him away for the night, Dallas would leave and never return. By tooth and claw, Dallas had kept his position among his pack and proved his value. Unfortunately, the human world had different standards…lesser standards. Dallas would happily shred any sub who thought they could kneel at his master’s side, but he wouldn’t be passed around like a plaything. 

“I don’t share my pet.” His master’s firm answer flooded Dallas with relief.

“Shame,” the vampire continued. “He’s such a pretty thing.”

An unfamiliar touch stroked his hair. It took all Dallas’ resolve not to recoil beneath the vampire’s hand. Any non-pack contact other than his master’s made his skin crawl. It had for the past month. Dallas worried that some time in their nine months together he’d imprinted on his human. He knew Rolf would have more than a few words to say about that when he found out. 

It sucked to be torn between two alphas—the alpha of his pack and the alpha of his heart.

“Don’t touch him,” Laurence snapped, his voice sharper than any whip.

“Sorry.” The other man didn’t sound sorry at all, but after a moment Dallas watched his feet move away.

Dallas released his breath. He hadn’t even realised he’d been holding it.

Laurence stroked a hand down Dallas’ back, soothing his frayed nerves.

“Watch yourself with that one, Laurence.” One of the other masters at the table spoke. “I don’t like how he looked at your boy.”

“Agreed. Come, Dallas, let’s go home.”

Dallas waited until his master stood before rising to his feet.

 

Laurence Campas watched with a critical eye as his sub stood. To him, no one in the club came close to the beauty of his boy. Sweet, lovely Dallas might be submissive, but he had the ability to crush Laurence’s heart in his delicate hands. They had met when Dallas bumped into Laurence at a coffee shop downtown. After one glance, Laurence had known he wanted to keep the gentle boy as his own. Not once had he regretted that decision.

Because of the secrets he kept from Dallas, Laurence knew eventually his sub would tire of Laurence’s need for privacy and move on. Dallas wouldn’t be the first man who had left Laurence over his failure to open up, but he would be the only one Laurence ever cared about.

Being a sorcerer and a witch judge had its ups and downs. Although Laurence made a good living and enjoyed the prestige of being a judge, when others didn’t agree with his rulings, life could get tricky. He’d recently heard rumbles of a particular coven not liking his decision against one of their minor witches, however, when you start taunting zombies, there had to be repercussions. 

Laurence shrugged off his concerns and concentrated on Dallas. After absently scanning Dallas for signs of distress, Laurence led the way out of the club. He hadn’t expected a vampire to wander into the place, and he definitely hadn’t expected the bastard to touch Dallas. If Laurence hadn’t needed to keep his abilities a secret, he would’ve smoked the asshole. The best he could do was usher Dallas out of the area before the vampire could return and possibly try to bite him. Even if it took revealing his magic, Laurence would protect his man.

 He listened to Dallas’ footsteps behind him as they headed towards the car. After going to the club, they always ended Saturday nights at Laurence’s condo. In all the time they’d been together, Laurence had never even seen Dallas’ home, much less been told where he lived. He’d tentatively asked a few times but Dallas had brushed off his questions in his polite way.

Either Dallas’ home embarrassed him or the sub wasn’t comfortable enough with his master to share that information. Laurence didn’t like to push his shy lover, except in the bedroom, so he didn’t pursue the line of questioning. A sudden horrible thought had him whipping around to face his man.

“Dallas, you’re not seeing anyone else, are you?”

The sub’s wide eyes told the true story. “No, Master, of course not.”

“Good. Good. I’m not, either. I don’t want you dating anyone else while we’re together, understand?” He should’ve made that clear months ago. Relief swept through him that Dallas hadn’t taken advantage of Laurence’s stupid oversight. The idea of Dallas allowing another man to touch him made Laurence ill. He absently rubbed his stomach as he waited for his sub’s response. If Dallas refused to be exclusive, Laurence didn’t know what he’d do.

“Yes, Master, I understand. I won’t see anyone else.” Dallas’ sincerity rang in the air. 

A weight Laurence didn’t know he’d been carrying lifted off his heart while the airplanes playing chicken in his stomach landed safely. Hell, he’d given life-changing sentences with less stress than that short conversation. The amount of relief surging through him at Dallas’ soft vow had him smiling like an idiot.

Dallas always took a cab to the club, then home from Laurence’s townhouse so they could leave together. Laurence wondered for the first time if his lover had a car. Why had he never asked before?

“Do you have a car?”

“No, Master.” Dallas tilted his head and gave Laurence the inquiring puppy look Laurence found so endearing. Now he felt like a selfish prick. Dallas couldn’t afford a car and Laurence made him spend money he didn’t have on a cab ride every Saturday. What an inconsiderate ass he’d turned into.

“Next week I’ll pick you up from home,” Laurence informed him.

“No! I mean, that isn’t necessary,” Dallas finished smoothly, but Laurence had seen the panic flash in Dallas’ eyes and suspicion prickled his nerves.

At this rate he would get an ulcer before the night ended. “Is there something you’re not telling me?” He made sure to use his Dom voice. The tone always instilled total obedience from his beautiful lover.

“M-my family doesn’t approve of my dating you,” Dallas stumbled over the words as if they were torn from his soul.

Laurence wondered if Dallas’ family had any idea of what he’d be willing to do to keep his sweet boy happy. If they did, they’d think twice about making Dallas uncomfortable over his choices. Laurence would make them disappear if necessary. No one upset Dallas!

“Is it the gay thing, the master thing, or the older man thing?” He wondered how much about their relationship Dallas had shared.

 

Dallas stared at his master for a moment. It was the ‘not a wolf thing’ that had his pack up in arms about Laurence. They couldn’t understand why he’d submit to a human. They also didn’t think that some human men could be alphas, too. To their way of thinking, dominance only happened with strong wolves. 

Sometimes Dallas fantasised about a meeting between his master and his alpha. 

Generally, those fantasies turned into nightmares. 

“A little bit of everything,” he conceded, though he wondered about his master’s sudden interest in his life outside their relationship. They’d got along so well without this unnatural interest. Laurence’s lack of curiosity was one of his best features. 

“Ahh.” 

He received his lover’s warm smile and relaxed his guard a little. Laurence’s questioning rarely crossed the line into intrusive, making it easy for Dallas to keep his lover away from the pack house and avoid him during full moons. He hoped Laurence didn’t plan on changing any time soon. Leaving his master would break Dallas’ heart.

The silence in the car had a companionable feel as they pulled into Laurence’s garage. Dallas followed Laurence up the steps to his front door. The little townhouse had one of the most beautiful views in the city. Dallas enjoyed watching the lights over the water while kneeling before the tall glass windows at his master’s feet.

Crossing the threshold, Dallas barely waited until the door had shut behind him to strip out of his clothes, fold them, and set them on a chair provided by the entrance. He refused to think about how many other subs might have done the exact same thing in the past or might in the future. Dallas didn’t fool himself. He could only enjoy his master until Laurence’s curiosity overcame his good manners. He hoped that would be a ways in the future, but his master’s sudden questioning had Dallas on edge.

“You’re a beautiful man,” Laurence commented in hushed tones.

Surprised at the praise, Dallas turned to face his master. Although he knew Laurence appreciated his looks, he rarely said anything.

“Thank you, Master,” Dallas replied, trying to hide his surprise.

Laurence smiled.

“Don’t be so shocked. I’ve spent all week away from you. When I finally get you to myself, I need to get you naked as soon as possible and claim you as mine. I don’t generally take the time for compliments.”

Dallas wondered what had changed. “I don’t need compliments,” he responded in a mild tone. Like the typical pack omega, he only needed his master’s touch and the knowledge that Laurence approved of Dallas’ behaviour. 

Laurence slid his fingers through Dallas’ hair. “You might not need to hear compliments, but I sometimes need to give them. I want you to know I find you attractive and that you are the most stunning man I’ve ever seen.”

The last words were said in a soft, worshipful tone Dallas had never heard before. Having grown up among some of the most beautiful men on the planet, Dallas had never given much thought to his appearance other than to make sure he dressed neatly when going to meet his Dom. 

Maybe among humans he stood out, but among wolves he was just another weak wolf who needed watching over. Hell, he didn’t even have his college diploma yet. Until he finished his education Dallas wouldn’t be assigned a career, and right now he still had to figure out what he wanted to be when he grew up—something besides his master’s sub. Rolf had been quite clear on the matter. Of course, the alpha also didn’t think Dallas’ relationship with Laurence would last.

Laurence wrapped one hand around the back of Dallas’ neck and splayed the other across his bare back, enhancing their inches of contact. Without another word, he yanked Dallas closer. The feel of his master’s clothing against his bare skin increased Dallas’ sensation of vulnerability. He let out a soft sound of satisfaction. If he were a cat shifter he would’ve purred.

As Laurence leant forward, Dallas tried to push up on his toes to rush the kiss. He needed the contact more than anything. His wolf yearned for reassurance, to be claimed by his master’s touch.

“Easy, pet. You don’t get to be in control,” Laurence murmured against Dallas’ lips.

Of course not. 

Dallas eased back, settling on his heels, not wanting his Dom to pull away in order to teach him a lesson. Laurence had more than once used lack of kisses as a punishment. It was a particularly effective way to put him back in line. Dallas would do almost anything for the touch of his master’s lips.

Relaxing into Laurence’s embrace, Dallas moaned over his reward as Laurence’s hard mouth took Dallas’ in a rough, conquering move designed to remind Dallas who controlled their encounters. He sighed against his lover’s lips.

A soft chuckle whispered across his skin. “I’ve never met a man more at ease with his submission,” Laurence confessed.

Dallas shrugged, uncomfortable with the slant of the conversation. Unlike humans who had to find their own level of submission or dominance, wolves were born knowing their position in the pack. Before they left puberty, every wolf knew where they’d fit in the wolf hierarchy. Except for some adult posturing over ranking, werekin never changed dominance levels. Being submissive was one of the easiest things Dallas could do. Finding a person who could match him had proved more challenging.

“I only want to please you, Master,” Dallas answered honestly. The expression on Laurence’s face told him he’d said the right thing.

“You please me a great deal.” Laurence kissed Dallas again. Waves of pleasure poured through him at his master’s praise and touch. After a series of body-tingling kisses, Dallas had to gasp for breath when his master finally freed him.

“How may I serve you?” Dallas asked, flicking a look at Laurence through his lashes—an effective trick that usually had his master ordering Dallas to suck him off.

Laurence shook his head at Dallas’ obvious ploy. “Bedroom, now!” he ordered.

“Yes, s…Master.” Dallas bit back the ‘sir’ he’d almost said. Laurence hated it when Dallas called him sir. He said it lessened their relationship for Dallas to use the same honorific he’d used with other men.

Without bothering to see if Laurence followed, Dallas headed for the bedroom. The cool tile changed to soft carpet. Not long after they’d met, Laurence had added the thick plush flooring and Dallas’ knees were grateful for the change. Having knelt on many hard surfaces in his short life, he appreciated good flooring.

Dallas climbed up on the bed and turned around to kneel at the foot, knees apart, left wrist clamped in his right hand behind his back, spine straight. Laurence hated sloppy positioning.

Although it couldn’t have been more than a minute or two, he let out a quiet sigh of relief when he heard Laurence’s footstep on the tile outside the room. A moment later, the bedroom door he’d left open closed. Dallas focused forward, not daring to move.

“Do you know what I like best about coming into the room and seeing you kneeling on my bed?” Laurence asked.

“No, Master,” Dallas said.

“The look in your eyes when you see me.”

The Dom stepped into Dallas’ line of vision and whatever expression Dallas wore brought a smile to Laurence’s hard face. Dallas hungrily absorbed his lover’s expression. 

Dallas loved him.

Despite the secrets between them and the short time they’d been together, Dallas’ wolf had known at first sight that the hard Dom would always be a part of Dallas’ heart. When their relationship finally ended, Dallas would never recover from the loss. His wolf half would mourn for the rest of his life because Dallas had no doubt Laurence was his mate.

 

Laurence watched the change of expressions on his sub’s face. Cupping Dallas’ cheek, he placed a soft kiss on his lips. “Are you all right, pet?”

Dallas nodded. “Yeah, I’m fine. Sorry I went away for a bit.”

Usually Dallas had amazing focus. Laurence hoped this wasn’t a sign of his boy’s waning interest. He needed the sub far more than Dallas could possibly know. Sorcerers needed grounding. Since he’d met Dallas, Laurence’s magic had smoothed out and he rarely needed to take the medicine to mute his powers in order to maintain control. If he lost Dallas, he knew he’d completely lose the ability to keep his magic under wraps. The strong forces within his fragile, human form barely stayed contained at times. It continually surprised him that his sweet, kind sub could ground Laurence with only one meeting a week.

Something about the beautiful man before him tamed his wilder nature. Without Dallas, Laurence worried over what he might become. No matter what the cost, he needed to keep his sub.

With a final kiss he stepped away from Dallas and began to strip. “Watch me,” he ordered. He couldn’t stop the smile when Dallas’ cock rose at his command. The younger man’s attraction to him couldn’t be faked. He could almost feel Dallas’ gaze burning against his skin. Ignoring his sub for the moment took far more willpower than it should have.

With slow methodical movements, Laurence slipped the buttons out of their holes, displaying patches of skin like a sexy peepshow. With Dallas’ intense focus on him, Laurence felt like the hottest stripper on the planet. With economical movements he removed the rest of his clothing, careful not to rush despite the urge to throw his sub down and fuck him into next week. 

Dallas might be a sweet sub, but the man could take pain better than anyone Laurence had ever dominated before. “What would you like tonight, Dallas?”

The sub tilted his head as if he didn’t understand the question. “M-master?”

“Do you want the flogger, the whip or my hands paddling your ass? What are you looking for?” Laurence opened the armoire, revealing his assortment of toys. “Come pick out two things you’d like.”

He waited with amusement as Dallas cautiously crawled off the bed and approached the cabinet, more wary than a fidgety cat. He didn’t blame the man—some Doms might use this as a test. Laurence was only curious. He knew Dallas detested anything that blocked his vision and had gone into a true panic the one time Laurence had used a blindfold. Not wanting to scare off his lover, Laurence had put blindfolds on the never-to-be-used list. Dallas’ fear had been so strong Laurence knew it wouldn’t work for a sexy encounter and might lead to psychological trauma if tried again.

He’d tossed all his blindfolds after that first incident. When Dallas had completely freaked, Laurence vowed to keep them away from his sub.

As Dallas carefully reviewed his choices, Laurence watched impatiently to see what his submissive would pick. Dallas’ fingers slid across a flogger, traced one particularly wicked whip and caressed the bottom edge of a cane.

The third time Dallas travelled his fingers around the cabinet, it occurred to Laurence that his submissive was stalling. How curious. Dallas had never tried to delay their lovemaking before.

“Dallas?”

“S-sorry, Master. I’m feeling nervous tonight,” Dallas explained, his voice stumbling over his words.

Laurence walked up behind his sub, wrapped his hands around Dallas’ arms and pulled him close. He placed a soft kiss on Dallas’ neck. “What’s wrong?”

Dallas shrugged. “I’m worried I’ll choose the wrong thing.”

Laurence turned his sub around. Dallas’ top teeth gnawed his bottom lip anxiously and his eyes glowed with an uncertain light.

“There are no wrong answers, love. This isn’t a test. I merely wanted to see what you wished to play with for the night,” he assured his sub.

“Oh.” Tension flowed out of the slim body like a balloon deflating. “Okay.”

Laurence spun Dallas back around. “Pick.”

Dallas quickly chose a soft flogger they’d used a few times before. No cuffs, not even the soft ones, were even glanced at. Dallas hated cuffs almost as much as the blindfold. Any kind of confinement made Dallas uneasy. 

“Why don’t you like the cuffs?” Laurence asked. Although he didn’t like questions himself, it occurred to Laurence that he knew as little about Dallas as his sub knew about him.

Dallas froze, the hand holding the flogger white-knuckled for an instant before relaxing again. 

Silence.

“I asked you a question.” Laurence used his best commanding tone and waited to see what Dallas would do. 

Dallas’ attention went to the flogger. Normally, Laurence would make Dallas face him while he answered but instinct told Laurence if he pushed too hard he’d lose his sub entirely. How had they gone from a playful scene to this much tension? He almost wanted to take the question back…almost.

“I was kidnapped as a child. They chained me to the wall and blindfolded me,” Dallas confessed.

Oh, crap.

Laurence had been right when he thought his young lover had been traumatised before. He carefully turned Dallas to face him, tilting up Dallas’ chin with his fingers to see his expression. Memories haunted his beautiful eyes.

“I’ll never use anything on you that brings back your fear. How old were you?”

“Twelve,” Dallas whispered.

“Fuck, you were just a baby. What happened?”

Dallas’ eyes hardened into a feral expression Laurence had never seen before. “I escaped. My guardian found me and brought me home.”

“Is that who you live with now?” Laurence asked. Curiosity about his lover’s life hit him. Why had he never asked about it before? He knew he’d been frightened of scaring off his skittish lover, but he should’ve at least asked about his life. Dallas might show up every Saturday for their habitual date but his sub had never promised anything long-term.

Laurence planned to change that. He needed Dallas every day. 

“I live with my guardian and his m…fiancée,” Dallas said fingering the flogger.

Laurence wondered what word Dallas had planned to use but didn’t pursue the question. He knew he was tiptoeing across a landmine in his quest to learn more about his lover.

“Do you enjoy living with them?” Laurence asked.

Dallas frowned. “I don’t think my guardian’s fiancée likes me very much,” he confessed. “I think she sees me as in the way. They are getting married in a few weeks and I’m underfoot a lot.”

“You could come and stay with me,” Laurence offered. His heart raced as he imagined waking up to his lover every day. The dream didn’t fade until Dallas’ emphatic denial jerked him out of his happy thoughts.

“Oh, no. I couldn’t do that.” Dallas shook his head.

Laurence cupped Dallas’ face. “Don’t you want to live with me?” His heart damn near stopped as he waited for his sub’s answer.

“I-I would love to live with you but I can’t,” Dallas confessed.

“Why not?”

“That’s not how we do things in my family. I have to finish school before I move out.” Dallas fidgeted in Laurence’s hold.

“How much longer do you have?”

“Two years,” Dallas whispered.

Two years of waiting for his beautiful sub to graduate and come stay at his home wasn’t going to happen. Laurence was used to getting what he wanted and he’d never wanted anyone or anything more than the man in front of him. If he left Dallas free of commitment on a college campus, he knew he could easily lose him. He needed to lock in their relationship so Dallas had no urge to stray.

“I’ll talk to your guardian,” Laurence decided. Dallas might be old enough to make his own decisions but he appeared upset at the thought of disappointing his guardian. Laurence would be more than happy to pave the way if it meant he could keep Dallas.

“No! Th-this was a mistake,” Dallas stuttered. “M-maybe I should leave.”

Laurence wrapped his arms around Dallas’ waist, trapping the younger man against him. “I don’t think so. You are mine, Dallas, until one of us chooses otherwise. I plan on keeping you for a long time to come. Do you have any objection to that?”

Dallas melted in Laurence’s arms, resting his head on his chest in a complete breach of etiquette. For the first time he didn’t care. If his lover needed a cuddle, Laurence would provide one. 

Just this once.

“Come, pet, we’ll skip the scene tonight. I want to make love to you.”

One of the most important jobs of a dominant was to give his sub what he needed. Right now Dallas needed to be reassured of his place in the world. Most Doms would’ve taken the opportunity to claim their sub. Laurence would make sure to do that before Dallas left for the night, but their first time needed to be a gentler encounter. Dallas deserved to know that Laurence cared for him as more than a canvas for his marks.

Dallas didn’t object to Laurence’s decision. He rarely baulked over anything, the blindfold incident notwithstanding.

After returning the flogger to the cabinet, Laurence led Dallas back to the foot of the bed. “Undress me,” he ordered.

A smile crossed Dallas’ face, erasing the anxiety from before. Laurence could almost feel the stress sliding away. He didn’t mind introducing a bit of concern to a sub over what would happen next, but he never wanted to cause Dallas real fear.

Faster than Laurence had thought possible, Dallas stripped the rest of Laurence’s clothing from his body.

“Back on the bed,” he ordered.

Dallas happily bounced onto the mattress and splayed himself out like a pagan sacrifice for Laurence’s perusal.

Laurence permitted a smile to cross his face. He’d never enjoyed a lover as much as he did Dallas. The happiness the younger man exuded always made his Saturdays. If only he could get Dallas to spend the night.

Laurence climbed slowly onto the bed, letting the anticipation build. He slid a finger across the bottom of Dallas’ foot, causing the sub to twitch.

“I’ve never had a lover so ticklish before,” he commented as he flicked the tip of his finger across Dallas instep, causing a strangled yelp.

“Sorry, Master,” Dallas gasped as he struggled to stay still beneath Laurence’s ministrations.

“Nothing to apologise for. I like it, actually. It makes you focus on me,” Laurence admitted. He wished he could dare send a bit of magic dancing along Dallas’ skin, but the one time he’d tried to subtly use a little, Dallas had frozen. Laurence suspected his lover had a great sensitivity to magic, so he kept it to himself.

No sense in tempting fate.

“Spread your legs farther,” Laurence ordered.

Dallas slid back and parted his thighs, which had come together at Laurence’s tickling. Moving so he lay between Dallas’ legs, Laurence lined up their bodies and rubbed their erections together. Dallas never failed to become hard in Laurence’s presence, an incredible ego boost for him. Laurence didn’t fool himself about his looks. He didn’t have the amazing beauty of his lover. He kept hold of Dallas through his ability to control his lover’s desire. If Dallas stopped believing in Laurence’s ultimate control, his sub would move on to someone else—an event Laurence never intended to allow. Something about Dallas kept Laurence interested far past the usual appeal of a gorgeous sub.

As Dallas stared up at him, his eyes full of trust and passion, Laurence felt more powerful than if he’d completed a high level spell. Control over Dallas topped mastering any magical ability. With Dallas in his bed, he didn’t need anything or anyone else.

Gentle fingers brushed across Laurence’s face. “Where did you go?” A curious smile tilted Dallas’ pink lips.

“Sorry, my mind is on a lot of things tonight.” Laurence didn’t explain what and he knew Dallas wouldn’t push. “Turn over. I need to take you hard.”

Laurence moved back so Dallas could reposition. Truthfully, he’d had his sub move face down because he was worried how much he’d reveal if he looked into Dallas’ eyes while they made love. Dallas had made it clear at the beginning that he had commitment issues. Laurence now wondered if it had anything to do with Dallas’ confession. 

He’d worry about that later. Right now he needed to claim Dallas as his own.

Snatching the lube off the side table, Laurence quickly slicked up his fingers and started pushing them inside. One finger, quickly followed by two, then he introduced a third in rapid succession.

Dallas moaned and moved into the sensation trying to get Laurence to push his fingers in deeper. “More,” he demanded.

“You forget who’s in charge, pet,” Laurence reprimanded him.

“S-sorry,” Dallas stuttered as he forced his body to be still and compliant.

Laurence grinned, happy his sub couldn’t see him. He loved it when he made it difficult for Dallas to talk.

Adding lube to his cock, he lined it up with Dallas’ hole and pushed inside. Heat surrounded him as he moved deeper, inch by inch. “Oh fuck, you feel good.”

Dallas’ body temperature burned hotter than anyone Laurence had ever had sex with before. Being welcomed into Dallas’ body rated as one of Laurence’s favourite moments in life.

“Brace yourself,” he warned.

Laurence gripped Dallas’ hips in a tight hold before sliding in and out, in slow, teasing movements.

Dallas tried to push back.

Laurence slapped him on the ass, earning him a hiss.

Satisfied his lover had relaxed enough, Laurence proceeded to pound into Dallas. He knew from experience the proper angle to make Dallas lose control and used it to his advantage. “Don’t you dare come before I do,” he threatened.

Dallas gave a soft whimper but no other words or sounds emerged.

Laurence laughed. All the expectations and worries he had during the week disappeared every Saturday when he reclaimed his lover. Dallas freed a part of Laurence he kept locked up the rest of the time. Life would be so much better if he could keep his beautiful man with him always.

His orgasm rushed through him like a jolt of electricity. Laurence let out a shout then poured into his lover. 

Damn, I forgot a condom. 

He knew he couldn’t give Dallas any diseases but his sub didn’t know that. To Dallas it would appear that Laurence had played Russian roulette with his life. 

Crap.

“Come,” he ordered. If nothing else, he could let Dallas find his release before he explained he was disease-free and begged for his forgiveness.

Dallas came on command with a shuddering cry.

Laurence helped Dallas fall to the side so he didn’t land in the wet spot on the mattress. They snuggled together before Dallas went stiff.

“You didn’t wear a condom,” Dallas said, his voice oddly empty.

“I’m not sick, I swear. I’ll find my test results in the morning.” He had fake ones in a file in his office. A sorcerer couldn’t exactly go to the local clinic and have tests done—not without surprising results.

“It’s okay. I’m healthy, too,” Dallas offered.

It took a while before Dallas relaxed in Laurence’s embrace but eventually the slim body melted against him. In a bit, Laurence would drag Dallas into the bathroom and clean up but for now they could enjoy a little snuggle.

Laurence pushed from his mind what a sap he was over his pretty sub as he pulled Dallas closer into his arms and placed a kiss on the back of his neck.

 

 


Chapter Two

 

 

 

Last night I dreamed I was chasing a pack of wolves, trying to belong.

—Edgar Cayce

 

Dallas yawned as he walked through the front door of the pack house. Exhaustion gnawed at his bones like a hungry beast. His master had put him through his paces and his back still stung from the flogger they’d eventually moved on to using. Luckily, in a few hours he would be completely healed…another reason he never stayed overnight at Laurence’s house. How could he explain the lack of marks after only a few hours? When a week went by between dates, he didn’t have to tell any lies about his fast healing. 

“Hello, Dallas. Late night?”

Dallas whipped his head around. Rolf Ballin, the pack alpha, watched him with his icy blue eyes. Immediately Dallas lowered his gaze and tipped his head to the side to show his submission to the other man’s position. He respected his guardian more than any other man on earth, barring Laurence.

The idea of choosing between them kept Dallas up at night, terrified.

“I’d sniff you but you probably reek of that human,” Rolf growled. 

Dallas swallowed hard, trying to dislodge the ball of fear building in his throat and threatening to suffocate him. He knew he smelt more like his master than usual. When Laurence had failed to wear a condom the first time they’d made love last night, he’d infused Dallas with his seed, marking him as taken. Dallas didn’t know how long the scent would last but he’d cherish it until it finally faded.

Rolf sighed. “Don’t worry. I’m not going to hurt him.”

Daring to peek up at the alpha, he was surprised to see that the larger man looked more puzzled than angry. Rolf raked his fingers through his thick, black hair as he gave Dallas a frustrated frown.

“What is it your human lover has that none of the other wolves do?” he burst out.

“What do you mean?” He couldn’t have been more surprised if his alpha had transformed into a tabby cat. “I…I’m not sure I understand.”

Rolf walked up to Dallas and tilted Dallas’ head until he was forced to look the alpha in the eyes. “I don’t believe that nonsense about forever mates, but I’ve wanted you to find a mate in the pack since you turned sixteen. I know you’ve fixated on this human, but you can do better than that.”

“B-but I love Laurence,” Dallas stuttered. His heart skipped a few beats as he realised he’d finally admitted out loud the feelings he had for his master.

Crap, he was screwed. How could he fall in love with a human?

Rolf shook his head as if he couldn’t understand Dallas’ stupidity. “I just want you to try out a few members of the pack. Have sex with two or three of them and see if you might be compatible with another wolf. I can throw a party so you can visit with any new pack members who might have joined since last time.”

Dallas convulsively shook his head. The calm he’d gained from his time with Laurence vanished beneath his alpha’s pointed stare. “I-I just told Laurence I would stay faithful.” He couldn’t break his word. He knew his master wouldn’t be forgiving if Dallas let another man have sex with him. Humans were odd about exclusivity, not to mention the thought of anyone other than Laurence touching him sexually made him slightly ill.

“You bonded with him, didn’t you?” Rolf’s voice, soft and mournful, conveyed his disappointment in his ward. 

Dallas nodded. “I-I didn’t mean to.” Panic filled him as he thought of what the alpha could do to his lover if the mood struck him.

“Relax, Dallas, I told you I’m not going to harm your lover.” Rolf stroked Dallas’ head, a move reminiscent of his master and that had the same calming effect. “I’m rather impressed you were able to keep him this long. Most humans are too curious to keep a shifter mate. Yours seems to have no curiosity at all—rather odd.”

Dallas shrugged. It wasn’t his place to question his master.

Rolf kissed him on the forehead. “Go and get some sleep, my sweet wolf. Tomorrow I have a job for you.”

“Yes, Alpha,” Dallas said. He automatically bowed to Rolf and headed to his room. Thoughts swirled around his mind as he wondered what tomorrow would bring.

 

* * * *

 

Laurence woke up knowing something was wrong. Looking around his enormous bedroom, it took him a moment to place the problem.

Dallas wasn’t there.

Once again, his sub had refused to spend the night and had evidently caught a cab back home the night before. Laurence resisted the urge to throw something as he plotted how to keep Dallas in his home. It was no longer enough to have Dallas visit and submit to him one day a week. He needed his man next to him every night, beside him in the morning, and together everywhere in between. Even if Dallas didn’t want to be a full-time lifestyle sub Laurence was determined to work something out between them. As long as his lover submitted in the bedroom, he didn’t mind if Dallas didn’t want to have Laurence control him anywhere else.

Sitting up, he snatched his cell phone off the bedside table and dialled Dallas’ number.

“Good morning, Master.” Dallas’ voice came across the line low and smoky, like a really good jazz singer. For such a slight man, he had a deep voice. Laurence knew from experience that he could get hard listening to Dallas read the business section of the paper.

“You left me.” He hadn’t meant to sound so accusatory, but it hurt. He wanted to wake up with the smaller man in his arms—surely that wasn’t too much to ask.

“I had to get home,” Dallas explained.

“I wanted to spend the day with you.” He couldn’t stop disappointment from colouring his voice. Waking up beside Dallas every day couldn’t come too soon. A quick confession about his magic then they could live happily ever after. Laurence had no doubt his wolf would accept him—he just had to get up the nerve to confess all.

“Sorry, Master.” 

Dallas’ apology settled Laurence some but it didn’t change the fact his sub didn’t currently lay beside him on the bed. Excuses weren’t going to cut it this time.

“I’ll come and pick you up at ten this morning. I want to take you to breakfast—be ready.” He didn’t generally do mornings, but damn it—he wanted Dallas by his side the entire damn weekend. He wished he could just tie the man to his bed and keep him there.

“N-no. I’ll come to you.” He could hear the panic in his sub’s voice.

“Dallas, if I’m going to be part of your life. I have to meet your family sometime,” Laurence insisted. “Don’t they know you’re gay?”

For the first time he wondered if Dallas hadn’t come out to his family. That would explain a lot of things. 

A soft sigh came across the phone. “Yes, Master, they know. I’ll be ready for you when you come.” Dallas rattled off his address. 

Laurence’s eyebrows rose at the location. He knew people who owned houses in that part of town—rich people. Maybe there was more than one reason his lover had fears about introducing Laurence to his family. He made good money as a judge, but even he didn’t have the funds for that neighbourhood.

Shaking his head, he went to get dressed. Laurence wouldn’t shame his sub with a shabby appearance.

 

* * * *

 

An hour later, Laurence pulled up in front of a mansion that appeared to take up most of the entire block along with several acres of land. A set of ornate iron gates blocked the drive and a guardhouse squatted by the entrance, manned by a large, uniformed guard.

He felt an insane urge to snatch Dallas away from the cold mansion. Pulling up beside the guardhouse, Laurence looked into the emotionless grey eyes of the guard.

“State your business,” the man demanded.

“I’m here to pick up Dallas.”

The guard looked him over critically. “You’re Dallas’ man?”

“Yes.” There were several things he wasn’t sure about in his relationship with Dallas, but belonging with his sub wasn’t one of them.

“Hmmm.”

Without another word, the guard went back into the guardhouse and flipped a switch. 

The gate swung open.

With a nod to the guard, Laurence followed the road to the enormous house. There was no sign of Dallas. Laurence shook his head. Of course Dallas wouldn’t be sitting there, waiting for him outside like a lost puppy. His lover would be inside somewhere.

As he climbed the steps then rang the doorbell, Laurence wondered who else he might encounter in the mansion. Was Dallas one of several beautiful, well-behaved children? Or was he a lonely, unloved, single child rambling around in the huge house? Funnily enough, Laurence couldn’t come up with any scenarios in between.

He certainly didn’t expect the hard-eyed dominant who opened the door.

The man gave him a thorough onceover as if he were measuring Laurence for his coffin and was dubious about the fit. “I don’t know what Dallas sees in you but he’s packing a bag for the weekend. Make sure he gets home on time. I hate it when he runs late for class—it makes him a wreck.” The stranger waved Laurence inside without any sort of introduction. He wondered if the man thought Dallas had told him about his life and the people in it. Everyone certainly seemed to know who Laurence was. 

“And you are?” Obviously someone who knew about Laurence’s nervousness, maybe even took advantage of it.

“I’m Rolf, his al…guardian. I’ve watched over him since he was sixteen.” The tone had a challenge in it Laurence couldn’t let slide.

“I look out for him now.” The words slipped out before he could stop them but he didn’t take them back. Laurence wouldn’t be cowed by this dangerous looking man. The more he thought about it, the more he considered keeping his lover. Dallas didn’t belong in this sterile mansion with its scowling inhabitant. Dallas belonged with him. Laurence had never been so certain of anything in his life. Now he only had to convince Dallas to stay with him and never leave.

“Don’t even think about keeping him,” Rolf said as if reading Laurence’s mind. “I expect Dallas here Sunday night. If he’s late, I’ll come and find him.” 

The temptation to cast a spell and make the man forget Dallas had ever existed tingled Laurence’s fingertips. He could do it. Only a small thread of ethics prevented him from acting upon his urges—a thread he felt tempted to snap in order to claim his sub.

Laurence stepped up to confront the man but a change in Rolf’s expression grabbed his attention. The hard look vanished to be replaced by a look of such love that Laurence turned around to see who could’ve caused the expression. His heart slammed against his chest as Dallas scurried down the stairs.

“Hey, you made it.” The nervous look Dallas shot between Laurence and Rolf enforced Laurence’s silent vow to rescue his sub from the mansion. His boy should never look that nervous outside a scene while waiting to see what Laurence would do next. 

Laurence watched carefully as the brutally cold man of moments ago transformed into a concerned mother hen, quickly moving to Dallas’ side and interrogating him. “Did you get a change of clothes and your study books? You know you need to work on your Irish history paper this weekend in order to raise your grade to an ‘A’.”

“Yes, Rolf. I even packed a toothbrush.” Dallas’ amused tone told Laurence that Rolf didn’t make Dallas nervous—the situation did.

Rolf’s arctic blue gaze settled on Laurence. “See that you bring him home in one piece.”

The man deserved to be punched, he really did. Laurence resisted the urge…barely.

“Umm…” Dallas stepped closer to his guardian and messed with the zipper on the man’s expensive cashmere pullover. “I was hoping I could spend the week with Laurence.”

Laurence watched with more than a little amusement as Dallas used obvious manipulative ploys, ones that would have resulted in his master tanning his ass, on his very susceptible guardian.

“Why?” Rolf spoke like he was shoving the words through gritted teeth.

“Because I thought you’d want me out of the way while you’re finalising your wedding plans.” 

Dallas’ logic worked for Laurence.

“Excellent idea, Dallas.” A female voice spoke from the stairs. “I know the details bore you and you’d be much happier with your man.”

Even Laurence, who wasn’t an expert on females, could see the tension in the woman’s eyes when she looked at Dallas standing next to Rolf. It didn’t take a genius to see that the woman would like to yank Dallas away and scratch Rolf’s eyes out for looking at him, but maybe he was projecting.

“Really?” Poor, oblivious Dallas gave the woman one of his sunny smiles. 

“This is Mila Strand, my fiancée. Mila, this is Laurence Campas, Dallas’ man.” Rolf introduced with an obvious lack of enthusiasm over the both of them.

Mila nodded to Laurence like a queen greeting her unworthy subjects. An aura of animosity surrounded her as she gave him a polite smile. 

“Nice to meet you,” Laurence said coolly. He couldn’t think of anything to say to a woman who had just seen her future husband fawning over another person. Although he didn’t think Rolf saw Dallas in a romantic light, it still had to hurt to see his obvious affection for someone not his future spouse. 

His empathy for the woman vanished when their gazes met and the cold calculation in Mila’s eyes made him want to snatch Dallas away to safety. She had the look of someone willing to remove anything or anyone in her path, and right now her path ran right through Dallas.

“I could keep him for a few weeks if it would help,” Laurence offered. Maybe if he delayed enough, Rolf wouldn’t notice when he never returned Dallas. How his slim sub got ‘in the way’ in a mansion this size Laurence didn’t know, but if it helped keep Dallas in his bed, he would support the obviously scheming woman. 

“No,” Rolf snapped. “One week is enough. He has obligations next week. I’ll need him home. As it is, I’m letting him out of some wedding stuff to go with you.”

“Yeah!” Dallas turned and threw himself into Laurence’s arms. Luckily, he was used to his lover’s impulsive behaviour and caught him. Any other submissive would’ve received a lecture on decorum. He couldn’t force the words past his lips as Dallas said giddily, “You get to keep me for a week.”

“One day I will get to keep you always,” Laurence whispered, setting his lover back on his feet. Apparently his brain-to-mouth filter had broken.

A shadow passed across his lover’s beautiful face. “That would be nice.” From his tone, Dallas didn’t sound as if he thought that the time would ever come. 

Laurence brushed away the thought.

“Enjoy your time, Dallas. I’ll see you later.” Rolf walked over and kissed Dallas on the top of the head in an affectionate paternal gesture. Dallas didn’t acknowledge the kiss at all, telling Laurence stronger than words that it was a common occurrence.

“Yes, in one week.” Mila stepped forward and placed a hand on Rolf’s shoulder. He stepped from beneath her touch. Picking up Dallas’ bag, Rolf led them out the door. 

Rolf examined Laurence’s car from hood to trunk before opening the passenger door and carefully tucking Dallas inside. He came back around to Laurence’s side to have a final word.

“Dallas is precious to my family. If you do anything—and I mean anything—that hurts him, they will never find all the pieces of your body.” A business card was crammed into Laurence’s hand. “Call me if Dallas needs anything.”

With those chilling parting words, Laurence slipped into the car.

“Rolf isn’t really that scary,” Dallas confided from the passenger seat as Laurence started up the car. “He’s just protective. He’s been looking after me for years.”

“Yeah, he seems like a nice guy,” Laurence agreed. 

For a serial killer.

Trying not to speed like he was breaking out of the nut house, Laurence pulled out of the drive. He didn’t breathe until they drove through the iron gates.

Holy crap.

 

Dallas bounced in the passenger’s seat. He couldn’t believe Rolf had agreed to let him go for a week. He knew that Mila was happy to get him out of there. The woman didn’t like him or the time Rolf ‘wasted’ on trying to guide Dallas’ future. If only he could stay with Laurence forever. The older man was everything Dallas was looking for in a partner, except for the lack of a wolf side. If Laurence were a shape shifter, too, Dallas would’ve moved in with him on their second date. 

As much as he would never want to give up his wolf half, for a brief moment Dallas wondered what it would be like to be human and free to stay with his lover through a full moon. To stay curled up in his man’s arms and not worry about shifting and tearing the sheets.

“What are you thinking about?” Laurence’s tone demanded an answer.

Anyone else asking such an intrusive question, Dallas would brush off, but not his master.

“I was wishing I could stay with you longer,” Dallas confessed. He hoped Laurence didn’t think he was hinting about living together—it was more of a wish without any basis in reality.

He got a sideways look for his trouble. Relationships with humans were in some ways more difficult than wolves. At least with wolves you knew where you stood.

“Me too. What kind of hold does that man have on you?” Laurence asked.

“What man?” Somewhere during his daydreaming, he’d lost track of the conversation.

“Rolf. Why do you do what he says?”

“He’s my guardian.” Dallas frowned as he tried to understand the question. Why wouldn’t he do what Rolf asked? Wolves followed their alpha.

“You’re old enough to take care of yourself,” Laurence declared. His hands gripped the steering wheel tight enough to squeak the leather.

Not for a wolf. 

A twenty-five year old human was considered an adult but a werewolf at that age still needed guidance. His control issues made him dangerous. Dallas couldn’t be allowed to live on his own until he was at least fifty. By then, Laurence could be dead. 

“Not in my family.” Dallas gave Laurence a smile, hoping to distract his lover from their conversation. “I owe Rolf a lot. He took me in when my parents died.”

“How did they die?”

Dallas sniffed back tears at the memory. Werewolf hunters had sneaked into their house in the middle of the night and had slaughtered his birth pack. Sometimes at night he could still hear their screams from his hiding spot under the stairs. He used to like to hide there and sleep in the cramped quarters, a weird quirk that had saved his life. It had taken Rolf nearly two years to stop Dallas from sleeping in the coat closet beneath the mansion stairs.

“Car accident,” Dallas forced the lie through his lips. It hurt to hide the truth from his master but some secrets he had to keep even from the man he loved.

“I’m sorry, pet.” Laurence patted Dallas’ leg. “But I still don’t like how he looks at you.” 

Dallas laughed until he saw Laurence’s face. His master wasn’t kidding. 

“Rolf doesn’t want me, not like you think. He just wants me to find the right partner. He keeps trying to set me up with different men. I told him you were my m…partner and that we were exclusive,” Dallas offered.

Damn, he’d almost said mate. He needed to watch his words. Nothing gave a werekin up quicker than throwing around words like mate. Maybe if he was lucky his master hadn’t noticed.

Laurence’s grip tightened on the wheel. “When did you tell him this?”

Dallas tilted his head as he looked at his lover. The peppery scent of anger filled the car as Dallas tried to feel his way carefully around the minefield their conversation had become. “Yesterday.”

“And you think he’ll respect your wishes and stop trying to fix you up?”

“Of course.” It had never occurred to Dallas that Rolf might have different ideas. “He’s getting married. That’ll keep him busy for a while.” Hopefully Rolf would be too distracted by his marriage to try to find a mate for Dallas.

Oddly enough, Master Laurence didn’t appear calmed by that observation. “He wouldn’t be the first married man who had some action on the side.”

Dallas laughed. He couldn’t help it. You couldn’t hide an affair in a wolf pack. Scent alone would give you away. Everyone would smell the alpha on Dallas if he allowed that to happen. Not to mention Mila would rip Dallas apart. 

Besides, Dallas wouldn’t interfere even if he could. Shifters needed those mating bonds to strengthen ties against a predominately human world. It made Dallas’ fascination with Laurence all the more puzzling to his pack.

How could he explain that when he’d first seen his master, his heart had pounded, his cock had hardened and his wolf had rolled over to show his belly? Laurence was everything Dallas needed and he desperately wanted to belong to the man, even though he knew it couldn’t be long term. As much as he adored Laurence, there was no future for a wolf and a human. Their time together had an expiration date, but Dallas wasn’t going to focus on that. For now, he was going to enjoy their time together.


Chapter Three

 

 

 

Only a mountain has lived long enough to listen objectively to the howl of a wolf.

—Aldo Leopold

 

Laurence escorted Dallas into his apartment, unaccountably nervous. It wasn’t as if the younger man had never been to his place. They always ended up at Laurence’s condo, but this was the first time Dallas had agreed to stay.

 Millions of questions ran through his mind about Dallas’ upbringing and the people in the huge mansion, but one look at his werekin’s brilliant eyes and all he could think about was stripping him down and having his way.

No one else had ever got to him like Dallas. Ever. They could eat later. He needed to reconnect with his sub right now before he lost the little control he’d gathered during their short car ride home.

“Strip.” He made sure to add a crack of command to his voice. His lover responded best if he knew Laurence had control of the situation. Dallas didn’t like not knowing who was in charge, probably a result of growing up beneath his stern-eyed guardian.

Laurence planned to do some research on this Rolf and find out what kind of power he had over his sweet Dallas. There was something off about the man, and there was no way he would return Dallas to a bad situation. If he had to use magical persuasion to get the man to see things Laurence’s way, he would. Ethics and morals could be bent like a twisty tie in order to keep Dallas.

With a small smile, Dallas quickly removed his clothes then folded them before carefully placing them on the chair in the entryway.

“While you’re at my house, I expect you to be naked unless I tell you otherwise. Do you have any problem with this rule?” He planned to start as he meant to go on. Covering Dallas’ body should be listed as a crime against humanity. The sub’s muscles were outlined in fine detail, with little fat on Dallas’ sleek form. 

Dallas shook his head so fast Laurence was surprised he didn’t hear a crack. “No, Master, I don’t have a problem with that rule.”

“Good. You have nothing to be ashamed of.” Despite his physical beauty, it wasn’t his looks that kept Laurence attached to his sub. The devotion in Dallas’ gaze and the obvious affection he held for Laurence made all the difference.

In the past he’d had his share of boys who had been willing to do anything to live in a nice place and enjoy Laurence’s luxurious lifestyle. A few had wanted to become permanent fixtures. However, Laurence could always tell they had been more interested in his wallet than himself. With Dallas there wasn’t that fear. He could see in his sub’s eyes that if Laurence had lived in a small apartment with only a few dollars to his name, Dallas would’ve been just as happy. Not once in the time they’d been together had his submissive ever asked Laurence for anything. Not an object, not money, not a sexual favour. Dallas was a true submissive. He always displayed perfect faith in his master to provide anything he needed. Laurence approved of that outlook.

“This will be different than our other sessions. For the first time I have the ability to keep you here for several days at a time. I’m going to push you further than I’ve ever pushed you before. I might plug you and tie you and not let you come for days,” Laurence warned. He didn’t want Dallas to think he’d take it easy on him. The idea of to having Dallas to himself for an entire week made Laurence’s hands shake. Like a kid in a candy store, he didn’t know what to take a bite of first.

Dallas gave a soft whimper.

Laurence grabbed Dallas’ chin between his fingers and forced his sub to meet his eyes. 

“You are mine. Look at me,” he said when Dallas tried to avert his gaze.

The pulse in Dallas’ throat battered at the base. He could see Dallas was supremely uncomfortable with that order. “I can’t,” he whispered.

“You can because I told you to,” Laurence insisted. Had that bastard of a guardian taught Dallas not to meet another man’s eyes?

Reluctantly, with glacial speed, Dallas looked into his master’s eyes. The sub’s entire body trembled with the effort, as if he were waiting to be struck down by lightning or maybe punched.

“Dallas, does your guardian hit you?” Laurence used his calmest voice, the one he used when he was trying to get a sub down from a natural high.

Dallas gasped. “No! Why would you ask that?”

“Are you sure? I’m asking because you seem afraid to meet my eyes.” He’d hunt down Rolf if he had to. Dallas should never be afraid of anything.

“Oh, no, Master. It’s just…” Dallas looked away before he mustered the courage to meet Laurence’s gaze again. “I mean no disrespect to you. It’s hard for a submissive to meet his master’s eyes.”

But it wasn’t really. Laurence had had many subs meet his gaze over the years. “All right, we’ll let the matter drop. However, whenever I’m directly addressing you, I want you to look me in the eyes. Understand?”

Dallas gave a definite, if reluctant, nod. “I’ll try, Master.”

“Don’t try. Do. There will be consequences if you forget.” Some things he would let his shy lover avoid, but this wasn’t one of them.

He saw Dallas’ throat move as if he was swallowing back his fear. Good thing Dallas didn’t know about Laurence’s true nature. A sorcerer had to be careful who he shared that information with. 

He’d grown cautious after a third lover had tried to kill Laurence in his sleep and steal his magic. Although it had only hurt a little, he’d lost his temper at the man’s gall. It had taken days to get the spot off his floor. 

No, it was best to keep his sweet boy in the dark for a while longer. He didn’t want to frighten Dallas.

Dallas’ stomach growled.

“Hmm, maybe we’d best eat something first.” A scene wouldn’t go well if his lover’s stomach took centre stage. Dallas had a healthy appetite. Although his lover’s body tended towards lean, the man ate enough food for a battalion of soldiers. Laurence had no idea where Dallas put it all. Laurence only ate enough food to keep people from asking uncomfortable questions, since sorcerers subsisted on the magic around them. 

“I think I’ve got some roast beef in the fridge. Why don’t you make us some sandwiches? I’m going to check my email real quick while you do so. Come find me when they’re done.” It would give Laurence time to calm himself before their lovemaking. He had to at least give the illusion of control if he planned to keep Dallas’ respect.

Dallas nodded. When Laurence left him, he was happily humming as he pulled items out of the refrigerator. He didn’t need to know that Laurence had purposely stocked the fridge with all of Dallas’ favourite foods. Well, at least the ones he’d seen Dallas eat and enjoy. His lover wasn’t over often enough for him to know all of his favourites, but soon he’d be able to discover Dallas’ secrets and maybe convince him to stay forever.

Walking to his office, he momentarily paused in the doorway. As he continued to his desk, he didn’t betray his knowledge of the intruder by so much as a flicker of his eyelids. 

“How long is he going to be here?” a soft voice asked.

Laurence walked to his seat and plopped down on the leather cushion. He clasped his hands together and set them on the desk to prevent them from shaking. The next few minutes would determine his future. He needed to get the intruder out of there before Dallas discovered they had company.

“A week. What are you doing here, Nate?”

Please say you’re just passing through. 

He didn’t need the complications of family to scare off Dallas, not when he finally had his sub where he wanted him. 

A man dressed in a black cloak stepped forward as if he had to physically tear himself away from the darkness in order to come closer. As his visitor shoved back his hood, Laurence tried unsuccessfully to hold back a gasp. 

“What happened?” He hoped his tone sounded more curious than appalled, but his brother’s sharp laughter told him he hadn’t been very successful.

“I got the bad side of a witch spell,” Nate said. The shadows made his usually gaunt face spookier. The new claw marks across his cheekbones in vivid red spoke of a fierce battle. “She called a harpy to protect her.”

“Who was it?” Witch attacks needed to be reported. Any witch using magic against another being without provocation could be brought to justice.

“Mary Neeves,” Nate said ominously.

Crap!

“Why did you make the witch queen angry with you?” Mary Neeves ranked as one of the most powerful witches on the planet.

“You know that boy you prosecuted last week?”

“The one in trouble for baiting zombies?” It had been a particularly gruesome crime where the kid had lured zombies into a swamp with bits of human body parts hanging from a string. The zombies had to be fished out and laid to rest.

“Yeah. She says he was framed and until you change your sentence, I’m harpy bait.” Nate shrugged as if the matter didn’t bother him but Laurence saw the panic in his brother’s eyes.

“So, because her great-grandson can’t behave, she’s going to punish you?”

Nate nodded. “She’s a vindictive witch.”

“She’s going to be an ex-witch if she thinks she can get away with that,” Laurence growled. He hated it when powerful people abused their position. He’d fought against magical corruption all his life and rarely was he rewarded.

“You think you can fight her?” Nate shook his head. “You know none of her witchkin will go against her. They’re all terrified of her power.”

“She needs to be taught a lesson. No one is above the law.” There would be no point in laws if they made exceptions for everyone who felt free to break them. 

“She’ll kill you,” Nate said, paling. “I think she’s spell mad. Her eyes didn’t look as if anyone was home.”

That accusation concerned Laurence. Some witches became so powerful that casting spells gave them a high—like taking a really good drug. If Mary Neeves had given in to the addiction, she could be even more dangerous than usual because her normal parameters of caution would be completely missing.

“I’ll be careful, but I’ve got to talk to her before that damn harpy takes the rest of you out.” Nate didn’t have the ability to fight a witch. Born without magic, Nate knew the basics of magical spells without the juice to bring them to life. Nate studied magical theory and history and often served as Laurence’s advisor. However, he didn’t have the power to protect himself against a mad witch.

“I’d better take precautions. I’ll take the gargoyles with me,” Laurence added.

“I didn’t know they accepted work outside the courthouse.” Nate shook his head. “Even with stone soldiers, I don’t know if that’ll be enough.”

If she’s spell mad, she’ll need to be tested…

“Are you even listening to me?” Nate shouted. “She’s furious you jailed her great-grandson. She’s going to kill you.”

Laurence sighed. He could feel a brand new, shiny headache making his head throb and the lights sparkle unnaturally bright. “I heard what you said. I can’t let her run around threatening people, especially my relatives. If she feels free attacking you today, who will she think it’s okay to attack tomorrow?”

Nate threw himself into one of Laurence’s winged-back chairs, frustration evident on his face. “I understand where you’re coming from, Laur, I really do, but she’s strong—super strong—and I’m worried.”

Laurence couldn’t dismiss his brother’s concern. Nate didn’t generally worry about things. If his brother thought the witch would be a problem, Laurence had better listen.

“What do you want me to do?” he asked. “I can pull her in for having a harpy attack you, but unless there are other witnesses…”

“I know, I know.” Nate paced the floor running his fingers through his hair. “The harpy came at me alone and told me who gave her the assignment. I killed her, so you can’t even compel her to give evidence.”

His ability to force a confession made Laurence one of the most formidable judges in the city. Unfortunately, even he couldn’t get a confession from the dead. He didn’t have any necromancy skills.

“The ball’s in her court. If she tries something else, we’ll have her.” Memories of the night before made Laurence ask, “Have you heard about any vampires being in town?”

Nate stopped in his tracks. “Vampires? No. Why?”

“One came by the club the other night. He seemed interested in Dallas.” Laurence gritted his teeth over the memory of the vampire’s hand touching his sub.

“Hmm. I don’t know if Mary has any vampire connections. I can put out feelers and ask around if you’d like,” Nate offered.

“Please do.” Laurence frowned as he tried to put together a group of random events to make sense. Vampires tended to keep to themselves. To have one wander into a busy club didn’t make any sense—especially since the vamp didn’t appear interested in anyone else, even for a drink. It would make more sense if Mary had paid him to make Laurence worry.

“Do you mind if I crash here?” Nate asked. “That witch is still gunning for me.”

“But I’ve only got Dallas for a week,” he complained. Even as he said the words, he knew he’d have to help his brother. Witches didn’t give up, and they yearned for his power. The sisterhood of witches and especially their leader, Mary Neeves, were magic hungry, and as much as they swore to be one with nature, accidents often happened to the magical creatures around them.

“Is that the name of the boy in the other room?” Nate gave his brother a knowing look. “He’s pretty, but pretty boys are a dime a dozen.”

“Not this one and he’s not a boy. He’s well of age.” Laurence scowled. “Dallas is my heart-bound.”

“No!” Nate denied. “He can’t be. He’s not a sorcerer.”

“He’s mine!” Laurence’s magic flared up and his hands began to glow.

Nate stepped back. “Down, brother. Keep control. I’ll not hurt your chosen.”

Fury raged through Laurence. The thought of anyone harming his sub made magic burn through him with a bonfire’s heat.

“What’s wrong?” Dallas spoke from the doorway. Before Laurence could answer, Dallas quickly entered the room and stood protectively between Laurence and Nate. He had never seen his sub show even a sliver of aggression before. 

“This is my brother, Nate,” he explained, putting a soothing hand on Dallas’ shoulder. Luckily he’d stopped glowing so his sub didn’t see his magic openly displayed.

“Oh.” Dallas immediately dropped to his knees before Laurence. “I’m sorry. I didn’t know you had a visitor.” 

Laurence watched Dallas’ bowed head for a moment. “How did you know someone was in here with me?”

“I-I heard you talking.”

For a moment Laurence thought Dallas was going to say something else but his lover kept his head bowed so Laurence couldn’t see his expression. “Look at me!” he demanded.

Dallas’ head snapped up at his master’s command. For a second, his sub’s eyes glowed.

“Oh, crap,” Nate whispered. “He’s not human.”

A flash of fear crossed Dallas’ beautiful face. Laurence could see the need to flee in the tremble of Dallas’ muscles and the twitch of his left eye.

Laurence plunged his fingers into Dallas’ hair, holding him still. “No. Don’t run. We need to talk.” How had he not seen it before? Had his infatuation overcome his magical sense? 

“What are you?” Nate asked, his expression fascinated as he watched Dallas struggle with the urge to run.

“Back off, Nate. Go wait for us in the living room. I need a moment alone with Dallas.” He wouldn’t ask his sub to bare his soul in front of a stranger.

“Are you sure I should leave you alone with him?” Nate asked with a cautious eye on Dallas.

“It’s not the first time we’ve spent time together.” Laurence tried to keep his voice calm as he held onto Dallas with only his voice and a firm hand. Dallas could break free if he wanted to, but he remained passively still beneath Laurence’s touch. 

Most people didn’t consider Laurence to be a particularly affectionate person. They’d be surprised at how much he would do for his beautiful man. Even having lived for five hundred years, he’d only truly loved a handful of people. Each time, he’d had to leave them when they could no longer handle growing old while he remained young. If his boy had supernatural genetics, they might be able to stay together much longer. Joy flowed through him.

“What are you?” Laurence asked, not beating around the bush.

Dallas refused to meet his eyes and stubbornly shook his head. 

This would be a harder task than he’d expected. “Okay, how about I go first? I’m a sorcerer,” he confessed.

Dallas moved quicker than the human eye. Before Laurence could blink twice, his lover was standing on the other side of the room, panic making his breathing loud.

Laurence slammed the office door shut and locked it with a wave of his hand. He couldn’t have Dallas leaving before they finished their conversation. He refused to lose his lover before he discovered Dallas’ true nature, and he didn’t want to lose it even then. They’d have a long discussion about keeping secrets after this.

“D-don’t kill m-me, please, Master.” 

Dallas’ fear cut him to the quick.

“When in our relationship have I ever harmed you?” Laurence demanded. “Have I ever done anything against your wishes?”

Dallas took long slow breaths as if he was trying to regain his calm. “No.”

“No what?” Laurence snapped.

Dallas dropped to his knees. “No, Master.”

“That’s right. I’m your master, and you’ve been keeping things from me, too, haven’t you.” Laurence relaxed on familiar ground. They could get through this. Once they finished confession time they could move on to salvaging their relationship. Laurence wouldn’t allow for any other outcome.

He stood up. He couldn’t let Dallas find any weakness in him. He had a feeling his werekin would only respond to a strong man at this moment. “What are you?” he asked again. “And why didn’t you tell me?”

“I-I’m sorry but they weren’t my secrets to share.” Dallas refused to meet his gaze and didn’t say anything further.

Laurence marched across the room and forced Dallas’ chin up so he could look into his sub’s gorgeous, deceitful eyes. “Then you should’ve gotten permission to tell me. Unless you didn’t expect to stay with me long enough for it to be a problem.” That thought cut Laurence to the quick. Although he had been planning a long-term relationship with Dallas, maybe his feelings weren’t returned.

“Oh, no, that isn’t it at all.” Dallas shook his head vigorously denying the accusation. “I was going to ask Rolf if I could tell you everything, but I thought it would be better to wait until after the wedding. He’s been temperamental lately.” 

“Marrying someone you don’t want to, tends to make people cranky,” Laurence remarked.

Dallas’ forehead scrunched into little lines as he considered Laurence’s words. “You don’t think he wants to get married?”

“Not to his fiancée. But I don’t care about him. Answer my question. What are you?” He felt a bit stupid not having known his lover had paranormal abilities, but Dallas had purposely hidden them from him and didn’t give off the right vibes for a magic wielder.

“Step back, please,” Dallas requested in a shaky voice.

Uncertain and more than a little nervous, Laurence moved away from his lover.

A flash of light blinded him. When he finally blinked enough to clear his vision, a brown wolf stood where his beautiful Dallas had kneeled before. The animal’s powerful frame and crystal blue eyes were like something out of a wildlife film. 

“You’re beautiful in any form, aren’t you?” Laurence walked over to the wolf, hoping he wasn’t about to lose a hand. Tentatively, he reached out and brushed the wolf’s soft ears with the tips of his fingers. The fur had a rougher texture than he’d expected. Laurence laughed in relief when the beast nuzzled against him. In either form his lover yearned for his master’s touch.

“Shift back,” he demanded.

Another light flashed in the room and a kneeling man replaced the wolf.

It took a minute for Laurence to gather his words together to form a sentence. 

“Is Rolf your alpha?” Laurence concentrated on pulling from his brain fragments of conversations he’d had in the past about shifters. Sadly, he’d rarely had contact with werekin…or at least he thought he hadn’t. Now he wondered how many people in his life weren’t quite what they appeared. After all, if he couldn’t spot a difference about his lover of nine months, what else could he have missed?

Dallas nodded but didn’t look up to meet Laurence’s eyes.

Rolf’s behaviour made more sense now. The alpha had probably protected Dallas for his entire childhood. Alphas were notoriously possessive about their pack. “Why would you hide this from me? Look at me!”

Dallas tentatively peered at Laurence through his dark bangs. “I thought you were human,” he said as if that explained everything.

“Don’t sorcerers smell differently?” He would’ve thought he’d have a different scent than a human. Laurence didn’t know if he should be offended or not.

“I just thought you smelt good because you were my mate,” Dallas explained. A gasp escaped his lips and he turned three shades paler than his normal colour.

Laurence could tell his sub wanted to yank the words back. Joy filled Laurence as he realised the implications of his lover’s words. A werekin would never leave anyone he considered his mate. “I’m your mate?”

A barely there nod was his only response, as if Dallas thought by avoiding the actual words he could ignore the implications.

“Then you should be here with me every night!” Laurence snapped, scowling at his sub. How could Dallas think being apart was acceptable? He didn’t care if Dallas had been trying to protect him from the truth. He wanted his lover with him every night. “Mates sleep together.”

“I can’t take the chance of shifting when the moon is full and hurting you,” Dallas argued. “I’m still young for a werekin and my control isn’t the best.”

“Trust me,” Laurence demanded. “I can protect myself, there’s no reason for you not to live with me. Is there?” He wouldn’t back down. His boy didn’t belong at that pack house with a stone-faced guardian, an unfriendly woman and armed guards. Laurence could keep them both safe.

Dallas didn’t respond right away.

“Is there?” Laurence asked impatiently.

“May I stand, Master?” Dallas asked in a hesitant voice.

“Yes.” Curiosity had Laurence stepping back to allow Dallas room to climb to his feet. 

He walked over to the window, avoiding Laurence’s eyes. “In wolf years, I’m really young,” Dallas began. Laurence caught a quick look in his direction but didn’t interrupt. “My control varies and fades almost completely the closer it gets to the full moon. If I attack, I might not be able to…” He broke off as if his next words were too painful to speak.

“I understand. You don’t trust me,” Laurence replied. His sub’s slim form held the power of a wolf. He respected Dallas’ strength but his magic would protect him even against his beautiful lover.

Dallas shook his head. “It’s not about trust. I don’t know if my wolf will recognise you when I’m under the moon’s persuasion even if you are my mate.”

“Oh, I’m your mate.” Laurence’s attraction to Dallas made perfect sense only if they were mates. “Wizards might not have mates, not like wolves, but we take our commitments very seriously.”

So seriously that most wizards didn’t even try for any type of relationship. Bonding to a magic wielder had its own set of problems.

Dallas wouldn’t look at him.

Laurence sighed. “I’m more than capable of freezing you in a bubble if you try to attack me in wolf form.”

“Really?” Hope glowed on Dallas’ face.

“Yes. How many sorcerers do you know?” Laurence asked.

Dallas’ brow wrinkled. “Is your brother a sorcerer?”

“No.”

“Then…one. I know one.”

Laurence smiled. “So you’ll have to believe me when I tell you I’m the perfect partner for a young wolf who has control issues.”

Dallas laughed. “You are, are you?”

“Yes.” Laurence wrapped his arms around his lover until they had body contact from toes to chest and all the delicious parts in between. With silent spell, Laurence stripped them both naked.

“Wow. I can see all kinds of possibilities.”

Laurence kissed his sub, trying to convey all his passion and commitment in that one embrace. He didn’t want any doubts about their compatibility living in Dallas’ head. When he finally lifted his lips, he enjoyed the befuddled expression on Dallas’ face.

“You are mine just like I’m yours. We might have a relationship not everyone understands, but as long as it works for us, that’s all that’s important. Now—is there anything you want to say before your spanking?”

Dallas’ dreamy expression faded. “My what?”

“You not only withheld important information from me, but you doubted my ability to take care of you and meet your needs.” Laurence let his tone convey his disappointment. 

“But you didn’t tell me you were a sorcerer,” Dallas protested.

Laurence nodded. “That is true, which is why I’m only going to give you ten swats instead of twenty.”

“But…”

“Once you learned I was a sorcerer, you should’ve shown better confidence in your mate. A minimum of ten spankings.” He grabbed Dallas by the wrist and led him over to the armless chair with the high back. Laurence sat first then released Dallas.

“I don’t think I deserve ten swats.” Dallas set his mouth in a mutinous line.

“As you don’t get to choose the punishment, I’m not really concerned. Over my lap now, or I’ll add five more.”

Laurence waited. Not by a twitch did he convey the battle going inside. Part of him wanted to grab the stubborn shifter and throw him over his knees, and the other half wanted to let the whole thing go. Sadly, if he let this go unchallenged, he knew he’d lose some of the respect of Dallas’ wolf. In order to prove he could be an alpha to his mate, he needed to assert his command over him.

He could see the battle waging inside Dallas before the sub walked to Laurence’s side and gracefully draped himself over Laurence’s knees.

“That’s a good boy,” Laurence praised. He rubbed Dallas’ tight ass a few times to build up suspense and to cherish the feel of bare skin beneath his palm. “Count for me.”

After rubbing Dallas’ hard globes a few more times he raised his hand high then slammed his palm against Dallas’ ass.

“One,” Dallas hissed.

Laurence’s palm ached from the slap but he didn’t hold back. Two through five went quickly. He varied six and seven to the top of Dallas’ thighs.

“Eight,” Dallas said with a broken sob.

“Almost there, my sweet wolf,” Laurence promised. He finished the last two in rapid succession, eager to finish the punishment and go directly to the making up.

“Nine… Ten.”

“Good, so good.” Laurence carefully turned Dallas over and cradled him on his lap. A soft hiss from Dallas brought a smile to his lips. “Sore?”

“You know I am.” Dallas’ petulant tone should’ve had Laurence promising a harder spanking next time, but joy filled him instead.

“You will stay with me from now on and only return to your pack house for runs and pack events. Understand?”

Dallas nodded.

“Good.”

Laurence stood, lifting Dallas as he went. Walking over to the rug by the fireplace, he carefully laid Dallas on the soft surface.

“After you rest a bit I’ll remind you how good it feels to be fucked after your ass is warmed.”

“You’re not mad at me anymore?” Dallas asked in a small voice.

“No, babe. That’s in the past. You took your punishment and now we’re going to move forward. Agreed?”

Dallas nodded. “Agreed.”

The small smile he granted Laurence made him feel like a king. A knock at the door drew his attention away from Dallas.

“What?” he snapped.

“Papa wolf came to visit and he wants his pup.” His brother’s voice, muffled through the door, brought added tension to the room.

“Damn.” Dallas’ quiet curse said it all.

Laurence said a fast spell to dress them before he walked over to unlock the door. 

His brother’s serious expression told him they’d better not mess around. He motioned for Dallas to join them and the trio headed towards the living room where Nate had left Rolf and Mila waiting. He heard Dallas’ footsteps behind him.

“What’s wrong?” Dallas asked. He wisely didn’t go to his alpha’s side but stayed obediently a step behind and to Laurence’s right.

“I did some research on your lover there. He’s a sorcerer!” Rolf snarled, his sharp, white canines flashing in the hall lights.

Dallas nodded. “He just told me.” His calm tone enraged the alpha further if the glowing eyes were any indication.

“Did he also tell you that sorcerers use shifters as their familiars by trapping them in cages?” Rolf growled, his wolf close to the surface. Laurence tensed, waiting for Rolf to completely transform while he worried he’d have to harm his sub’s alpha. Dallas might consider it poor behaviour for Laurence to kill Rolf. 

Laurence glanced over to his sub. The carefully expressionless look Dallas sent him broke Laurence’s heart. “I would never do that to you, Dallas, you have to believe me.”

Relief struck him when his Dallas’ posture relaxed. “I do.” Those softly spoken words of support meant more to Laurence than any he’d ever heard before. 

Dallas dared to step closer to him. Laurence quickly wrapped an arm around Dallas’ shoulders, cuddling him close.

“If he were going to capture a werekin for magic, he’d pick a stronger wolf,” Nate scoffed at the alpha. “He wouldn’t pick a puppy when he could capture bigger game.” Nate’s pointed look at Rolf said more than words who he thought a better choice would be.

“I’ve learned to keep out of cages,” Rolf responded.

“We were worried for you,” Mila said, stepping forward. Something in her eyes made Laurence uneasy. He didn’t think she’d harm Dallas, especially in front of the others, but she had a look about her that sent his instincts tingling.

“He’s fine,” Laurence replied. If they thought they could come and take his boy, there would be two less shifters in the world.

Before he could stop his sub, Dallas walked over to Rolf and let his guardian cup his cheeks and examine his face. Laurence clenched his hands to prevent a fireball aching to escape. The entire problem would be solved if he killed Rolf.

Nate gave him a pointed look as if his brother could read his mind.

“I want you to call and check in with me every morning when you wake up and right before you go to bed, understand?” Rolf asked.

Dallas nodded. “Yes, sir.”

Laurence gritted his teeth. He should be the only one to hear honorifics from Dallas’ lips.

“Don’t forget you have a fitting on Wednesday for your tux,” Mila reminded him.

“I’ll be there,” Dallas promised.

“Give me a hug.” She held out her arms for Dallas’ embrace.

 

Dallas gritted his teeth. He didn’t know if it was female wolves overall but Mila’s touch repulsed him. He’d let a few human girls hug him in college, his class friends, but none of them had set his wolf’s hackles up. Taking a quick breath, he held it while he hugged her. Her perfume seeped into his nostrils and drowned out everything else. How Rolf stood the stench, Dallas didn’t know. He’d have tossed her into the shower and scrubbed until it all washed off.

His excellent hearing picked up his master talking to Rolf. 

“Can we get to the part where you tell Dallas everything is fine and you get the hell out of my living room?” Laurence demanded. 

Dallas stilled beneath Mila’s touch as she rubbed her hands up and down Dallas’ arms. Dallas jerked when one of her nails scratched his upper arm.

 “Ow!” Dallas jerked back from her touch. Twisting, he could see a long mark bleeding sluggishly across the back of his biceps.

He stared at her accusingly. “That hurt,” he complained.

“Oh, sorry.” She examined her hands. “My nails must’ve gotten longer than I thought. Good thing you heal quickly.”

Rolf stepped forward to examine Dallas’ injury. “You’ll be fine.” He gave Dallas a commiserating look as if he too knew the danger of her long nails.

Dallas nodded but quickly stepped away to stand next to Laurence. He knew Mila didn’t like him but he couldn’t figure out the purpose behind injuring him. The wound would be well-healed before the end of the hour.

After a final admonition to call him twice a day, Rolf ushered his fiancée out the door.

“She really doesn’t like you, does she?” Nate asked.

Dallas shook his head. “Not really. Once they’re mated I’m thinking of finding an apartment outside the pack enclave. Rolf might give me permission in order to keep the peace, as long as I return for pack meetings and runs.” Female werewolves became almost obsessive about their mates—one reason mated wolves always had their own quarters. He had a feeling Mila would be more possessive than most. Something about her eyes always gave Dallas the chills.

“You will move in here,” Laurence ordered.

Lowering his eyes, Dallas didn’t speak. He couldn’t argue with Laurence. As much as he longed to stay with his master, Dallas would have to see how he handled the full moon.

The wound pulsed and Dallas absently rubbed at the sore.

“She got you good,” Nate declared.

Dallas sniffed. He didn’t know if he liked his master’s brother. They shared the same hair and eye colour, but their scents were completely different. Nate smelt of burnt cinnamon—not necessarily a bad smell but not one he’d want to roll around in and claim, either.

“What are you doing here?” Dallas asked Nate. He winced at his petulant tone but he somehow doubted his master’s brother had come to bring good news.

“Impudent pup,” Nate replied without any real heat to his words.

“My brother had an unpleasant encounter with a harpy,” Laurence offered.

“Ahh—trying to steal her eggs?” Dallas asked. Harpies were avidly territorial but they rarely attacked without provocation.

“A witch incited her to attack me.”

“Huh.”

Laurence cupped Dallas’ face. “Did you get the food ready?”

Dallas nodded. “I’ll go make some for your brother.”

“Thanks,” Nate offered from the chair.

“You’re welcome.” Dallas headed back to the kitchen and quickly made another sandwich and brought it out to the brothers. He happily ate his sitting on the floor beside his master. It took him a few minutes to realise Nate was staring at him.

“Is there a particular reason you’re watching my sub as if he were going to rip out your throat?” Laurence asked. Dallas sighed at the feel of his master’s hand stroking his hair.

Nate shrugged. “I haven’t met very many werekin and the ones I’ve met have been more like his alpha. I’ve never met a submissive wolf before.”

“Make no mistake—he might not be an alpha, but he definitely can take care of himself,” Laurence said.

Dallas preened beneath his master’s words, proud that Laurence thought so highly of him.

He enjoyed sitting there by his master’s side. While waiting for Dallas to bring the food, they’d started a fire in the fireplace. The heat soothed Dallas. He hadn’t realised he was cold. His arm burned. Blinking, he tried to focus but the room began to sway. After a particularly bad twirl, Dallas crumpled to the floor as the world went black.

 


Chapter Four

 

 

 

If you call one wolf you invite the pack 

—Bulgarian proverb

 

Dallas awoke, his body aching and his arm on fire. 

A man stood above him. 

His wolf half reacted, snarling at the stranger, lashing out at the perceived danger.

“Enough!”

The commanding voice snapped Dallas out of his violent haze. He knew that voice. His head snapped around as he caught sight of his mate. Licking his dry lips, he tried to speak through their cracked surface. “Mate,” he whispered.

“That’s right. I’m your mate. Nate, go get Dallas some food. I’m sure he’s starving.”

Dallas’ stomach growled on cue. Confusion had him looking around the room for some clue. He knew this bedroom. He’d been in Laurence’s bed enough times to recognise the smell of his mate soaked into the sheets.

“What happened?” he asked.

“Drink.” Laurence pressed a glass of water to his lips.

He gulped a few mouthfuls before pushing it away.

“The scratch in your arm became infected,” Laurence explained.

“That’s impossible.” Werekin didn’t become infected. They were immune to just about everything on the planet.

“Not if the bitch’s nails were laced with poison. Apparently Mila felt you were standing in the way of her and Rolf’s relationship. He’s been getting cold feet. She told him if he doesn’t go through with it she’ll let you die.” 

“What kind of poison affects shifters?” Dallas wondered out loud. 

“One laced with silver.” Laurence’s mouth tightened into a hard line. “More than one person doesn’t want us to live happily ever after.”

“Fuck them!” Dallas snapped. “They don’t get to decide if we belong together.”

His gums ached as his fangs tried to burst through. He’d destroy anyone who harmed his master.

A hard grip clamped onto the back of his neck and shook him. “Be careful, pet. I don’t appreciate you swearing and I definitely don’t give you permission to shift. You need to keep control. You remember control, don’t you?”

Dallas’ wolf growled inside. He didn’t dare bare his teeth at Laurence but a flare of resentment branched apart like a tree in his chest.

“I asked you a question,” Laurence chided, pulling Dallas’ attention back to him.

“Yes, Master, I remember control,” he forced out through his aching gums. Licking at the sensitive tissue he barely prevented the whimper from rolling up his throat. He really wanted to pounce on his master and lick him all over, but he didn’t want the punishment that would result. His wolf, close to the surface, yearned for its mate.

“Will the poison kill me?” Dallas’ arm burned with the pain of a hundred fires. He searched his arm for flames but only felt a tiny bit reassured when he didn’t find any.

“Yes.” Laurence didn’t try to sugar coat the truth. 

Dallas cleared his throat as he contemplated his own death. Wolves tended to believe in the cycle of life. They understood all things had to die but Dallas hadn’t expected his turn to come so soon. Laurence ran a hand over Dallas’ head, trying to soothe him.

“Unfortunately, usually witches are the ones who heal these kinds of wounds but in this case they’re the last people who’d be willing to help us. One of their leaders is angry about the results of a case I ruled on, so we’re going to have find a way to save you on our own. Do you think if we grab Mila and rip out her heart your alpha will be upset?” Laurence’s tone indicated he didn’t really care but he thought he should ask.

“Does he know she’s done this?” Dallas’ heart sank at Laurence’s nod. 

“She told him if he doesn’t go through with the wedding she’d let you die. She must’ve sensed Rolf’s cold feet and turned to the witches for a solution. I’m guessing they gave her the poison out of spite.”

Dallas sighed. Life never seemed to get easier. When he had finally thought he’d found happiness with his mate something had come to ruin it for them.

“Maybe we try too hard,” Dallas offered.

“What do you mean?” 

Laurence’s tone didn’t encourage Dallas to say the necessary words but he forced them out anyway. He had to protect his mate even if it took ripping out his own heart to keep Laurence safe.

“Our relationship. As much as I want you for my mate, there are too many obstacles between us. First there’s my shifter nature, then Rolf doesn’t want us together, and now Mila’s poisoned me. It’ll be better if I leave you.” Dallas’ stomach churned like a tornado and he had to concentrate hard to keep from throwing up, but he couldn’t allow his beloved master to be endangered any longer. 

Laurence gripped Dallas’ chin forcing him to look at him. “If you think you’re going to get away from me that easily, you need to think again. I’m not releasing you from our mating or whatever the fuck you want to call it. You will stay here and be mine. All you need to worry about is me. I’ll tell you when you need to worry about other things.”

Dallas let his breath out slowly. He needed to find his centre. The wolf pushed at him from inside, determined to get out and argue with his mate. If he weren’t there, Laurence wouldn’t be in trouble.

“I mean it!” Laurence snapped.

The wolf subsided, settling down to lurk beneath the surface and wait to see what his master would do.

“You belong to me and nothing will change that fact.”

“Yes, master,” Dallas responded dutifully. He dared to look up at his pacing lover. Laurence’s eyes flashed fire as he walked back and forth beside the bed. “What do we do now?”

“We need to get rid of the poison first,” Nate said, walking into the room.

Laurence ran his fingers through his hair leaving it a rumpled mess. “I realise that, but how?”

“I read somewhere that a wolf bond has its own magic,” Nate replied. He ran his fingers across his chin as he thought. “Wolf mates take on some of the abilities of their chosen. If you bond with him, it might protect him from the silver allergy.”

“No!” Horror filled Dallas. “You can’t bond with me for that.” 

Mate bonds were sacred. If Laurence bound them together only to save Dallas’ life, even if it worked, they’d have nothing but misery together. No wolf wished to be bonded with a man only as a convenience.

Laurence stopped his pacing. “You don’t want me?”

“No. I mean yes.”

Crap.

“I don’t want you to mate with me because I’m going to die. I want you to mate with me because you are in love with me.” Dallas almost choked on the words and he couldn’t meet his master’s eyes afterwards.

“Don’t be an idiot, pup. It’s obvious to a half-blind hermit that my brother’s nutty over you,” Nate declared.

 

Laurence stared at Dallas. “How could you not know I love you?”

He heard Nate leave the room and close the door behind him but his eyes didn’t leave Dallas’ bent head. 

“Answer me!” he snapped. He couldn’t remember ever feeling this out of control. Taking a deep breath he tried to find his quiet centre while Dallas trembled on his bed.

Trembled?

With a sigh Laurence climbed up on the bed beside Dallas and wrapped an arm around him. After a long moment, Dallas snuggled up to his side, seeking reassurance from the source of his distress.

“That’s right. Come to me. I’ll take care of you. I’ll always take care of you.” Laurence kept this voice calm and soothing as he stroked Dallas’ head. He wondered now how much of Dallas’ behaviour stemmed from his submissive nature and how much from his animal side. If Dallas saw Laurence as his alpha, Dallas’ wolf might offer more submission than a normal human. 

After Dallas’ body had stopped trembling, Laurence dared to turn and face his sub. He knew he had to come across as the strong one, but right now he had to have some reassurance himself. “Do you want to be my mate?”

Dallas nodded, resting his head against Laurence’s shoulder. He should’ve made Dallas look up but he didn’t want to make it harder on his lover than necessary. Sometimes he needed to push Dallas, and other times he needed to provide the emotional support for his lover. This was one of those coddling moments.

“I love you,” Dallas muttered.

“Oh, no—you don’t get to tell me that with your head mashed against my shoulder. Look me in the eyes,” Laurence scolded even as his heart pounded in his chest.

Slowly, Dallas lifted his head until finally his stunning green eyes, filled with anxiety, met Laurence’s. “I do love you. I just want you to love me back.”

“Like my brother said, you’d have to be blind to not notice how much I love you,” Laurence whispered against Dallas’ lips.

Unable to resist he plunged his fingers into his lover’s dark strands and plundered his mouth. Wet heat lured him deeper until he knew his hold on Dallas’ hair must’ve hurt, but his sweet wolf only continued to make hungry sounds of need.

Laurence almost made some himself. Only pride held him back from needy groans of his own. He slid farther onto the bed until he was straddling his mate. Dallas jerked away with a high-pitched scream.

Jumping off the bed, Laurence stood helplessly by while Dallas writhed in pain, his arm almost glowing red with infection.

“Oh God, I’m sorry, pet. We’ve got to do the binding to heal you. Nate!” he shouted.

Laurence paced back and forth, unable to do anything without his brother there.

The door slammed open. “What?” 

“I need to do the bonding. Dallas isn’t going to survive much longer no matter what that bitch says.” How she thought she could have leverage when Dallas might not even survive Laurence didn’t know. Rolf would never forgive her if his young pack member died. Laurence didn’t know the alpha well, but he could tell from Rolf’s behaviour that his pack members were important to him.

Nate’s dubious expression made Laurence shake with anger. He barely resisted setting his brother on fire. “He’ll survive,” he snapped.

“Of course he will,” Nate agreed, nodding vigorously.

Laurence could tell neither of them believed it. “If he dies, I’m going to rip that bitch apart.” He might do it anyway just to make her pay for Dallas’ suffering.

“Bring him,” Nate said before turning and walking out of the room.

Without argument Laurence picked up his sub and followed his brother. Dallas’ screams reached new decibels by the time he’d made it to the living room and placed his lover on the couch.

Nate ran into the kitchen and came back with a box of salt, which he poured with impressive speed and precision into a perfect circle on the floor. As soon as Nate had completed the circle, Laurence placed Dallas inside it on the tile and sat down beside him.

“We will be one soon, my pet. I’ll take care of you from now on.” Laurence needed Dallas to recover. Sorcerers might live a long time but they didn’t forget the people they loved and lost.

“Here’s the dagger.” Nate handed over the small ceremonial blade and set the empty bowl he’d retrieved from the kitchen into the middle of the circle.

Laurence raised an eyebrow at the cheery red ceramic bowl.

“What? You wanted me to be picky?” Nate snapped.

“No, no—it’s fine. Come here, pet.” Laurence settled cross-legged on the floor and pulled his mate across his lap. Dallas’ skin colour alarmed him. He alternated between too red and too pale. “Hang in there. You aren’t allowed to die on me.”

He didn’t care if he sounded more desperate than commanding, Dallas couldn’t die.

“Damn it, Laurence, focus! You’re going to lose him!” Nate’s angry tone snapped Laurence out of his depressing introspection.

He took a deep breath and positioned the bowl in front of him. “Do you agree to be mine forever, my sweet wolf?” he asked. 

“Yes.” Dallas gave a soft hiss when his arm accidentally brushed the floor. He curled up closer to Laurence, seeking reassurance from his mate. The shifter’s eyes had a glazed over look. Laurence’s heart pounded in fear.

“I’ve got you. I’ll always have you.” Taking a slow breath, Laurence slid the blade across both his and Dallas’ right wrists with two quick, efficient motions. He pressed their open wounds together. “Do you accept my bond, my love and my protection for the rest of your days?”

The long pause had Laurence holding his breath.

“I do,” Dallas whispered.

There were several different types of bonds a sorcerer could create with others in his life. Laurence went with the one he knew suited Dallas’ wolf nature. Complete bonding of mind, heart and spirit. He didn’t want any hint of question to fill Laurence’s mind over his commitment to their pairing. 

“With your acceptance, we are one,” Laurence vowed. 

Closing his eyes, he focused on pouring magic through their connected wound. A loud ringing filled his ears, echoed in his head and sent pulses throughout his body. He reflexively clutched Dallas, unwilling to drop his lover despite the pain rolling through his system. A howl rolled up his throat and filled the room with its echo. After small explosions burst behind his eyelids, Laurence forced his eyes open. His gaze locked with Dallas’. His mate’s green eyes turned icy blue and Laurence shivered beneath the wolf’s examination.

He cupped Dallas’ face between his hands. “Come back to me, pet.”

Dallas snarled, exposing a set of deadly fangs. “You are mine!” A deep gravelly voice emitted from his lover like a horror movie monster. Little of Dallas’ humanity lived in those eyes.

The connection vibrated between them, unsettled and wavering. Laurence knew if he didn’t give in this one time, he could lose the man he loved. With his instincts screaming against a show of submission, Laurence tilted his neck.

Dallas struck, plunging his fangs into Laurence’s neck. Laurence gasped as, instead of blood being sucked from him, a warm liquid seeped into his veins. He could feel it join his blood flow. His energy sapped, Laurence’s world went black.

 

* * * *

 

Laurence awoke. Jolting upright, his heart slammed against his chest as panic took over his breathing.

“Shh, I’m here,” Dallas’ familiar voice immediately calmed him. Turning, he almost feared meeting his mate’s eyes.

Green.

Oh thank the gods and goddesses.

His Dallas was back. Love glowed from his shifter’s eyes and relief swamped Laurence. He might be considered a powerful wizard among his own people, but he had nothing if he lost Dallas’ affection.

“Let me see your arm,” he demanded.

Dallas showed him a smooth, clean limb with no markings.

Laurence crushed his lover to him. “We cured you. That bitch can’t hurt you anymore. If she even comes near you, I’m going to turn her into a bunny.”

Laughter burst from Dallas. “Bunny?”

“Anything you might want to eat in wolf form,” Laurence explained. “I’ll do anything to protect you. You know that right?”

Laurence knew if he couldn’t protect what was his, the wolf inside his lover wouldn’t respect him and their mating would falter.

“I know,” Dallas agreed.

Laurence watched Dallas’ eyes flashed to blue then back to green. Rolling over, Laurence pinned his wolf to the mattress. “Mine.”

Somewhere along the way, they’d both lost their clothes. With the delicious slide of bare skin against bare skin, Laurence approved.

The need to dominate burned through him. His magic flared through his body seeking its other half, to bind Dallas to him. He blindly grabbed the bottle of lube he kept on the nightstand. Without taking his gaze away from his lover’s ever changing eyes, he poured liquid on his fingers and plunged two fingers into Dallas’ ass.

Dallas jerked from the intrusion but the lust on his face told Laurence he hadn’t hurt his lover.

“Good?” he asked as he probed inside his werekin mate, searching for the perfect spot.

“Oh, there! Right there!” A broken howl filled the air.

The need to be one with Dallas clawed at him like a hungry wolf. With a shaking hand he slicked up his cock. Wrapping his hands around the back of Dallas’ thighs, Laurence positioned him at the perfect angle. Laurence moaned as he pushed inside and Dallas’ heat surrounded him. Like plunging into a warm sea, Laurence sank into his lover joining them as one. 

Before, making love had connected them on a purely physical level. Now, as he slid inside Dallas, he could almost feel their souls brush across each other.

Dallas’ eyes flared bright blue. For a second Laurence thought Dallas’ wolf would challenge him. 

“Mine,” Laurence growled. Not waiting for a response he covered Dallas’ body with his own, wrapping himself across his lover and coating him with Laurence’s scent. He needed Dallas’ wolf to accept him as the alpha and submit. If he couldn’t get the upper hand, their relationship would suffer and neither of them would get what they needed.

With their bodies intertwined, Laurence claimed his mate. Pressure built in his chest making it hard to breathe. Red lines of magic snaked out of his body and wrapped around Dallas.

“Do you feel my magic?” he asked.

“Yes, Master. I can feel you,” Dallas replied.

He’d ask him about that later. Right now, he needed Dallas’ focus on him. “You’re mine. You’ll be mine until we’re both dust in the ground. Understand?”

“Yes. Yours.” The joy in Dallas’ voice made Laurence smile. Blue eyes faded to green and Laurence knew he’d reached an accord with both halves of his lover.

They reached their releases together. Laurence’s grunt met Dallas’ howl in a noise that would’ve brought Nate into the room if his brother didn’t likely already suspect what they were doing.

Satisfied, Laurence collapsed beside his mate cuddling him close and breathing in the combined scent of their lovemaking. 

“I love you,” Dallas said, his voice sounding normal.

Laurence didn’t try to hide his relieved sigh. “I love you, too. Let’s nap, then we’ll go visit Mila and explain to her the error of her ways.” Laurence tried to keep his tone casual but the bloodthirsty smile Dallas gave him declared louder than words that he’d failed.


Chapter Five

 

 

 

If you live among wolves, you have to act like a wolf. 

—Nikita Khrushchev

 

Dallas woke and stretched, his muscles protesting his movement after hours of stillness in sleep. He needed to face Mila. The heat of the body warming his back reassured him he didn’t need to go alone, even though he knew he would.

His inner beast moved about pacing restlessly, eager to go after their enemy. First he needed to verify that Rolf wasn’t involved. As much as he appreciated his alpha, he knew love could make men do stupid things. If, as Laurence suspected, Rolf had nothing to do with Dallas’ injury, then their meeting should go well. If Rolf had engineered the whole thing in concert with the witches, Dallas would leave.

 Dallas knew it would be best if he went alone to face his pack. Bringing his master would only make things worse. Rolf wouldn’t appreciate Laurence’s interference in pack matters, even if it had saved Dallas’ life. Alphas were stubborn. 

Walking towards the door, Dallas looked over his shoulder at Laurence. His master’s face fell into serene lines while he slept. Not youthful lines. Nothing would make his hard-faced lover appear innocent, even in sleep, but he appeared less animated—almost as if he had put the stronger essence of him to rest in order to shore up the energy he’d need to tackle the world later.

Dallas hoped he could deal with Mila then return to his mate. He would understand if Laurence couldn’t forgive betrayal. Going behind his back to confront Rolf’s mate went against every instinct his lover had, but, although his alpha skills as a human were amazing, Laurence wasn’t a wolf.

Dallas might not be the strongest wolf ever born but with his mate’s magic tingling in his veins, he could take out one conniving witch.

Closing the door behind him, Dallas found his clothes and shoes by the door where Nate had evidently returned them after Laurence’s collapse. His fingers fumbled in his haste as he slipped them on, trying not to attract either of the brothers’ attention.

“Where are you going?” 

Nate’s voice startled him. He’d hoped his mate’s brother had been sleeping so he could sneak out.

“To kill Mila.” No sense hiding his actions. “She can’t be allowed to endanger us further.”

“What about Laurence?” Nate’s voice held curiosity more than anything.

“He’s not a wolf.” Dallas tilted his head as he tried to figure out Nate’s point.

“Do you have to be a wolf to protect your wolf mate?”

Dallas frowned as he thought over the intricacies. “Yes. If she’s willing to poison me to become one with the pack, she’s willing to do much more to get her way. I can’t let her become the rot that ruins my people. I’m not the strongest, but right now I’m the only one with knowledge. If she can hurt me, what’s to stop her from hurting my alpha? She’s trying to isolate him from the people she loves. I can’t let her abuse Rolf like that.”

Dallas ran his words through his head again, but his thinking was sound. He needed to take care of the problem. No one else would stand between the alpha and his chosen.

Nate pulled on his jacket.

“What are you doing?” Dallas asked.

“I’m not going to let you go to the pack house alone, and if you have any sense, you’ll wake Laurence before you go and not tell him he’s inferior to a wolf.”

Dallas’ mouth dropped open. “I never said that!” he denied.

“You might as well have,” Laurence said as he approached. His master had dressed but had left the top two buttons of his shirt unfastened, making Dallas’ mouth water and his interest in all conversation falter.

Shaking his head, he tried to focus. “I need to talk to Rolf and possibly kill his fiancée.”

“We understand that.” Laurence stepped forward and tilted Dallas’ chin until he had to meet his lover’s eyes. 

Mate.

His inner wolf whispered. Dallas barely resisted rolling his eyes because he didn’t want Laurence to think he was disrespecting him. Of course he could meet the eyes of his mate.

“We are going with you. I’m not letting you face her alone,” Laurence explained slowly, as if talking to a child.

Dallas sighed. “Fine, you can come, but if I get thrown out because I brought outsiders into a pack problem, you’d best both figure out a spell to turn into wolves because I refuse to be a lone wolf.”

Nate grinned. “That would be so cool!”

“Forget it,” Laurence snarled. “They wouldn’t dare throw you out.”

A glow filled his sorcerer’s eyes. It felt weird to think of his Laurence with magic. He’d known his love had magic hands but he hadn’t thought them literally magical.

“Wolves dare much and a pack will dare anything. We don’t use human logic,” Dallas explained. 

Neither of the sorcerers looked impressed. 

“We’re coming.” His master’s tone allowed no room for discussion.

 

* * * *

 

The trio took Laurence’s car to the pack house. When they pulled up, the soldier on duty took one look at Dallas and allowed them in. A sigh of relief went through him. At least Mila hadn’t take over enough to control the guards. She’d probably do that after she had Rolf permanently under her power.

Dallas wondered why a witch would want to harm a shifter. Witches in general preferred to keep to themselves. They stayed in their covens and didn’t consort with others often. From what Laurence had told him on the drive over, this might simply be a case of revenge.

They couldn’t attack a judge directly, so they went after his lover.

Entering the mansion had an unreal air to it. The place he’d called home for so many years no longer felt that way. Now, Laurence was his home. Rolf stood in the foyer with a devastated look in his eyes. Catching sight of Dallas, a smile crossed his face.

“Dallas!” Running over to him, Rolf caught Dallas in a hug, sweeping him off his feet.

Dallas could feel the magic building in the men behind him. They were ready to zap the alpha if Rolf harmed him.

When Rolf set Dallas on his feet, Laurence quickly stepped forward to wrap a possessive arm around his waist.

“She told me you died and that she would kill the rest of the pack if I didn’t go along with the marriage,” Rolf explained.

“You couldn’t feel the bond?” Dallas asked. For as long as he could remember Rolf’s bond had grounded him to the pack. Panic filled him at the thought of losing his connection with the other wolves.

“I got rid of that pesky bond,” Mila said walking down the stairs. “You wolves are so much more vulnerable when you’re all alone.”

Rolf growled. In wolf form, his hackles would’ve been rising. Dallas saw a flash of fang.

“Relax, darling. You can’t hurt me.” Her supreme confidence tipped Dallas over the edge.

 

Laurence watched as his sweet sub changed into a wolf in a flash. The brown wolf leapt at the witch and brought her to the floor. Dallas grabbed her throat between his teeth and waited.

Rolf and Laurence exchanged looks. Dallas might attack but his natural submission wouldn’t allow him to make the final kill without permission.

“Enough!” A booming voice filled the room.

Laurence turned away from the sight of his lover attacking Mila to face the group of five women entering the pack house. He made a mental note to upgrade their security. It didn’t have any magical protection and if Dallas planned to visit often, it needed, at minimum, magical sentries in place.

“Mary.” Laurence gave a brief head nod but nothing more to the witch leader.

“Laurence.” She gave him a cordial look of loathing, her mouth tightening against what she really wanted to say.

“Release Mila,” she demanded.

The compulsion she infused in her voice should’ve commanded complete obedience but Dallas calmly flicked an ear in her direction.

“He’s a wolf,” Rolf reminded her. “He won’t roll over like a trained puppy just because you ask.”

Mary sent a spurt of magic towards Dallas, who bit harder on Mila’s throat as she gave a strangled scream.

“Impossible!” she shouted in frustration.

“He’s not only a wolf, he’s my bonded mate. Hurt him, and I’ll kill you. Now why don’t you take your little witch-loving bitch and leave?” Laurence growled.

“You sanctioned my boy to rehabilitation!” she snarled at Laurence.

“That’s because he’s a little psychopath in waiting. How many zombies were destroyed in his little spree? I believe it’s not the first time he’s been in trouble, either—just the first time you couldn’t cover it up,” Laurence said shrewdly.

The fight went out of Mary as the witches behind her began to move uneasily. He would bet his favourite whip that she had misled her coven over the reason for their retaliation.

“You thought to use Dallas against me—if the poison didn’t make him kill me—or to have me suffer over his death. You underestimated my wolf and you underestimated what I’d be willing to do in order to keep him. For that, I should let him rip out her throat as a penalty,” Laurence said.

“No. Please don’t do that.” One of the other witches stepped forward. Laurence recognised her as Angela. “She’s mine.”

Laurence raised an eyebrow.

“I told you to give up that nonsense,” Mary snapped. “You cannot bear more witches if you bind yourself to that girl.”

Angela tilted up her head proudly. “I am greater than my uterus. I won’t be used to bring more babies into the coven. I am a living, thinking being, and I claim Mila as my own.”

Laurence resisted the urge to applaud the girl. Who knew the tiny blonde had a backbone? Even as her body trembled beneath her leader’s displeasure, she didn’t back down.

“Release her, Dallas,” he told his wolf.

Dallas immediately let go of Mila. He trotted over to Laurence as if waiting for his reward. Laurence scratched Dallas behind the ears until his shifter mate changed into a man.

“Dress.” No one got a free show of his lover if they wanted to keep their teeth.

Without a word, Dallas slid his clothes back on.

“Get out of my house,” Rolf ordered.

Mary gave Laurence a hate-filled glare. “Don’t expect to get away with your behaviour, sorcerer.”

Laurence waved his hand and with a casual incantation trapped the witch in a spell shield. “Not so fast. I’m arresting you for conspiracy to overthrow the government.”

“What government?” she snarled.

“As a judge, I am a representative of our laws, therefore when you conspired against me you conspired against the government. Not to mention you hid information about your great-grandson that would’ve changed his sentence.” Laurence waved a hand and with a pop she vanished.

“Where did she go?” Dallas asked, always the curious pup.

“To jail. Another judge will decide her sentence.”

Mila approached with her head hung down. “I’m sorry for the trouble I caused. I’m glad you didn’t die.” She gave Dallas a shy smile.

“Thank you,” Dallas responded politely.

“I want us to be married,” Angela announced. “You’re a judge—you can marry us.”

Laurence smiled at the gasp Mila gave.

“Call me and I’ll arrange a date. Marriage is a commitment you shouldn’t jump into.” Laurence didn’t bother reminding himself of that. 

“What about your pup? You going to marry him?” Mila challenged.

Laurence glared at the presumptuous girl. “Although it isn’t any of your business, I’ve already bonded with Dallas and connected our life forces. Marriage is only a formality.”

The witches quickly departed after that announcement. As soon as they’d left the house, Rolf stepped forward and met Laurence’s eyes. “If you ever hurt him, you’ll know how it feels to be torn apart by a pack of angry wolves.”

“Understood.” He wouldn’t say more. Laurence didn’t need to challenge the alpha. He had what he’d wanted.

“Come on, love.” 

Dallas went to Rolf and brushed cheeks in some weird wolf parting. Laurence didn’t object but he couldn’t say he liked the two men touching. A wave of warm contentment drifted over him and he knew he was sharing Dallas’ emotions. If his little wolf needed his alpha wolf fix, he’d indulge him. Up to a point.

Rolf’s eyes met his over Dallas’ shoulder and an unspoken agreement was reached between them. They both wanted the best for Dallas.

“Let’s go home, pet.”

Dallas eagerly went into Laurence’s embrace. Satisfaction sank into him as he realised he could finally take his wolf lover home…and keep him.
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Chapter One

 

 

Kaden Danes stood in the doorway of the kitchen tent and peered inside at the hustle and bustle. He’d waited years for this moment. Finally at eighteen, the age of consent, he could become a kitchen hand. Unfortunately there were two small problems—his feet refusing to enter and the swirling nausea churning around his stomach with tornado-like velocity.

“Don’t just stand there, boy! If you want something come inside.” Denel Jackson, the kitchen manager, flashed him a disapproving look with his sharp brown eyes. Kaden had studied the man before applying, determined to learn all he could about the person who could shape his future. He’d talked to people who’d worked with Denel in the past and had researched the man’s reputation online. Everyone had told him the manager made a fair but tough mentor and Kaden would be lucky if he could convince Denel to take him on.

“Sorry, sir.” Kaden cast his eyes respectfully downward. “I’ve come to work in the kitchens if you’ll have me.”

He forced his fidgety muscles to remain still while the manager looked him over. He knew what Denel saw when he looked at Kaden but he hoped to get the job anyway. Kaden bit his lip trying to hold back the urge to plead with the manager. If Denel didn’t want him he’d try to leave gracefully.

“Kind of pretty to work the kitchens, aren’t you?” Denel asked after a minute that felt stretched to eternity.

“Yes, sir.” Kaden couldn’t deny the facts. His mother’s genes had made him delicately built, and by everyone’s account, too pretty for a man. Hopefully it wouldn’t hold back his career. Kaden swallowed the lump of nerves in his throat, not daring to look up. His entire life hung in the balance of the manager’s decision. 

Most gammas raced to be part of the sex squad as soon as they came of age, eager to service all the beta soldiers. Kitchen work generally went to omegas and older, mated gammas. But Kaden dreamt of cooking. Mixing flavours, toasting spices and cooking meat until it reached its pinnacle of taste—those were the hopes filling his head at night.

“I-I’ve always wanted to cook, sir,” Kaden confessed. He blushed beneath Denel’s intense stare but refused to back away. He needed this. He had to get this position. His entire life depended on the kitchen manager’s answer.

“Really?” 

Kaden glanced up in time to catch the look of surprise in the manager’s eyes before returning his gaze to the floor. He nodded. “Yes, sir.”

Denel folded his arms over his chest. Kaden’s heart sank. “Have you cooked before?” Denel asked.

Kaden couldn’t blame the man for his disbelief. Most male werekin didn’t want to become cooks. It didn’t fit the tough alpha mould. However, Kaden had never been the stereotypical werekin and he refused to give up on his dream. If he had to, he’d pursue his goals in the humans’ territory. 

Participating in the war and doing his part were important to Kaden, but he’d never be a fighter. Violence didn’t settle well with his naturally passive nature, even though he knew the wolves couldn’t let the vampires win. Shifters would be endangered if the vampires had their way. The war between the two forces, now in its sixth year, had no end in sight and since the vampires truly wanted all werekin dead, Kaden didn’t anticipate it ending soon. 

“My nana taught me how to cook.” Kaden smiled at the memory. As the youngest grandchild by a wide margin, Kaden had always been the one left behind when the others ran off to hunt. His grandmother, a human, had kept young Kaden busy preparing food for when the others returned. When she’d died last year, he’d vowed to keep his promise to her and follow his passion. The rest of his family had thought he’d lost his marbles. None of them would stand in his way, but they didn’t outwardly support him either. He had to do this to honour her. Still looking respectfully to the side, he could only hear the manager come forward.

“The alpha’s rules are anyone can try an occupation they feel capable of, so I’m willing to give you a chance. Here.” A green band appeared in Kaden’s line of vision.

Heart pounding, he grabbed at the bracelet knowing the colour indicated that Kaden now belonged to the kitchen group.

 “Th-thank you, sir.” Smiling widely, he slid it over his hand and onto his wrist. A rush of excitement burned through him. He’d successfully made the first step. Nana would’ve been proud.

“Go over there and peel potatoes. We’ll see what you can do.” Denel pointed to a mountain of potatoes near a sink in the corner.

“Thank you, sir.” Kaden eagerly rushed over to his assigned job. He didn’t care what the manager wanted him to do as long as he could work in the kitchen. Sitting down on a stool, he quickly set to peeling.

“You’re new here, aren’t you?” a strange voice asked nearby.

He looked up to see that an omega had approached him while he had been focused on daydreaming and potato peeling. The man was thin with a long scar on one cheek, brown eyes and thick black hair pulled back in a ponytail.

“Yeah, I started today.” Kaden smiled, the joy spilling out of him.

He peeled several potatoes before he realised the other man was still watching him.

“I’m Conley,” the omega offered his hand.

“Kaden.” 

They shook hands. 

Conley picked up a potato peeler, then grabbed a spud. Without bothering to ask, he started peeling. “I generally help out a bit everywhere around here,” he explained as he expertly separated the vegetable from its skin. They worked in silence for a bit until Conley asked the question Kaden knew he’d be answering for years to come. 

“Why would a gamma want to peel potatoes instead of having hot sex with the beta wolves?” 

Conley didn’t appear to have any of the attitude that Kaden had experienced from other wolves. So Kaden sighed and prepared to explain. Conley would be his first attempt at discussing his goals with a non-family member. Maybe a stranger could understand better than his family. 

“It’s not that I have anything against sex, but I’ve dreamed all my life of being a cook. It’s my first love.” Sex with someone sounded good but Kaden hadn’t found the right person yet.

Conley shook his head. “I’d rather be having hot sex with the betas.”

Yeah, a stranger didn’t understand any better. “Then why don’t you?” Kaden hated this sort of conversation. He might be predisposed to being a gamma but that didn’t mean he couldn’t have other goals. He hated being pigeonholed.

“I’m not pretty enough to make the cut. Not like you—they’d snatch you up in a heartbeat.” Bitterness coated Conley’s tone but the man’s expression wasn’t unfriendly when Kaden gave him a cautious look.

Kaden shrugged and reached for the next potato. “If I found the right guy I’d be open to sex. I guess I just don’t have a very high sex drive. I’d rather cook.” He’d heard of some gammas who couldn’t get enough of being touched or having sex. There was nothing wrong with that, but it wasn’t him.

“Huh.” 

Conley dropped the subject and their discussion moved on to their families and the state of the pack. 

“Alpha Gage is a strong leader. You’ll like it here.”

“I hope so.” His research into the local packs had led him to pick Gage. There were three packs in the area to choose from, even though his unaffiliated family didn’t approve of him joining any of them. But the werekin soldiers needed support in the war and everyone knew an army moved on its stomach.

The pair worked in tandem until all the potatoes were peeled. 

“Good work.” Denel nodded at the pile of vegetables. “Now make me a soup with all those potatoes and show me what you’ve got.” 

Pleased to have some cooking to do right away, Kaden turned to Conley. “Could you cook me up a couple pounds of bacon?”

“Sure.” A wide smile crossed Conley’s face as he rushed to do as Kaden asked. He had a feeling the omega was one of those wolves who was happier when told what to do. Kaden could sympathise. It was nice to know your place.

 

* * * *

 

“Harder, oh yeah, right there.”

Gage Sommerton thrust into the hard body beneath him, giving his lover the pounding he’d demanded.

The smell of lust filled the room as Gage struggled to keep his grip on his mate’s sweat-slicked body. 

“Come,” he demanded. His lover’s body jolted at Gage’s command, giving up his release and pulling Gage’s orgasm along with him.

Exhausted, Gage slid out of his lover and toppled to the side.

“We’ve got to find your mate before we kill each other,” he muttered even as his heart ached at the thought.

Russ Smith, Prime Beta of the Winston pack, looked over his shoulder at Gage. “I know. But hell, Gage, I checked out all the gammas in the barn. Not one of them called to me.”

Gage closed his eyes against the familiar rush of pain. In a rare quirk of fate, although Russ was Gage’s mate, he wasn’t Russ’. The man who held Gage’s heart still sought the one to complete him. After two years, it had become apparent that Russ couldn’t give up on finding a mate of his own. As much as it hurt to see his mate want another, Gage would have done anything to stop the constant pain that appeared in Russ’ eyes when he saw other mates together. He didn’t doubt Russ loved him, but his mate didn’t yearn for him like he would a mate of his own.

Slapping Russ on the ass, Gage climbed out of bed. “Come on—let’s take a shower and get some dinner.”

 

* * * *

 

Sitting down at the head table, Gage looked over his pack. Everyone looked healthy and happy, or as well as they could during wartime. The battle currently ran in their favour and spirits were high. His stomach growled as the food carts started rolling out.

The stillness of his mate’s body alerted him to trouble. 

Gage scanned the room but nothing jumped out at him as different. “What’s wrong?” he asked in a low tone.

“It’s him.” The note of wonder in his lover’s voice raised Gage’s hackles.

“Who?”

“My mate.”

Gage’s vision snapped to where Russ’ eyes were glued to a slim wolf pushing a food cart. His silvery blond hair glowed like a shimmering curtain in the dim dining room light.

Beautiful.

Gage snapped out of his admiration to ask. “Are you certain?”

“Oh yes, can’t you smell him?”

Gage took a deep breath. The scent of wild flowers and honey reached his nose.

“That’s your scent?” Every man’s mate smelt like his perfect scent. Gage’s heart sank as he realised that he smelt wrong to the man he loved.

Gritting his teeth, Gage waited until the man Russ truly wanted approached. Holding his composure challenged his wolf, especially while his mate was pumping pheromones into the air like chimney smoke.

“Good evening, Alpha Gage,” the smooth tenor of the gamma’s voice soothed Gage’s wolf. His inner beast settled immediately, happy to listen to the young man.

“Good evening. What’s your name? I don’t believe I’ve seen you here before.” Not to mention the kid was awfully young to be working the kitchens.

With shaking hands, he placed a bowl of soup on the table before Gage. “I just joined. I’m Kaden.” He flashed Gage a nervous smile, his eyes lowered, as if worried the alpha would bite.

“What am I having?” Gage asked, wanting to hear the kid speak again.

Kaden’s eyes, a startling grey, warmed as he looked up at Gage and talked about his food. “I made a baked potato soup with bacon, sour cream and chives.” Dimples popped into each cheek giving him an adorably gamin expression.

“You made this?” Russ asked, breaking into their conversation and drawing Kaden’s attention away from Gage.

Kaden shot Russ a quick glance. “Yes, sir.”

Oh, the kid had unknowingly hit one of Russ’ hot spots. He loved a submissive man…which made his relationship with Gage that much more difficult.

“I’ll take a bowl,” Russ said.

Kaden gave Gage a graceful bow before moving on to the prime beta. Those same slim hands placed a bowl in front of Russ, no longer shaking. Gage felt an odd spurt of resentment at the loss of the gamma’s attention.

Russ immediately ate a spoonful. “Excellent job, Kaden. I’m Russ, by the way.”

Holding out his hand, the beta shook hands with the chef. Kaden’s eyes widened at the contact. “Th-thank you.”

Gage could practically feel the young man vibrate from nerves as Russ leant down and kissed the back of his hand.

“I-I’ve got to feed the others.” The little gamma rushed off to finish serving his soup.

Russ leant back in his chair. He scooped up another spoonful as a pleased expression crossed his face.

“Still think he’s the one?”

“I know it.” 

For the first time Gage could remember, the underlying tension always running through Russ had vanished. Despondent that he wasn’t the one responsible for the change, Gage ate some more soup.

“Damn, this is amazing.” At least he would be well fed in the future. Maybe it would help temper the pain of his heart being ripped out of his chest. Gage watched the gamma as Kaden passed out bowls of soup. Three omegas followed behind him with the rest of the dinner. Gage didn’t give them or the food they presented much attention. He lingered over the potato soup as if he could feel the gamma’s soul in his food.

“What are you going to do?” He couldn’t look at his mate. He didn’t want Russ to see Gage’s sorrow, not on the happiest day of his life.

“Hey…” Russ called to him, his voice unusually gentle. 

Gage took another sip of soup.

“Look at me.” 

The imploring tone had him turning to face his mate. Fury stung him hard like an angry bee. “What do you want from me? My blessing? To tell you I’m fucking happy for you?” He tossed his spoon into the empty bowl and stood up. “Fine. Enjoy yourself and have a fucking good time.”

Gage walked away from the table and stalked out of the room.
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