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Spirit Wolves 1 

A Mate Beyond Their Reach 

When Doctor Andrew Blunt finds an injured wolf, the last thing he expects is to fall for the man behind the beast. Trent is everything he has denied himself—handsome, dangerous, and Drew's mate. 

But he is also a spirit wolf, and a carrier of a deadly virus that can turn any human insane. 

Trent is a hunter, having lived all his life for his duty to defeat ferals—the plague of their kind. He does not expect a human mate. Claiming Drew would be impossible. Desperate to protect Drew, Trent finds himself in front of a new challenge—their other mate, Valerius, who is a Judiciary sent to keep the secret of their people safe. 

Now, Drew has to face the dangers of a world he does not understand. Can Valerius and Trent save their mate before it is too late, or will Drew be forever beyond their reach? 
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Chapter One 

Trent ran after his enemy, the adrenaline of the hunt pumping through his veins. The fucking feral was fast, that much he could tell. 

Trent had been tracking him for days now, and today he’d finally managed to catch up. He wouldn’t let this advantage go to waste. Too much was at stake, as Trent and every one of his kin knew. Each and every feral left alive and roaming on the streets meant the certainty of death for whatever unfortunate human drew its attention. 

Trent stopped to scent the air and continued his mad chase. In the city, hunting turned out easier than in the wild. Ferals could blend in more with animals than they could with humans, a fact which many of them used to throw Trent off track. Still, ferals were always drawn to human settlements, and for this reason, small towns such as this one always became a target. 

This particular feral had been on Trent’s hit list for quite a while now. The man’s name remained a mystery, but everyone called him Jaws because of the way he savaged his victims. But no longer. Now, Trent would catch him. He’d pay for each and every human he’d hurt throughout his pitiful existence. 
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On and on Trent ran, his human form as quick as his wolf one. At one point, he left the town premises, and he knew he needed to make haste lest he lose the scent. Thankfully, he managed to corner the feral next to a ravine. 

Jaws stopped and faced Trent when he noticed the edge of the cliff ahead. The fall would be high, deadly maybe even for one of their kind. “Seems I’ve got you now,” Trent said. 

The feral laughed, his wild gaze shining with animalistic insanity. 

Once, he might have been attractive, but the madness made him look repugnant. “Have you? Newsflash, spirit wolf. This time, you’ve bitten off more than you can chew.” 

Headlights appeared from the right, engulfing them both in a cone of light. The angle made the artificial rays fall straight on Trent, hurting his eyes. Cursing his own recklessness, Trent immediately turned to his backup plan. His bones shifted and melded together, and in a few seconds, Trent’s human form became that of a wolf. 

Those moments, however, gave whoever drove the vehicle ahead the chance to start the car. The headlights headed straight for Trent, blinding him. Trent danced away out of their reach, his paws carrying him away from the imminent danger. A bullet whizzed past Trent, reminding him ferals never played nice. 

A heavy weight fell on top of him, fangs and claws shredding into his flesh. His coat managed to block some of the damage, but no fur could keep a feral at bay. The wolf on top of him continued its savage assault, and Trent bucked him off, using his larger bulk to his advantage. Jaws fell back with a pained yelp, and Trent pounced on him. The feral tried to struggle, its claws scratching into Trent’s chest, but it was too late. In mere seconds, Trent tore into Jaws’s jugular, the taste of blood filling his mouth. 

But the time he spent taking care of the business that brought him here in the first place proved to be his undoing. A bullet hit his shoulder, making him recoil and jump back. The second one nicked his right hind leg, cutting his mobility. The car veered toward him, 
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and this time, Trent didn’t manage to escape its speed. It hit him head-on, and the impact sent him flying. He landed just a few feet from the ravine. The sound of water reached his ears, and as he took in the approaching headlights, he knew he’d rather chance the jump than stay here and be killed by the ferals. 

Gathering his final strength, Trent launched himself into the abyss and fell through the darkness. 




* * * * 

 

Twenty miles to Tennington. Drew sighed as he took in the marker ahead. Still quite a ways to go until they got home, then. His eyes hurt from the effort of driving so many hours in a row. The road in front of him seemed to stretch on endlessly, the lines hypnotizing him with their continuous dance. He’d have turned on the radio, but he didn’t want to bother Paulie. His son needed rest. Usually, by this hour, Paulie would have already been in bed, but an accident on the Interstate slowed them down, delaying their trip back home. 

He stole a look at the time on the dashboard and groaned. Really, no child, not even a teenager, should be traveling at one a.m. He needed some parenting lessons. But the only other option had been cheap, unsanitary motels. Drew couldn’t fathom making Paulie sleep in one of those rooms. 

He wished they could’ve afforded a plane ride, but all his savings had gone into the move to Tennington a few years back, and his finances were just now recovering. But with luck, they’d get home soon, and Drew could make his son safe and comfortable. 

Just as he thought this, Drew spotted something at the side of the road, on the bank of the river. He blinked, thinking it to be a trick of light, but slowed down regardless. It wouldn’t hurt to stretch his legs, and if there was someone out there, perhaps he or she needed help. 

The change in the car’s rhythm awoke Paulie from his slumber. 

“Are we home, Dad?” he asked. 
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“Not yet, kiddo. Just stopping for a bit. Go back to sleep.” 

Paulie grunted. “I can’t wait to get back. I don’t understand why they keep badgering us.” His voice held the same frustration Drew felt because of Paula’s parents. This time, he forced himself to keep it in check. 

“They’re your grandparents. They love you.” 

Paulie nodded, but didn’t look convinced. Instead, he stole a look out the window. From his angle, he couldn’t have seen much, but to Drew’s surprise, he asked, “What’s that, Dad?” So Paulie had spotted the mysterious shape as well. 

Drew stopped the car and offered Paulie a comforting smile. He’d have preferred his son to remain focused on his annoyance with their closest relatives. “I’m going out to see. You stay inside, Paulie.” 

Surreptitiously, he retrieved the baseball bat he always kept with him when he went out driving. One never knew when he might run into maniacs, and Drew would do anything to protect his son. 

Gripping the bat, Drew left his car and headed toward the shape he’d seen. The blackness of the night surrounded him, the only light coming from his headlights and barely reaching his position. Nothing moved, and Drew held his breath, anxiety coursing through him. 

As he approached, he identified the figure as an animal of sorts. It seemed too big to be a dog, but Drew could not in good conscience just leave it there to be torn apart by other beasts. He knelt into the grass and reached out, blindly feeling toward the animal. His hand fell onto soft, wet fur, and Drew gasped as a shock of something like electricity passed through his hand. 

He almost retracted his hand, the odd sensation confusing him. 

Judging by the feel of the fur and its tentative size, Drew thought the animal might be a wolf, a male one. He should just abandon it here. 

Taking it close to Paulie was out of the question. 

Instead, he found himself pulling the animal from the bank and into the light. It was difficult, since its bulk weighed heavily on Drew, 
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but somehow, he managed. The wolf growled lowly, but other than that, it didn’t stir. 

When the light fell on the animal, Drew realized why it didn’t move. Bullet holes pierced its flesh in at least two visible spots. Drew felt for injuries around its rib cage and legs. 

The wolf let out a low whine, and Drew winced. Whoever attacked this wolf—clearly a human hand—had done quite a number on it. Drew couldn’t tell the true extent of the damage just by such a superficial exam, but clearly, the animal boasted several broken ribs, at least. 

In this state, the beast wouldn’t be dangerous, not even to a newborn, but Drew couldn’t very well carry it in his car. For one, it would never fit, and Drew had Paulie to think about. He considered calling the vet, but the two of them didn’t get along. Poaching was not unheard of in these parts, but to Drew’s knowledge, wolves didn’t represent a member of the area’s fauna. As such, the veterinarian would probably suggest killing the animal. For whatever reason, Drew couldn’t accept that. 

Paulie cracked the car door open and peeked outside. “What is it, Dad?” 

“I told you to stay inside,” Drew said in a chastising tone. “Don’t make me ground you.” 

Paulie huffed and closed the car door. Once his son was back to safety, Drew retrieved his cell phone. Thankfully, they were close enough to the town to have reception. He dialed the one number he could think of. Deputy Daniel Lawson might be sleeping at this hour, but Drew’s friend Dan would jump to the rescue, as he always did. 

A sleepy voice answered his call. “Lawson here,” the man said. 

“Hi, Dan, it’s Drew.” 

“Oh, hey, man. What’s up?” The sound of sheets rustling came over the connection. “I thought you were in Denver.” 

“Don’t remind me,” Drew replied. He rubbed his eyes tiredly. 

He’d have preferred to skip the customary Denver visit altogether, but 
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Chad and Judith always claimed they were too busy or too old to make the journey to Tennington and needed to see Paulie anyway. As much as Drew disliked them, they were his son’s grandparents, and they could cause him trouble again if he didn’t oblige. The mere memory of the custody battle that ensued after Paula’s death made Drew sick to the stomach. 

Dan’s voice shook him out of his musings. “Hey, Drew, you there? Everything all right?” 

“Yes, I mean no.” He took a deep breath, hating this sudden outburst of feeling. “I found a wolf in the woods. It’s injured, badly. 

Gunshots, broken bones, you name it. There may be internal injuries as well, but I won’t know until I look him over better.” 

Dan cursed. “Poachers again? But a wolf, Drew? Since when do wolves show up in Tennington?” 

“No clue,” Drew answered. “Maybe it escaped a circus or something along that line. Anyway, I need your truck to carry him.” 

“Sure, man, coming your way as we speak. On the road toward the Interstate?” 

Drew nodded. “Yup. Twenty miles from Tennington, near the river bank.” 

After thanking his friend, Drew closed the connection and put his cell phone back in his pocket. He threw one more gaze toward the car to make sure Paulie wasn’t going to rebel in his typical teenage fashion, and then knelt next to the wolf. 

As he caressed the wet fur of the animal, he whispered, “Who did this to you, boy? Just hang in there. Help is on the way.” 




* * * * 

 

The soft touch in his coat felt good, too good. A tantalizing scent invaded his nostrils, drawing him out of his pain-filled world. Trent cracked his eyes open and looked up. A human sat next to him, speaking in a gentle voice. Even in the darkness, Trent could 
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distinguish the beautiful, elegant features of his face. The human’s deep eyes scanned Trent’s body with concern, and for whatever reason, the emotion in that gaze comforted Trent. One word rose in his mind, one instinct.  Mate. My mate.  

The rational part inside Trent told him such a thing couldn’t be. 

Spirit wolves couldn’t have human mates. Lovers, yes, but never true bonded hearts, never the one thing all of them hoped and waited for all their lives. After all, a bitten human would turn feral. How could a spirit wolf claim his mate if he didn’t do so by biting? It was a logical impossibility. 

And yet, everything inside him ached with the truth of it. He allowed himself to just enjoy the human’s touch. He’d worry about the rest later. 

At one point, he must have drifted off, lulled into sleep by the human’s gentle touches. He awoke when another male approached. 

Trent’s mate got up and greeted the new arrival. “Dan, thank God you’re here. I really need to get him to the clinic.” 

“Did you call George?” the man, apparently named Dan, said. “He might be able to deal with this better.” 

Trent’s mate shook his head. “George will just kill him. Come see, Dan.” 

Dan approached Trent, and much to Trent’s dismay, began to feel for injuries. Having his mate touch him was one thing, but this strange individual who seemed far too friendly with Trent’s mate didn’t have his permission. 

Trent twisted against Dan’s hand, the motion managing to get Dan’s exposed hand within reach of Trent’s claws. Stupid human. 

Didn’t he know he never should approach a wolf unprotected, not even a wounded one? Better said, especially not a wounded one. This famous Dan seemed to be taking survival lessons from Trent’s mate. 

Once Trent recovered, he’d make sure his human never made such mistakes again. 
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His abrupt motion jostled his wounds and made renewed pain course through him. He let out an involuntary whine of pain, but couldn’t help a small pang of satisfaction when Dan retreated, narrowly escaping having his arm torn into. 

“Whoa, there, boy,” Trent’s mate said. His hands landed on Trent’s side, holding him down with gentle care. “Dan is a friend. 

He’s just helping us. Stay still or you’ll hurt yourself.” 

Trent obeyed, but still growled a little at Dan. “That’s odd,” 

Trent’s human said to the other man. “He never once moved or did anything violent. I sat next to him here for half an hour before you came.” 

“I’m beginning to have my doubts whether you should leave him here or not,” Dan said morosely. 

“Come on, man, help me out. You don’t mean that. He’s clearly scared.” 

“Sometimes, Drew, I really think you have a heart that’s too kind for your own good.” 

Drew. Drew was his mate’s name. Feeling safe and accomplished, he pushed closer to Drew and licked his palm, conveying his gratitude. The taste of Drew’s skin exploded on his tongue, awakening the age-old desire to possess. 

Oblivious to Trent’s thoughts, Dan went on to say, “Okay, so it seems he likes you, but not me. Great. Just great.” Sighing, Dan got up. “Well, seems you were right about one thing. It was certainly a two-legged beast who did this.” He threw another gaze toward Trent. 

“Listen up, wolf, we’re going to carry you to my truck. Don’t go biting me, because Drew or no Drew, I’m taking off.” 

Trent disliked being ordered around, and his fangs ached to tear into some Dan flesh. But Drew’s voice cooled his temper. “Please obey,” Drew said. “We’re taking you someplace safe.” 

So, Trent didn’t move when the two humans maneuvered him toward Dan’s truck. As they went by Drew’s car, a human teenager 
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peered out the window. “Come on, Dad, tell me what’s going on. 

What’s up with the wolf?” 

“Stay inside, Paulie,” Drew answered. “We’re going home in a minute. The wolf is none of your business.” 

Drew had a son? Trent’s heart fell. In Trent’s experience, a son meant a wife, or at least a girlfriend, which clearly showed Drew to be straight. There went his hopes for a mate. No. He needed to think clearly and beyond the instinct that seemed to be clouding his mind. 

He’d acknowledged Drew’s bond to him, but in truth, they were only strangers, and Drew was a human. There must be some mistake, some other explanation. Some humans had a connection to the spirit world and the paranormal. Drew could be one of them. Or the feral bite could be making him hallucinate. That would most likely be his best bet. 

“You shouldn’t keep the wolf next to Paulie,” Dan said as they loaded Trent into the back of the truck. Dan’s words made Trent dislike him even more. A wolf he may be, but he didn’t attack kids. 

Of course, Dan wouldn’t know that, but it was beside the point. 

“I don’t plan to,” Drew answered. “I’ll keep him locked in the back of the clinic.” 

Dan sighed in obvious irritation. “Drew, he’s a wild animal, not a pet. You can’t keep him.” 

“I know. And if Paula’s parents find out, they’ll take my son. But I can’t just abandon him out here. In his state, he’ll die.” 

Trent was touched by Drew’s concern and the chance the human intended to take. Still, he understood Drew felt torn over helping him and keeping his son safe, so in a strange way, Dan’s next words relieved him. “Maybe we can take him to my shed,” the man said. 

“He’ll be safe there.” 

Drew turned to Trent, his deep eyes troubled. “What do you say, boy?” he asked almost absently, caressing Trent’s fur. 

Trent hated the idea, but he couldn’t have Drew’s family in danger because of him. After all, the ferals might still be out there. So, 
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he whined and licked Drew’s hand. “How strange,” Drew noted. 

“Looks like he agrees.” 

Dan clapped his hands together. “It’s settled then. We go to your place to give him some treatment, then take him to my shed.” 

Drew nodded. He didn’t look pleased, but clearly, he couldn’t come up with a better solution. He covered Drew with a blanket and whispered, “Don’t worry. I’ll save you.” 

Trent would have been happy about his mate’s show of concern, but the moment Drew left his side, pain invaded him once again. 

Every inch of his body seemed consumed by it. His back felt like it was on fire, and Trent distantly recalled the feral biting him. Bites might not transmit the feral virus into spirit wolves, but they did spread their poison. When coupled with other injuries, it could very well be deadly. 

Trent’s last thought went to Drew. He wished he could have known the mystery behind the other man and understood where a human mate could possibly come from. Before surrendering to unconsciousness, he prayed that Drew would never find out who he’d really been, especially not at the hands of the ferals. 
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Chapter Two 

Sometime during the trip, the wolf’s condition had taken a turn for the worse. The original plan of taking the animal to Dan’s shed was left on hold. Hell, they didn’t know if the wolf would last the night, let alone another transport. 

Drew asked Dan to help him carry the wolf into the back of his clinic, and then rushed back to the car and his son. Time was of the essence for the animal, so as much as Drew would have liked to stay with Paulie, that would have to wait. “You go on with Dan,” he told Paulie. “I have some work to do.” 

“With the wolf?” Paulie asked. “Is it going to die? What happened?” 

Drew smiled at his son’s concerned tone. Paulie inherited Drew’s love for science, and to top it off, intended to be a vet one day. Any moment now, Paulie would offer to help, but Drew couldn’t allow his son next to a wolf. Sick or not, the wolf remained a wild animal. “Not if I can help it,” he told Paulie. “Now, go. It’s way past your bedtime.” 

Dan gave him a knowing look. “Don’t worry about it. He’s in good hands.” 

“I’m right here, you know,” Paulie muttered under his breath, 

“and I can take care of myself.” 

Drew laughed at his son’s put out tone. He hugged Paulie good night and thanked Dan for his help. Dan had been very helpful ever since he’d moved here. Drew didn’t know what he’d have done without the other man’s aid. 
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Fifteen years back, Drew had been the quintessential mad scientist, only focusing on his research and studies. Then, suddenly, a newborn entered his life. At first, he’d tried to balance both, but in the end, he’d been presented with a choice. So, a little before Paulie’s seventh birthday, Drew abandoned all his career dreams for the benefits of a regular schedule, exchanging them with the office of a general practitioner here in Tennington. 

Unfortunately, Tennington didn’t come without flaws, and the town vet ranked high on the list of things Drew disliked about the town. As such, he assigned himself to deal with the poor injured wolf. 

Of course, he was more than qualified to do so. He hadn’t been one of the top scientists of Denver’s CDC for nothing. 

As Dan took Paulie inside, Drew rushed to his clinic and into the back examination room. The building he’d chosen for a clinic held three such areas, more than enough for a town the size of Tennington. 

Drew would have put the wolf someplace else, but his house was out of the question, and any other spot he could think of wouldn’t be sterile enough. 

The wolf remained in the same position on the hospital bed. The artificial light from the bulb cast a pale glow on his black fur. He was truly a magnificent animal, and Drew didn’t understand who could have hurt him so. 

As he proceeded with his examination, Drew spotted something out of the ordinary. Oddly, the bullets seemed to have burned through the skin, as if they held a substance the animal was allergic to. As it turned out, one of the bullets remained inside, and when Drew extracted it, he realized it was made out of silver. Judging by the gunshot wounds and the rest of the injuries, Drew thought a human to be behind the attack on the wolf, but to further increase the strangeness, the body of beautiful creature bore distinct claw and fang marks, mostly on its back. In fact, this injury seemed quite severe. 

Drew had seen many animal bites in his past experience, but none quite like this. Who or what had been behind this monstrosity? 
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As Drew’s watch on the wolf went on into the night, the disease seemed to worsen. The wolf’s muscles became stiff, paralyzed, and Drew could feel the heat the animal’s limbs radiated even through his surgical gloves. A peculiar substance that looked like black ooze began to seep out of the bleeding wounds. At the first sign of it, Drew knew he had something very serious in his hands. He needed to get Paulie out of the wolf’s proximity as soon as possible, and get some help here, pronto. 

Drew’s heart hurt upon seeing the beast suffer like this, and the knowledge that he was, for once, ill prepared for a patient tore at him. 

He didn’t have a clue as to why this wolf seemed so special to him, and he hated not knowing. But he needed to be a professional about this. The wolf should be kept in strict quarantine. And before Drew could get anyone to take him seriously, he needed to know what he was dealing with. With luck, he might be able to save the animal. 

He collected a small sample of skin and of the black ooze and analyzed it with his microscope. His lab here didn’t have the equipment he’d benefited from in Denver, but this would have to suffice until he could get someone to help him. 

What he saw on the slab horrified him. The disease consuming the wolf seemed like some sort of mix between rabies, the Ebola virus, and something else entirely different. Panic coursed through him. To have a new strain combining two of the deadliest diseases known to man in his own home made him weak in the knees. 

He picked up his cell phone and dialed Dan’s number. His friend’s sleepy voice answered him after a few rings. Without giving his friend a chance to even speak, Drew said, “Go, wake George up, I don’t care. You need to have your blood tested.” He took a deep breath and forced himself to say the next words. “And Paulie, too.” 

Dan sounded completely alert now. “Jesus, Drew, what’s wrong? 

Is it the wolf?” 

“I’ll say it is,” Drew answered. “Tell him to bring any antivirals he has and any inhibitors of coagulation.” Even as he spoke, he knew 
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it would be useless. The wolf’s condition was clearly beyond any treatment they could come up with. How long had the animal been on the river bank? The river water might not even be potable. Fuck, fuck, fuck. 

“Drew, are you there, man?” Dan said at the other side of the connection. 

“Yup. Look, get George to check you and Paulie for rabies and give you a vaccine, just in case. I know it sucks, but it’s necessary. 

After that, I need you to take care of Paulie for a few days.” 

“But why?” Dan asked. 

Drew tried to find an answer for that question. “The wolf is carrying something like I’ve never seen before. Looks like a new form of rabies.” 

“But neither of us have been bitten, so we should be fine if we just kill it now,” Dan replied. 

Drew felt relieved at the calm with which Dan took the news, but Dan was no pathologist, and he hadn’t seen the nightmare on the microscope slab. Mentioning Ebola would just make his friend panic, though. He didn’t like the idea of killing the wolf, however. After all, from a strictly medical point of view, they needed the animal to understand the disease. Never mind that Drew’s entire being screamed to focus on saving the sick beast. 

“No,” he said. “We need to know if this can be treated. This wolf was bitten by another animal, so we could have other points of infection out there.” Before they knew it, they might end up with an epidemic on their hands. 

“This is more than just rabies, isn’t it?” Dan said glumly. When Drew didn’t reply, Dan continued, “I’ll go talk to George.” 

In the background, he could hear Paulie asking Dan what was going on. “Pass the phone to Paulie,” he told his friend. 

A second later, his son’s voice came through the connection. 

“What’s wrong with the wolf, Dad? Why do we have to see George?” 
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“Son, listen up. You’re a big boy now. The wolf has a disease, and we might have caught it. You’re going to George to make sure that doesn’t happen. Don’t talk to anyone about this and listen to Dan.” 

“What about you?” Paulie’s voice trembled as he spoke. 

Drew stole a look at the wolf, and he knew that even if his responsibilities as a doctor didn’t require it, he still couldn’t have left the animal. “I’m still needed here. Don’t worry about me.” 

“But Dad—” 

Drew interrupted his son before Paulie could say anything else. 

“Hey, remember who you’re talking to.” 

Paulie laughed at their little inside joke. “Yes, yes, Doctor Andrew Michael Blunt. Famous for his struggles for human health in Africa, Latin America, and Australia. Yes, we know.” His tone changed from slight amusement back to open concern. “Be careful, Dad.” 

“I will.” 

After the short good-bye, Drew snapped his cell phone closed and focused on his patient once again. In the morning, he’d contact the CDC in Denver. Until then, he couldn’t hope to find any one of his former colleagues. Drew joined the occasional expedition when his aid was required, but in general, he didn’t keep in touch with them. 

They contacted him if they needed his expertise. Drew never once expected to require their aid. 

Until then, Drew needed to rely on himself alone. With a bit of luck and a lot of divine aid, he might be able to make a breakthrough. 

Sighing, he prepared himself for a long night. 

As he watched over the wolf, Drew petted the sick animal and whispered, “I’m so sorry you have to go through this. I’m sorry for everything.” 

To his surprise, the wolf let out a low whine. Perhaps not all was lost, after all. 




* * * * 
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Trent awoke to the sound of raised voices. “I have no idea how things are done where you come from, Mr. Blunt,” someone said, “but around these parts, we generally kill animals that can harm others.” 

“I can understand your point, Mr. Farret,” Drew’s voice came in reply, “but if the wolf is a source of infection, we need him to figure out a cure.” 

“There is no cure for rabies,” the other man shot back. 

Trent cursed to himself when Drew didn’t answer. He distantly recalled his mate watching over him, hydrating his feverish body, soothing his hurts. He remembered Drew’s gentle voice, coaxing him out of the darkness. But at the same time, he realized Drew must have taken samples of his blood. That wasn’t good, not good at all, especially for Drew. 

“I’m not letting you kill him,” Drew said at last. 

Drew’s determination might have been for purely objective reasons, but it still warmed Trent inside. In that moment, he realized something else. The pain had diminished considerably. Trent had seen lots of his fellow hunters suffer from injuries such as his and never recover. How much time passed since his attack? 

He experimented shifting and his body melted into his human form with ease. The lingering aches vanished, leaving behind a slight weakness. Amazing. 

Trent jumped off the examination bed and headed toward the source of the voices. He caught sight of a little, bald man glaring at Drew, with Drew giving him a cool look back. 

Any lingering doubt he might have experienced about Drew being his mate dissipated into thin air. His injuries hadn’t allowed Trent to appreciate Drew’s looks before, but now, he took everything in with greed. Drew’s blond hair and blue eyes seemed almost angelic, but his stance and body held the clear authority of a man in his prime. He guessed him to be in his mid thirties, perhaps younger, perfect for Trent’s taste. A severe, but fashionable haircut complimented his 
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strong chin and full lips. He wore a doctor’s robe, and Trent experienced a brief fantasy of fucking Drew in it. 

He was so lost in his admiration of Drew he missed the final exchange between his mate and the other man. At last, Baldie stalked away, leaving just Drew and Dan in the room. “Maybe we shouldn’t have gotten George here in the first place,” Dan said. 

“Maybe,” Drew said. “But I couldn’t have treated the wolf without the stuff he brought.” 

“What did you give him anyway? He seemed better earlier.” 

“His state did improve,” Drew answered. “I figured the key to be in the additional substance that bound the two strains together. Rabies and Ebola both kill quickly, and we don’t have the means to fight them off. But if we attack this other virus and separate the genomic material into different nucleotides…” 

Dan lifted his hands in surrender. “Okay, okay, please don’t get into that sort of thing with me. So did you register any result?” 

Drew retrieved some papers from a desk. “Not in analyzing the third substance, but with some effort, I managed to help the wolf. The active substance I extracted from the human antivirals helped, a very odd thing. I’d almost think a human infected with rabies bit our wolf, but that’s impossible. Also, the virus seemed to have some sort of an allergic reaction to silver, but it might’ve been something it borrowed from the wolf.” 

“Wow, you figured out all that in just one night?” Dan asked, sounding awed. 

Trent suppressed a sound of surprise. It couldn’t be. The feral virus wouldn’t be so easily decomposed, especially not by a human scientist. Drew just laughed, and Trent noticed heavy circles around his eyes. “I’ve barely scratched the surface of the issue. I’m just glad we could stabilize the wolf’s condition, but from there to an actual cure, we’ve got a long way to go. I can’t do much here with just a microscope at my disposal.” 
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“You think cases of human infection will appear, then?” Dan asked. 

“I’m sure of it,” Drew answered. “This sort of thing doesn’t just die out with one case. The water doesn’t seem to be affected, but we won’t know for sure until we get the CDC on this.” 

“So you’re calling them then?” 

“I already have,” Drew replied. “They said they’d send a specialist as soon as they can.” 

At Drew’s words, Trent began to panic. The shit would hit the fan, fast. Human higher-ups knew about the existence of the ferals and received consistent payment to make sure they kept their mouths shut. 

Unfortunately, Trent didn’t know what would happen to Drew once word came out of his discoveries. 

Not to mention that Trent’s presence here would draw any remaining feral in Tennington to Drew. Fuck, fuck, fuck. They needed to get out of here. No matter what, he had to keep his mate safe. Perhaps Trent couldn’t understand how their bond even came into existence. They’d deal with it later, once Trent ensured he could keep Drew out of harm’s way. 

Without allowing himself the chance to change his mind, Trent stalked inside the room. “That wasn’t very smart,” he said, surprised at his own calm voice. 

Drew promptly dropped the papers, while Dan turned toward Trent and with a surprisingly quick motion, retrieved his gun. Trent arched a brow at the human. “Now, that’s not very welcoming.” 

Drew stared at him, gaping. Trent didn’t fault his mate for being surprised. Having a naked man pop out of the blue in his clinic must have shocked Drew beyond speech. Beyond that shock, however, Drew saw a shadow of arousal. As their gazes met, Drew licked his lips, most likely an unconscious gesture. In spite of the injuries he’d suffered just the day before, Trent found himself hardening, his mate’s gaze on him too arousing to resist. 
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Unfortunately, Dan’s voice broke the moment. “Excuse me if I don’t welcome some naked guy who burst inside a doctor’s office,” 

he sneered. 

Drew seemed to shake out of his trance. “Who in the world are you, and how did you get in here? Are you injured?” 

Trent couldn’t help a small smile. He was beginning to think Drew really did have a heart that held far too much kindness. “I’m fine now. You saved my life.” 

Drew blinked at him. “This must be some mistake. It’s true I’ve treated many people, but I think I’d remember you.” 

“Don’t talk to him, man,” Dan piped in. “Clearly, some nutjob decided it would be fun to walk around in the buff. Well, newsflash, buddy. Around these parts, we call that indecent exposure. Now come quietly and maybe you’ll manage to get away with just a fine.” 

Trent snorted. “I don’t have time for this. Listen. You’re in danger.” 

“In danger?” Drew seemed to be recovering his calm. “I suppose you could say that, but a pathologist and a law enforcement officer are always in danger.” 

“The virus you’re studying isn’t something your CDC friends will want released to the general public,” Trent continued. “It’s far too dangerous and there is too much at stake.” 

“And how would you know anything about that?” Dan snarled. 

“Don’t listen to him, Drew. He’s clearly a psycho.” 

Drew ignored his friend, still staring at Trent. “Are you saying the virus is a known biological weapon?” 

“Something like that,” Trent replied with a sigh. “It only transmits through the bite of a carrier, though, so there’s nothing wrong with the water.” 

Drew frowned at this. “I appreciate you telling us this, but you can understand why we’re skeptical. I think maybe you should go with Dan. The people at the CDC will know what to do.” 
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Trent couldn’t say his mate’s words surprised him. After all, Drew was a doctor and accustomed to things that made logical sense. He needed an explanation, but Trent didn’t have time for any. 

Just as he thought this, Trent sensed a presence approach. It felt familiar, dark, and Trent remembered the moment he’d last been in contact with it perfectly. How could he not? The entire episode had been just the night before. Even if Trent had taken out Jaws, his friends in the car still remained a danger, and apparently, they’d found Trent. 

“Get down!” 

He lunged toward the two humans and pushed them down a second before a shower of bullets swept through the room. Any other time, he’d have very much enjoyed feeling Drew’s heat against him. 

In the current circumstances, he forced himself to keep a cool head. 

He waited until the hail of deadly projectiles stopped and then got off his mate and snuck up to the shattered windows. Through the dim light of the dawn, he spotted two ferals, a woman and a man, reloading their weapons. 

Trent didn’t have much time. He jumped forward, shifting as he did so. This threat needed to be eliminated at all costs. The desire to keep his mate safe gave him renewed strength. Unsurprisingly, he didn’t manage to reach the ferals before his enemies prepared their weapons once again. However, he did take them by surprise, and this element gave him the ability to dodge their bullets. This time, he was ready. This time, he wouldn’t allow them to shoot him down. 

The man went down first, Trent’s weight sending him crashing to the ground. He turned into his wolf form, trying to dislodge Trent, but his maneuver just managed to make him more vulnerable to Trent’s attack. Carefully avoiding the feral’s fangs, Trent tore into the other wolf’s throat savagely. He took just one second to do so, then jumped back. Just in time, too, because an instant later, bullets showered over the first feral. Intending to hit Trent, the woman killed her companion instead. She cursed, dropped her gun, and shifted as well, obviously 
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intending to flee. Ferals couldn’t hope to win against experienced hunters, not in a fair fight. Spirit wolves kept a strong hold on their inner beast, and this control allowed them to channel an energy ferals couldn’t reach. 

She didn’t make it far. Trent had no qualms in taking down a feral, even if she did belong to the fairer sex. She represented just as much a danger as any man. 

He took care of his last enemy with a fair amount of ease. When he finally shifted into his human form, a sense of weariness took hold of him. He wished things could have been different. These people, these ferals, were, in the end, closely bonded to his kin. If only the spirit wolves could find a cure for the feral madness. But all their research had been for naught. So far, the only way to stave off a fully fledged massacre of the humans at the hands of the ferals had been to wipe out the source itself. 

And yet Drew effectively helped him defeat the feral virus. Of course, the spirit wolf immune system had, in the end, won the battle, but without Drew, it might not have gotten the chance to fight back. 

The thought reminded him of his mate, and he turned back toward the clinic, intending to check on Drew. As he did so, however, he saw Drew standing beyond the shattered windows, staring at him with disbelief and terror. His heart fell at the realization that not only had the situation become even more complicated, but Trent may have also lost his mate before he’d even gotten the chance to have him. 




* * * * 

 

Drew couldn’t believe his eyes. The wolf he’d rescued from the river bank somehow turned out to be a man, a sexy man who turned Drew on like nobody’s business, and who’d just killed two other wolf-people in front of Drew’s home. 

He’d been mystified upon seeing the strange naked man in his house, coming out of the examination room out of all things. It didn’t 
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help that this stranger claimed the little work he’d managed to do in one night put him in danger. He’d intended to ask so many things, to understand what the man intended, and preferably, why in the world he made Drew feel like a teenager with his first crush. 

His explanation had come in the most vivid way imaginable, and seeing the naked man turn into the injured wolf from the night before blew Drew’s mind. The shock made him swoon, and he landed into Dan’s arms. “What the fuck?” Dan shouted, illustrating Drew’s feelings perfectly. 

The wolf-man—wolfman?—moved so fast Drew’s eyes couldn’t even follow him. In a flash, he reached their side and pulled Drew away from Dan. Warm arms went around Drew’s torso, strangely comforting and familiar. Drew closed his eyes and allowed himself to melt into the embrace. He didn’t know why he felt so safe in this man’s presence, but he did. So safe, so hot, and young again. 

Mister Tall-Wolf-and-Handsome was everything Drew had ever wanted and given up when Paulie appeared in his life. Chad and Judith would have loved to know about Drew’s homosexuality. It would’ve given them the opportunity to take Paulie away, and Drew could not allow such a thing. 

The thought sobered him, and he broke away from the other man. 

The stranger gave him a pained look. “Now you see why you’re not safe here anymore?” 

Drew forced himself to analyze the situation as a scientific puzzle, even if all he wanted was to trust and allow himself to be swept off his feet. “I don’t understand,” he said. “Who or what are you?” 

“A werewolf?” Dan suggested from behind them. 

The man glared at Dan, then turned to Drew once more. “I’m Trent Hart,” he replied. “And no, I’m not a werewolf, but a spirit wolf. Werewolves—at least your idea of them—don’t exist. The closest thing to them is what you saw me fight earlier. They are called ferals, and the virus you investigated is the one that creates them.” 

“A virus that creates werewolves,” Dan drawled. “Right.” 
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This time, Trent actually seemed irritated. “You just saw me and two other people turn into wolves before your very eyes. One would think the experience would convince you I’m telling the truth.” 

As Trent spoke, Drew’s mind went into three directions. The first analyzed his previous laboratory findings by using the new information. To a certain extent, it now made sense why the human antivirals helped. Drew ached to investigate the virus further. The second one screamed at him to find Paulie and just get the hell out of Dodge. The third one aroused something new inside him, a deep need Drew couldn’t quite understand. He wanted to rub against Trent, touch the other man, take that magnificent shaft in his mouth and see if it tasted as delicious as it looked. 

A new wave of desire hit him when he took in the look in Trent’s eyes. Drew had received similar glances in the past and, back before he’d become a father, even followed up on the silent offers. But now, he had other priorities. Shaking himself, he stole a look toward the wolf bodies. “Are there more of these…ferals in Tennington?” 

“Not to my knowledge,” Trent answered, “but you started something with your call at the CDC.” 

Drew frowned. “I’m afraid I don’t follow.” 

“Humans are not supposed to know about this. I’m not sure what happens to those who do find out, but you most certainly won’t be able to live here anymore. The ferals will find you, and my kind will not allow you to go unsupervised.” 

Drew felt faint. “But I have a life,” he said weakly, “a son.” 

“Paulie will have to come, too, and your dear friend, Dan.” Trent shot another glare toward Dan. “Now, seriously, we don’t have much time. You can either take your chances with whoever my people send, or trust me.” 

For whatever reason, Drew didn’t even hesitate. He nodded. “I trust you.” 

He felt Dan’s dismay and understood it. After all, Drew was taking quite a chance, and not only with his own life, but with his 
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son’s and his best friend’s. But ever since he’d found the injured wolf on the bank, he felt something shift inside him, a part of his heart he’d thought gone forever. He didn’t want to let it go. Did this mean he was thinking with his cock? No. With his heart, maybe. But his heart never led him astray. 

“I’m going to dispose of these bodies,” Trent said. His eyes looked sad, even if his voice sounded steady. “Pack up something for you and your son. Dan, you go and get Paulie, and don’t forget to take some necessities along, as well.” 

Dan spluttered, obviously disliking being ordered around. Even so, he complied. Perhaps a part of Dan sensed the urgency of the situation, too. Whatever the case, Dan nodded and rushed to his car. 

“You take care of Drew, or else,” he threw over his shoulder. 

As Dan drove off, a surreal feeling hit Drew. Left alone with Trent, with this mysterious stranger, Drew didn’t know what to say. 

He clung to Trent’s instructions. Having something to do would keep his mind off the recklessness of his own actions. “I’m going to pack,” 

he told Trent. Without another word, he rushed off into the house. 




* * * * 

 

Trent watched his mate go with a mix of hope, arousal, and confusion. Drew seemed to be attracted to him, and his trust in Trent had been an unexpected gift. But Drew was also a doctor, a man of logic, and when his mind cleared up of the shock, the doubts would emerge. 

Trent himself still couldn’t fathom what he’d do about a human mate. He hoped that once he got Drew to safety, he’d manage to contact his family. They might know more, and their influence could keep Drew safe. 

He’d never expected meeting his mate in such circumstances. 

Usually, spirit wolves arranged special meetings for such things, but 
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Trent had never found anyone with such an instant connection to him amongst his kin. He wondered how he’d explain it. 

It didn’t matter anymore. He’d find a way to make it work. Even if he couldn’t claim Drew, they could perhaps try a relationship the human way—assuming, of course, Drew even wanted to. 

Sighing, Trent forced himself to proceed with his gruesome task. 

He couldn’t exactly leave them in the center of Drew’s lawn. Besides, even if the feral virus could only spread through the bite, Trent’s kin never tested whether a dead body could infect an animal that accidentally ate from it. 

He carried the bodies to the back of the house and dug a deep hole. After dumping them inside, Trent said a small prayer to the Spirit Mother. Perhaps these ferals once had a soul before the virus drove them mad. He hoped the Spirit Mother would help them find their way back into the light. 

He covered the grave with dirt and camouflaged it as best he could. When he finished, he heard a car approach. It could be anyone. 

Even if he hadn’t mentioned it to Trent, he knew the humans must have heard the bullet shower. He padded back toward the front of the lawn and peeked out. It was Dan’s car, with Paulie in the backseat. 

Dan parked and turned toward Paulie. “Stay inside,” the human said. 

The teenager protested, but Dan silenced him with merely a hand gesture. The human left the vehicle and went around the car. He opened the trunk and after some rummaging, retrieved some clothes. 

To Trent’s surprise, Dan then headed straight toward him. As soon as he reached Trent, Dan tossed him the clothes. “Here. This isn’t some porn movie. That kid is far too young to watch you wandering around with your family jewels for everyone to see.” 

For the first time, Trent admitted Dan might be right about something. After all, Paulie wasn’t a wolf. Unlike his kin, humans weren’t comfortable with nudity. So Trent acknowledged Dan’s offer 
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with a simple “thank you,” took the clothes, and silently put them on. 

They were a little tight, but other than that, fit him quite well. 

“Did anyone alert the authorities?” 

Dan nodded. “The neighbors did hear. I phoned the sheriff and said some vandals came, but I chased them off. Still, he should be arriving in fifteen minutes or so.” 

“We can’t afford the delay. We have to go now.” 

“All the arrangements are made,” Dan answered. “Once Drew is ready we can be off.” 

Trent narrowed his eyes at the human. Something didn’t quite fit in his opinion. Dan obviously didn’t like him, and yet the man seemed to admit the necessity of leaving. “Why are you suddenly being so agreeable?” 

Dan shrugged, but Trent felt the discomfort behind the gesture. He sniffed around the human. Something was different. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it, but Dan had changed somehow. 

Before Trent could figure it out, Drew exited the house. His eyes went to Trent first, and his Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. 

Trent felt his mate’s arousal skyrocket again. Dan’s clothes must look better on Trent than he’d originally thought. 

Paulie chose this particular moment to disobey Dan and leave the car. “Dad, you’re all right. Thank God.” As he hugged his father, Paulie caught sight of Trent and frowned. “Who’s he?” 

“Paulie, this is Trent Hart. Trent, this is my son, Paul.” 

Trent extended his hand. “Nice to meet you, Paulie.” 

Paulie took it, all the while giving him a suspicious look. “Uh… 

hello? Who exactly are you, Trent?” 

Trent didn’t even know what made him say the following words. 

“I’m your Dad’s boyfriend.” 

He was not surprised when Drew cursed and punched him. 
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Chapter Three 

As he drove Dan’s car, Trent struggled to keep hold on his instincts and frustration. Through some miracle, Drew still agreed to their little trip, in spite of Trent’s blunder and presumptuousness. But he could feel the tension in his mate, and it made him more anxious than ever. 

Humans and wolf spirits were so very different. When wolf spirits found their mate, they could immediately acknowledge their bond, whereas humans hid behind their societal norms, burying the raw, instinctual part of them under thick constraints. For humans, dating and getting to know each other usually represented a prerequisite to introducing oneself to a partner’s family as a “boyfriend.” Wolves also passed through a period of courtship, and Trent now realized his intention had been to initiate it by his little announcement. 

Drew had been furious, but at the same time unable to deny neither his attraction toward Trent, nor that toward men, in general. 

Thankfully, Paulie had taken the news quite well. In fact, he seemed more concerned about Drew than anything else. “You okay, Dad?” he asked Drew. He and his father sat together on the backseat of Dan’s car, with Trent driving and Dan taking shotgun. 

“Fine,” Drew replied. “Just a bit tired.” 

Through the rearview mirror, Trent stole a look at his mate. Drew quickly averted his gaze, and Trent felt a pang of dismay. He’d really fucked things up, hadn’t he? He should have introduced himself as a man first, gotten Drew to know him, and only after they had something solid, told him about his wolf shifter nature. But he’d done everything the other way around, and now Drew had somehow ended 
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up torn away from his home in the middle of a conflict between their races. True enough, circumstances played a big part in the whole debacle, but Trent couldn’t help but feel that he might have been able to do things better, if only he’d tried. 

He was so lost in his thoughts he almost missed Paulie’s words. 

“What happened with the wolf? Did it die?” 

Trent smiled a little at the youth’s tone. He liked Drew’s son, and he thought that maybe, in time, he could even grow to love him as his own. He shook himself. He had to take it slow and think like a human. 

Humans didn’t allow strangers to look after their children. And much to Trent’s dismay, he was, for Drew, nothing but a stranger. 

“He didn’t die,” he replied to Paulie. “Your father is too good a doctor to allow that to happen.” 

“Where is it then?” 

Trent couldn’t exactly tell the kid the wolf was driving this car, and he didn’t get the chance to come up with a different explanation. 

A sense of deep connection flooded over him, and at the same time, Drew clutched his chest. “Dad!” Paulie cried. 

The sound of helicopter blades filled Trent’s ears over the thumping of his heart. His mind could not process what was going on, and yet, his instincts knew. They were screaming once again, for the second time in the last twenty–four hours.  Mate. 

Trent pulled the car over. In a few moments, the humans would realize why, as well. No car could outrun a helicopter, especially not one piloted by a spirit wolf. “A chopper?” Dan asked. “What the hell?” 

Paulie looked puzzled. “I can’t hear anything,” Paulie said. 

Drew seemed just as confused, and it struck Trent as odd that only Dan would hear better than the other two occupants of the car. He didn’t have too much time to dwell on his new dilemma. Drew’s eyes widened, and he gasped. “No, wait. Oh, God. It  is a helicopter.” 

They strained to look out the back window while Trent opened the car door. “Stay inside. I’ll deal with this.” 
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Dan nodded, but Drew shook his head. “I’m coming with you. I want to see what this is all about, once and for all. I can’t take it anymore.” 

As much as he wanted to keep his mate safe, Trent knew it was out of his hands. His destiny spiraled out of control, and Trent had no idea where its whims would carry him. 




* * * * 

 

It came to him like a wave of energy, so intense Valerius was surprised the helicopter didn’t crash. Flooding him, overwhelming him, the feeling of rightness and acute familiarity became even stronger as they approached their quarry. Valerius had sensed it, ever since they’d begun to follow the scent of Andrew Blunt and his companions from the good doctor’s house. In his heart, Valerius knew what it meant, and he cursed his luck. He was a Judiciary. He didn’t want a mate. He didn’t need one. For this reason, he didn’t frequent spirit wolves’ social gatherings. His life rotated around his duty, and for him, it more than sufficed. 

“Are you well, My Lord?” a soldier next to him asked. 

Valerius gave the man a cool look. They all knew better than to pose such idiotic questions. He was always all right. He wouldn’t have been chosen for this job otherwise. 

Hunters never really appreciated the simplicity of their lives. They saw the world in black and white. It was kill or be killed, eliminate the enemy. Sometimes, Valerius missed those days, the time when he himself belonged with the hunters. It had been so easy, not like now, when he needed to deal with innocents who, to their misfortune, found out about the spirit wolves. 

Few humans survived an encounter with the ferals and lived to tell the tale, actually preserving their humanity. Those who did have the insane luck to be mauled, but not bitten, recovered in special clinics, 
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and after the danger passed, in human hospitals that had understandings with the spirit wolves. 

But on occasion, it did happen for an individual human to find out about the spirit wolves. One of the most basic laws of their nation demanded that in such cases, the human needed to be dealt with by a Judiciary. 

And now, it would be on one of his missions that he’d find his mate, the mate he’d never even wanted. Would it be this Trent Hart? 

Valerius had looked at the hunter’s file and secretly found him attractive even before coming here. He should have backed off when he’d experienced the weird sensation. He should have given the mission to another Judiciary. But he hadn’t, and now, he couldn’t very well back down. 

Soon, he noticed a car ahead, with two men waiting by its side. 

His heart began to beat even faster. How could this be? Valerius had never once lost control, not since that awful day when he’d been forced to make the most difficult choice in his life. In hindsight, he knew he’d done the right thing, but this realization didn’t make it hurt less. 

Valerius shook himself. He hadn’t thought about his brother in a long, long time. He forced the glum memories away from his mind and focused on his task. So what if Trent Hart was his mate? It changed nothing. They could try to initiate something between them, or they could go their own ways, after Valerius dealt with Andrew Blunt. 

The helicopter landed in a clearing a short distance away from the road. As the blades of the aircraft finally stopped, Valerius opened the door and jumped out. “Stay inside,” he told his company of soldiers. 

“Don’t come out unless I call you.” 

He rarely needed them, but Judiciaries were always required to have a guard, regardless. His men nodded, already used to the routine. 

Valerius closed the helicopter door and headed out to meet the 
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mysterious doctor Blunt. He couldn’t help but wonder about this human who seemed to be looking into the mysteries of the feral virus. 

When his eyes first fell on Trent Hart and Andrew Blunt standing next to each other, he felt like he’d been hit by a sledgehammer. Trent gave him a penetrating look, while Andrew seemed to be breathing hard and even looked slightly sick. Valerius himself felt overwhelmed. This couldn’t be happening to him. He couldn’t have a human mate, especially not in addition to a werewolf one. No, no, no, no. 

But his denial didn’t make it any less true. He could feel it in his heart, in the way his body demanded physical contact with the men in front of him. Arousal swelled inside him, bright hot, and he forced himself to remember how much this complicated things, and how much pain a human mate brought in the past. The fates truly chose to play tricks on him today. 

Still, he knew standing there, frozen, would solve nothing. He made his way toward the two men and shared the customary warrior wolf salute with Trent. As they gripped each other’s arms, heat flooded Valerius’s body, and the beast inside him howled in triumph, demanding that he claim his mates this instant. Valerius gritted his teeth and leashed his wolf. It hurt, but Valerius had experience in keeping his instincts in check. 

With as much calm as he could muster, he introduced himself. “I am Valerius D’Averam,” he said in the human tongue. 

“I am Trent Hart, and this is Dr. Andrew Blunt,” Trent replied in turn. 

Valerius bowed courteously. “It is a pleasure to meet you both.” 

He then turned to Trent and, in the language of the spirit wolves, asked, “How much does he know? Has he seen you turn?” 

Trent hesitated, and Valerius knew the answer even before the man spoke. “He has, Judiciary. We were attacked by ferals, and I had no choice but to shift. It’s not his fault, for any of this.” 
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“It never is,” Valerius replied with a sigh, “but you know as I do humans must not know about our kind.” 

“Surely something can be done,” Trent protested. “He saved my life.” 

Trent’s words startled Valerius. Trent didn’t look injured in any particular way, and it hadn’t occurred to Valerius that Trent’s wounds might have been life-threatening before the doctor found him. “How so? What did he do?” 

Trent opened his mouth to reply, but Andrew intervened. “Excuse me, but I’m right here,” he said. “Why are you speaking as if I weren’t present?” 

Valerius gaped at the human. This time, he truly couldn’t contain his surprise. “You can understand us?” 

Andrew just gave him a puzzled look, and for a few seconds, Valerius lost himself in the man’s deep blue eyes. If he’d had any doubt the human was his mate, this settled it. There could be no other explanation as to how Andrew could understand their discussion in their mother tongue. 

“Of course I can,” Andrew drawled. “You’re talking in plain English. And as to what I did to save Trent…The injuries were too severe for antivirals to have much effect, but in combination with a proper care for the wolf, they helped. I wouldn’t have thought my aid would be enough, but his immune system must have done the rest.” 

Even as the other man spoke, Valerius realized the situation was more complicated than he’d originally thought. Andrew’s credentials showed his experience and brilliance in the field of pathology, but Valerius only now began to understand it. 

“That aside,” Andrew continued, “what do you intend to do with me? And can anyone explain to me what the fuck is going on?” 

When Andrew shouted, the door to the car opened and a young blond human stepped out. Valerius blinked, shocked at his own lapse. 

How could he have missed the presence of another? When another man followed the first, Valerius knew he was losing it. 
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“Dad?” the young blond asked. “What’s wrong? Who are these people?” 

Dad? Oh, shit. Just when Valerius thought things couldn’t get more complicated, his mate’s son popped up. He recalled reading about the child in Andrew’s file. Paul Blunt, age fifteen. Mother Paula Turner, deceased. Lived with his remaining parent, the respectable Doctor Blunt. Great, just fucking great. He hadn’t read anywhere about the other man, however. 

“This is my son, Paul, and my friend, Daniel Lawson,” Andrew said, as if sensing his confusion. “And I do have to agree with Paulie. 

We’d be very thankful if someone actually gave us an explanation instead of pretending we’re not here.” 

By some miracle, Valerius didn’t break down right then and there. 

“I assure you, Dr. Blunt, you’ll find out everything in due time.” 

They couldn’t exactly stand around in the middle of the forest and argue about this, so Valerius made a flash decision. “Follow me.” 

He turned on his heel and headed back toward the helicopter. The four men must have understood the seriousness of the situation as they obeyed without protest. As he reached the aircraft, Valerius opened the door and gestured for his guard to get out. He needed space inside the chopper. They’d just have to find their own way back. 

“Inside,” he told the four men. 

“Now wait just a minute,” Daniel protested. “This is getting to be too much. First, some werewolf shows up and tells us we’re supposed to leave our homes because supposedly we’re in danger. Now, another stranger wants us to go with him in a helicopter. I think not.” 

Paul’s eyes widened. “Werewolf?” 

So the teenager did not know. That was good news. It would be easier to wipe away memories that didn’t have any visual basis. 

Valerius turned his gaze toward Daniel and frowned. Something about the other man didn’t feel right. He couldn’t figure out the reason for his unease, so he resolved to deal with it later, when he 
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could think more clearly. “Please, follow me,” he said once again, stressing the “please.” He didn’t want to give any explanation in front of Paul, and he intended to talk to Trent before he decided on anything. 

“But my car…” Daniel protested. 

“My men can bring it to you.” 

Daniel stared at him, looking conflicted. Truly, the human didn’t have much choice. Valerius could very well force them to come if they refused to go willingly, but he didn’t want to resort to that sort of thing. 

Daniel tossed the keys to his car to one of Valerius’s guards. “At least can we get our stuff?” he said bitingly. 

“Certainly,” Valerius replied. He nodded to his men, who rushed off toward the car. Paul didn’t see them move faster than humanly possible. Valerius ushered the humans inside the helicopter. Once all the passengers were loaded and secure, his men returned with the bags and tossed them in the back. 

“I trust that’s everything,” Valerius said. 

When Andrew nodded, Valerius closed the door to the helicopter and directed the pilot to head home. He still had no clue how he’d deal with this, but perhaps once they reached a safer, more familiar setting, he’d figure it out. 
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Chapter Four 

A few hours passed since leaving Tennington, and Drew wondered how he’d managed to get himself into this mess. He’d thought he’d left his adventuring days behind when he’d abandoned his pathologist career, but instead, he’d somehow jumped out of the frying pan and into the fire. 

Meeting Valerius D’Averam shook him greatly. The man awoke the same feelings inside him as Trent did. His piercing gray gaze made Drew dizzy, and those full lips begged to be kissed. While Trent’s handsomeness reminded Drew of a modern Hollywood actor, Valerius looked like an elegant noble of old. Everything about him screamed refinement, from his stance to the way he bound his black hair back. Drew had not even managed to wrap his mind around his conflicting emotions for the first wolfman, and another one appeared, bombarding him with a second set of sensations. 

With so much on his mind and heart, he couldn’t bring himself to make any protest regarding Valerius’s order. He kept Paulie close, however, remorse coursing through him at the thought that he’d dragged his son into such a dangerous situation. 

The trip passed in tense silence, none of them speaking. Before he knew it, the aircraft landed on a helipad on the roof of a skyscraper in New York. Drew had been to the Big Apple before, but he saw it with different eyes now. Who knew the great metropolis hid werewolves—

or rather, spirit wolves? 

“This is my home,” Valerius said as they left the helicopter. “I hope you’ll enjoy your stay.” 
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They used a large, luxurious elevator and went down into the penthouse. Paulie’s eyes boggled as he took in the unnecessary lavishness of the space. To Drew, the whole penthouse looked cold, like something he’d have seen in a designer’s catalogue. There were no pictures, no personal touches, nothing. In spite of Valerius’s words, he felt like this was a five-star hotel, and not an actual home. 

A black-clad butler appeared and bowed. Valerius introduced them and then said, “Thom, would you please lead Paul and Daniel to their guest rooms to rest?” 

“But…” 

Drew pulled his son away and said, “You do need to get some sleep, Paulie. Relax. I’ll solve this.” He paused, not wanting to lie to his son, but reluctant to scare him, too. Dan’s careless words had done enough. “In brief, the wolf we found the other day bore a virus. We’re discussing the implication of its discovery now. I brought you along because I felt you weren’t safe there without us.” 

“Oh,” Paulie said. “But Dan said—” 

“Never mind that,” Drew interrupted his son. “I’ll tell you the long version later.” 

“Your dad is right,” Dan piped in. “Come on. Let’s leave him to his complicated scientific talk.” 

Paulie looked doubtful, but in the end, nodded. Drew knew his son would have liked to hear this, given his love for science and animals. But Drew himself didn’t know if giving this information to Paulie would be recommended, at least not at this point. 

As his son and best friend followed after the butler, Drew turned toward Valerius and Trent. “All right. Now we can really have an honest to God discussion. All the cards on the table. I want to know what you intend to do to us.” 

“Very well,” Valerius said. “I think that would be best, too. We should take this conversation to my office.” 

Valerius led them from the main foyer into an adjoining chamber dominated by a huge desk. Armchairs and a marvelous bookcase 
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completed the design. Valerius gestured them to sit, and Drew complied. 

Valerius sat at the desk, and the physical barrier the desk represented struck Drew with surprising intensity. “First of all,” 

Valerius began to speak, “I need to know if you all feel it.” 

Even if Valerius didn’t expand further on his statement, Drew knew what the other man referred to. He could not understand it, but these overwhelming emotions that called him forward toward the two spirit wolves seemed out of this world. In a weird sense, he almost thought he could experience their feelings as well. Beyond Valerius’s mask of coldness, he saw something that beckoned him forward, a hidden, deep pain. Trent was all longing and desire, and it expanded over Drew, threatening to swallow him whole. 

Trent nodded silently, and the gazes of the two men fell on Drew. 

Drew fidgeted uncomfortably, and then said, “Yes. I don’t know what to say. This isn’t normal.” 

“It isn’t normal for humans,” Valerius corrected, “but it is quite common for spirit wolves. It is the bond all mates have.” 

“Mates?” Drew repeated. Sure enough, he knew all about wolf behavior in the wild, but nothing he’d learned could possibly explain this. While the concept of mating held a strong meaning for the animals, some wolves did copulate with females other than their chosen mates across the years. However, Drew and the other men seemed to share a perfect triple connection which, to Drew’s knowledge, didn’t appear in the wild. 

As if in echo of Drew’s dilemma, Valerius added, “But it is unusual for spirit wolves to have more than one mate. And for the second one to be a human is even more striking.” 

“How so?” Drew asked. He couldn’t help but bristle at the latter part of Valerius’s phrase. “How are human mates any different?” 

“You’ve seen the reason yourself, Doctor,” Valerius answered, “in that microscope. If a spirit wolf bites a human, the human unerringly turns into a feral. The virus is less virulent than if the bite comes from 
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another feral, but the end result is the same. Therefore, a human must never be a spirit wolf’s mate.” 

“But Drew is right there,” Trent shot back. “How do you explain him?” 

All of a sudden, Trent froze and his eyes widened as if he’d just understood something. Drew grasped the undertone of Valerius’s words as well.  Must not,  not  can’t. “Wait,” Trent said. “You knew about this. You knew humans could be our mates.” 

Valerius nodded, his eyes veiled by a distant sorrow. “What happened?” Drew asked. Clearly, herein lay the pain Drew had sensed inside Valerius. 

For a few seconds, Drew thought the other man wouldn’t reply, but then Valerius started to speak. “It was two hundred years ago. My brother found a mate, a young man living next to our domain. I still remember the day I met him. He was so full of life and caring. He accepted our way of life with no fear—quite a feat, especially in those days. It surprised me, and I agreed to their relationship, even if I knew the possible consequences.” Valerius paused, as if the story became too hard for him to tell. “It turned out to be a serious mistake. The two of them were so happy and fit together so well that at one point Caesar became convinced nothing could go wrong. Following his instincts, he bit his mate. Predictably, Linden turned feral. We tried everything, the best medicine available to us at that time, the best doctors. But in the end, none of our efforts made any difference. With each passing day, Linden lost himself more and more to the feral insanity. Finally, two painful years after the bite, my brother saw Linden was losing the last threads of his humanity and feared for his very soul. We had no choice. We…He asked me to lock them both up into their home and burn it down. They died there, together, in the flames.” 

Drew’s heart filled with pain for Valerius. No wonder the other man was so adamantly against human matings. How difficult must it have been for Valerius to agree to his brother’s demand? 
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No words could provide comfort in such moments. Drew found himself getting up and heading toward Valerius. He went around the desk, hugged Valerius’s neck, and pressed himself to the other man. 

One second later, he felt Trent do the same. 

At first, Valerius seemed tense, but then, he relaxed under their touch. “We shouldn’t do this,” he whispered, but his tone lacked conviction. “It can’t end up well.” 

“It’s all right,” Drew replied. He wanted to cast aside the terror in Valerius, replace it with the knowledge that he could love and be loved without fear. “Everything’s going to be all right.” 

Drew shared a look with Trent, and the other man smiled. Perhaps Drew didn’t fully understand this, but for the moment, his heart demanded that he bond with these men. For the first time in so many years, he felt something special for someone other than his son. 

All lingering doubts vanished when Trent pressed his lips to Valerius’s. Drew had never been particularly voyeuristic or kinky, but the sight of the two men together made him so hot he couldn’t believe it. He wanted to touch them both, to feel their warmth against his body. God, this was madness, but such beautiful, perfect madness. 

On impulse, Drew pulled Valerius’s chair back and knelt at the other man’s feet. His hands trembled as he struggled to unzip Valerius’s fly. Beneath the constraining material, he could feel Valerius’s hard cock. He wanted it in his mouth, in his ass. 

Valerius tensed at his touch, but Trent held the other man down. 

Taking advantage of the chance Trent had given him, Drew pulled Valerius’s zipper down and rubbed the man’s dick through his boxers. 

His mouth watered when he realized a wet spot was already forming against the material. But he hadn’t done this for so long. Would he even remember how? And these men were so hot, so amazing and magical, while he was just a middle-aged human. 

As inadequate as his reason might have made him feel, his body urged him forward to take what he wanted, just this once. He pushed Valerius’s boxers down and unveiled the beauty of the other man’s 
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cock. Fascinated, Drew rubbed his thumb across the leaking tip. A groan escaped Valerius, and to Drew’s surprise, a strong hand landed in his hair. 

Drew stole a look up and found himself at the other side of two hot, lustful gazes. At some point, the spirit wolves had stopped their kiss, but their swollen mouths still bore the sign of their shared passion. “Come on, Drew,” Trent said. “Suck him.” 

Valerius didn’t speak, but the look in his eyes sufficed. The strong hand in Drew’s hair urged him lower down, and Drew gladly complied. He engulfed Valerius’s shaft in his mouth, learning the taste of his new lover. The feel of Valerius’s dick on his tongue made his head spin. He tried to take it even deeper, but gagged, the other man’s cock too large for him to take. “Easy,” Valerius said, voice husky, yet gentle. “Don’t rush it. We have all the time in the world.” 

It was odd to hear Valerius say that, since a minute ago the man refused to even accept the idea of a human as a mate. Drew didn’t blame him, of course, but he just knew they could make things work somehow. A human he might be, but he’d never stepped back from a challenge. 

He bobbed his head up and down Valerius’s shaft, sucking him, teasing him, offering as much pleasure as he could. Experimentally, he reached down to tickle at his lover’s wrinkled sac. He must have found a sensitive spot because a growl escaped Valerius. The other man began to fuck Drew’s face in earnest, and his lover’s loss of control made pleasure spiral through Drew. 

Much to his dismay, Valerius snatched him away from his prize. 

He pulled Drew into his lap and before Drew could utter any protest, crushed their lips together. In their kiss, Drew read frenzied lust and unrestrained desire, and he swore he could taste Valerius’s need to possess him, the raw animalistic passion that Drew had never encountered in a lover before. 

When they broke apart, Trent pulled Drew close. “My turn,” he whispered seductively. 
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Drew melted in the other man’s embrace, reveling in the connection between the three of them. How could this be? How could he want both Valerius and Trent so much? But in spite of all the questions, it felt so right, and Drew surrendered to his own desires, casting all caution to the wind. 




* * * * 

 

They were beautiful together, Valerius’s two mates. Valerius wanted them both so badly it hurt. His entire body begged for their touch, and Valerius couldn’t recall why he’d ever wanted to hold back. 

So what if Drew was human? So what if having a third mate didn’t fit with the nature of the spirit wolf? In the end, it didn’t matter. 

They were bonded, and together, they could get over anything. 

As Drew and Trent broke their kiss, Valerius pulled them both toward his bedroom. He never brought people here, not because he particularly cherished his house, but due to his acute need for privacy. 

Whenever he’d needed to scratch an itch, he just went out and found a willing one-night stand. But this would be different. This would be his first time with his mates, and he wanted to make it perfect. 

He pushed them both onto the large four-poster bed and went to his wardrobe. The hedonist in him led him to always have the necessary supplies at hand, a fact for which Valerius felt very thankful now. As he retrieved a tube of lube from his stash, he briefly considered taking some anal beads or perhaps a cock ring, but decided against it. This time, just the three of them would be enough. 

He made his way back to the bed and froze when his eyes fell upon the amazing sight of Trent’s hands roaming over Drew’s nude body. Apparently, Trent wasted no time in getting their mate naked, and Drew didn’t disappoint either, getting rid of Trent’s clothing with swift, efficient motions. Valerius felt awed by the beauty of the two men. 
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Trent gripped Drew’s hard shaft in a large fist and jacked it slowly, all the while throwing a gaze Valerius’s way. “Come on. 

We’re waiting.” 

Drew moaned and spread his legs wide. He crooked his finger at Valerius and beckoned him forward. “Come, Val. Fuck me.” 

No one had ever called Valerius like that in his life, but strangely, he found he liked it. He grinned at his two mates. “I’d love to.” 

In a flash, Valerius made his way to his mates. Trent flipped Drew on all fours, exposing the perfect twin globes of Drew’s ass. Eagerly, Valerius parted Drew’s cheeks, and desire swamped him at the first sight of his lover’s little hole. His cock throbbed with need, the desire to claim Drew’s body escalating to unbearable proportions. 

Swiftly, he tore his own clothing off and uncapped the lubricant tube. He poured a generous amount on his fingers and spread it on Drew’s hole. Drew gasped when Valerius inserted a finger inside his passage, and Valerius echoed the sentiment entirely. The hot tightness that engulfed his digit almost made him lose every last remnant of his control. He took a deep breath and focused on preparing his mate. The last thing he wanted was to make this experience painful for Drew. He added another finger, scissoring them inside Drew. He expertly found his mate’s gland and rubbed it, unsurprised, but still aroused when Drew let out a moan of pleasure. 

A groan drew Valerius’s attention to his second mate. Trent’s gaze washed over him, burning him, and Valerius suddenly had an image of the three of them, connected in the most intimate way three men could be. He wanted to fuck Drew while Trent pounded him in turn. 

His thoughts must have shown on his face as Trent leaned over Drew and shared a quick kiss with their mate. “So beautiful,” he murmured as he caressed the side of Drew’s face. “We’ll be together in a minute.” 

Drew nodded, and Trent crawled across the bed until he reached Valerius. Valerius retreated his fingers from Drew’s body and met 
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Trent halfway. Their lips crushed against each other, and Valerius realized Trent still tasted like Drew, their combined flavors so intoxicating it drove Valerius wild. “I want you so bad,” Trent said as they broke apart. 

Wordlessly, Valerius nodded. He shifted on the bed, allowing Trent the space to maneuver behind him. He caressed Drew’s flanks, taking in the softness of the other man’s skin. “Ready?” 

“Yes, please. Oh, God, yes,” Drew frantically replied. 

Satisfied at his mate’s enthusiasm, Valerius positioned himself at Drew’s hole and slowly pushed inside. Drew tensed beneath him, and Valerius froze. “You all right?” 

“I’m fine,” Drew answered, but his voice sounded a bit strained. 

“Sorry. It’s just been a while. Go on.” 

Valerius obeyed, but he kept his motions slow. When he at last embedded himself fully inside Drew, Valerius stilled. It must’ve been the hardest thing he’d done in his life, but he needed to allow his mate to get used to his girth. Valerius’s pause made Trent shoot into action. 

Fingers prodded at Valerius’s hole, spreading lubricant around his opening. “Just do it,” he said. “I like it rough.” 

In spite of his words, Trent still took an inordinate amount of time preparing him, inserting one finger, then a second inside him. 

Valerius couldn’t take it anymore. He needed to move, to fuck and be fucked. Drew clung to the sheets desperately and gasped, “Please… 

Fuck me. Val, Trent, fuck me.” 

Drew’s words at last urged Trent forward. He removed his fingers and thrust deep inside Valerius, the penetration so abrupt it shook Valerius to the core. Sandwiched between Trent and Drew, he felt as if every nerve in his body had been awakened. The scent of his mates surrounded him, making him drunk with passion and desire. His body thrummed and his skin burned, instincts and emotion sizzling through him. 

The three of them began a rhythm that created a connection of ecstasy. Trent’s each thrust hit Valerius’s prostate, making sparks fly 
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through him. In turn, Valerius aimed for Drew’s special spot, and every motion from the man on top of him drove him harder and harder into the one beneath him. The heat they radiated could have scorched the sun. Gasps, groans, and slaps of flesh against flesh sounded in the room, filling Valerius’s ears. Drew chanted their names in a litany of “Val, Trent, Val, Trent.” Valerius couldn’t even speak anymore. He was too lost, too amazed at the sensations that coursed through him. 

“Fuck, Val,” Trent whispered in his ear. “I need you.” 

Valerius instinctively knew what Trent meant. He bared his neck, allowing his mate to take what he wanted. His own fangs descended, and he yearned to claim his two mates in the way of the spirit wolves. 

Trent’s sharp canines dug into Valerius’s flesh, and the slight pain triggered an amazing orgasm. He thrust inside Drew one more time, howling as he found his completion. It went on and on, his ecstasy prolonged when the wet heat of Trent’s semen bathed his insides. The scent of Drew’s pleasure combined with theirs, and Valerius’s entire being begged to be one with his second mate. 

Moving together with Trent, he lowered his fangs over Drew’s skin. Drew exposed his neck, and Valerius experienced a brief pang of surprise. How did Drew know what he intended? Humans generally didn’t have such predilections. 

Realization struck him with such force it chased away all the lingering haze of his orgasm. Horrified at what he’d almost done, he recoiled, pushing Trent away and dislodging himself from both his mates in the process. Thankfully, Trent must have sensed his panic, as he retracted his fangs before Valerius could do anything stupid like tearing his own throat out on Trent’s fangs. 

Somehow, Valerius managed to leave the bed and tried to gather his bearings. Silence stretched inside the room, made even more uncomfortable by the lingering scent of sex. When he thought he could speak with his two mates without breaking, Valerius turned toward them. “This should have never happened,” he said. His heart 
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broke at the pain and shock on Drew’s face, more so when they were quickly masked. 

“Well, it did,” the human replied. “But we’re all adults here. We can handle it.” 

“You don’t understand,” Valerius answered, frustrated. “Trent bit me. I nearly bit you. I almost claimed you. It would have turned you feral. It would have driven you insane.” 

For a few seconds, Drew didn’t speak. “So let me get this straight. 

If I understand you correctly, spirit wolves claim each other through a bite. And you can’t claim me, because the bite would set the feral virus in motion.” He paused, then looked from Valerius to Trent. “But you can claim each other.” 

Valerius nodded. When Drew put it this way, it sounded horrible. 

They were excluding Drew out of their relationship for something that, in the end, wasn’t his fault. But Valerius couldn’t see any other way. He still remembered Caesar’s pain, and the sight of the flames that consumed Caesar’s home would be forever branded in Valerius’s memory. He’d killed his own brother because of the feral virus. He could not kill his own mate. He preferred letting Drew go. 

In his heart, he’d always known it might come to this. He’d avoided the spirit wolves’ social gatherings for this exact same reason. A mate meant affection, and love automatically brought pain with it. 

“I’m sorry,” he told Drew. 

Drew shook his head. “Don’t be. It’s quite understandable.” 

The pain had morphed into aloofness, and the passionate mate who’d writhed under Valerius turned into the cool doctor. Valerius didn’t know what to think about that. He knew from experience suppressing one’s emotions never brought about anything good. 

When they did burst out, they did so with a bang. Case in point, himself, and his near bite of his human mate. 

Trent gaped at both of them, his eyes wide with disbelief. “You can’t be serious. Surely you don’t mean to give this up.” 
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Valerius sighed. He liked Trent’s innocent optimism, but he could not see any other way out of this. 

Drew ignored Trent and stared at Valerius, and Valerius had the peculiar sensation of being analyzed under a microscope. Oddly, he found both sides of his mate arousing, and much to his distress, the wolf inside him reemerged, demanding that he break Drew’s façade of control. 

But Drew’s next words distracted Valerius from any sensual pursuits. “I have a question,” Drew said. “Under normal circumstances, what would you do with a human who found out about the spirit wolves? I assume this is not the usual treatment he or she receives.” 

The cool sarcasm in those words irritated Valerius. True, Drew had every right in the world to be pissed, but Valerius was only trying to do the right thing. He’d thought his mate would understand. He prepared a scathing reply, but it froze on his lips when Drew offered him a sad smile. “Sorry about that. It was uncalled for, and a low blow.” 

Valerius shook his head, his heart melting. “You have nothing to apologize for. It’s a very stressful situation. But to reply to your question, usually, by now, your memories would have been erased, and those of any others who might have witnessed anything suspicious regarding our nation. Should your location be in any way compromised to the ferals, you’d be relocated and given a new life, a new name, everything.” 

Drew gaped at him. “But what of our loved ones, our friends?” 

“Your closest kin would be taken along. As for the rest, the usual procedure is to have them all think you died.” 

“You can do that?” Trent asked, visibly shocked. “But how? I didn’t think it was even possible.” 

Valerius grimaced. Once, he hadn’t thought it possible either. But the abilities of the spirit wolves went way beyond what hunters used for the purpose of finding their prey. “It is a skill I learned for my 
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position as a Judiciary, but theoretically speaking, all spirit wolves can attain it, once they reach a certain age. I don’t recommend it though.” 

Trent looked puzzled. “Why not?” 

“It’s not…pleasant.” Valerius rubbed his eyes. He’d never shared this with anyone in his life, the burden he’d been forced to carry since taking his current position. He knew he shouldn’t complain. All Judiciaries had the same tasks and responsibilities, but it seemed to Valerius most became immune to the true meaning of what they were doing. Essentially, they were hurting humans, even if the entire purpose of their struggle was to avoid it. Once a Judiciary wiped a human’s memory, the mind never fully recovered. In his heart, that person would always know he’d lost his real identity. Some humans even remembered, too attached to their previous existences for the compulsion to work. On occasion, they ended up in madhouses, rambling about their real selves, fractured between the life that had artificially been inserted and the one they’d actually lived. 

Valerius would have preferred to allow them to live on like they had before and just wiped away the memory of the moment when they’d seen the spirit wolves. The lucky ones did get away with just that. But Drew had come into contact with ferals, as well. Eventually, the beasts would come to find him, if only because he’d helped Trent. 

For the spirit wolves, this needed to be avoided at all costs. 

Supposedly, the whole process was for the humans’ protection. In truth, Valerius sometimes wondered which was the greater evil, death or this uprooting, this displacement of identity. In the past, he’d even tried to limit the times he used this method, instead choosing to convince the humans they were on the run from the mafia or something along that line. But in the end, the humans always broke down. He couldn’t help them, and his opinion didn’t count. In the scales of hierarchy, the law of tradition ruled all. 

The idea that he might have to do this to his mate made him sick to his stomach. “But I won’t do it to you,” he told Drew. “I refuse. 
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We’ll just have to pretend I did and keep the secret. It’s the only way.” 

To Valerius’s surprise, Drew got off the bed and padded to his side. Pressing a brief kiss to Valerius’s lips, he whispered, “It’s not the only way, not if I can help it.” 

“What do you mean?” Trent asked. 

Drew arched a brow. “I’m a doctor. For once, I’ll use what I learned for myself. There has to be a way to make this work. There always is.” 

“You mean to find a cure for the feral virus? Drew, that’s impossible.” 

“Why?” Drew shot back. “How do you know? Have you ever tried?” 

Valerius heard fire and decision in Drew’s voice, and he hated to cut into his mate’s enthusiasm. Even so, Drew needed to acknowledge the difficulty of the task he meant to take on. “I haven’t tried it myself, no, but we have medics as well. We’ve been fighting the ferals forever. If there had been a way to cure the virus, we’d have known it by now.” 

Drew shrugged. “Well, you know what they say. Always get a second opinion.” 

The idea that a human scientist could succeed where they’d all failed before boggled the mind, but Valerius was willing to try. Hope emerged in his heart. If anyone could do this, it was his mate. Even from their brief exchange, Valerius understood Drew’s medical talents went way beyond that of normal human doctors. Clearly, Trent’s injuries had been quite severe, and yet Drew managed to help him. Besides, no matter what, they couldn’t just give up. They needed to try to find another solution before they resorted to a separation. 

“I can cover your tracks and claim you’ve received a new life,” he said, “but you wouldn’t be able to research this in any normal lab. It would be too risky.” 
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“I meant to take him and the others to my family home,” Trent piped in. “They’d be safe there. Our borders are well protected, and not even Judiciaries would encroach on our territory without just cause.” 

Valerius distantly recalled that, indeed, the Harts were well-connected with the upper echelons of their kin. The oldest Hart boys had become experienced and successful hunters, and the eldest, Ash, was even expected to one day take the role of a Judiciary. Valerius once met the senior Harts—Grant and Marion—when he’d been younger, before his Judiciary days and, he believed, before Trent had even been born. Today, the Hart couple tended to be reclusive, and Valerius himself preferred solitude. Their influence would certainly protect Drew. 

“Excellent idea,” he told Trent. “You must go then, as soon as possible. Paul and Daniel will go with you, of course. I will do my best to stall and give you time to get to Maine.” 

“Maine?” Drew repeated. 

“My folks own a large part of the forest there, through various individuals and corporations,” Trent explained. “Don’t worry about it. 

We’ll be safe there.” 

Drew looked thoughtful. “My son, too?” 

Trent nodded. “We can have a private tutor assigned until it’s safe for him to go to school.” 

Drew considered their words for a few moments, and then said, 

“All right. That sounds good. Now, do you have a bathroom around here? I really need to clean up and go check on him.” 

Valerius chuckled and directed the human to the bathroom adjoining his bedchamber. As they walked inside, Valerius admired Drew’s naked body unashamedly. Even with everything that seemed to stand in their way, Valerius still wanted Drew. He wanted both his mates, and he was willing to give away his position as a Judiciary for it. 
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Trent joined them and closed the bathroom door behind him. 

“How about we all take a quick shower together?” 

Drew shook his head. “I really have to go see if Paulie’s all right. 

This is all so new to him. I’ve dragged him into something very dangerous, and it will only get weirder from now on.” 

In spite of Drew’s words, Valerius could tell his mate felt tempted. He smelled it all around Drew and saw it in the human’s fidgety motions. Nevertheless, his mate didn’t give up on his decision. 

Valerius acknowledged Drew’s need to see Paulie, and he made a mental note to have a chat with the young human as well. If they were going to try to make it work, Paulie would be family, after all. 

Since he didn’t know where exactly Drew’s clothing ended up, Valerius chose one of his own outfits and set it out for Drew. It would be loose on Drew’s more slender frame, but his mate couldn’t exactly wander around naked through the penthouse. 

Drew came out of the bathroom and stole a look at the clothes. 

“Thanks.” 

“No problem,” Valerius replied as his lover dressed. “Go talk to your son.” 

Trent intercepted Drew just before the other man left the room. 

Under Valerius’s very eyes, he pulled Drew into his arms and pressed his lips to the human’s in a devastating kiss. Valerius’s wolf demanded that he join in on the action, but he kept it in check. Such activities would have to wait. 

The kiss between Drew and Trent broke. “Come back soon,” 

Trent whispered against the human’s lips. “We’ll be waiting.” 

Drew wordlessly nodded, looking dazed, then rushed out. As one of Valerius’s mates left the room, the other grinned at him. “We do have a chance.” 

For once, Valerius found that, perhaps, he could trust his future to someone else. 
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Chapter Five 

Drew hastened out of the room, feeling dizzy and blown away. He could still taste Trent’s kiss on his lips and feel Val’s cock inside him. 

God, what was he doing? How could he jump in bed with two men he barely knew? 

His heart thundered, and he took a few moments to calm down and regain composure. It didn’t help that his body begged to be close to the two men again. As for his heart, it seemed divided between his mates and his son. That had never happened before. Drew never let anyone or anything be more important than his son, especially not since he’d moved to Tennington. It bothered him that these strangers could shake his resolve with such ease. 

Then again, Trent and Val weren’t strangers, not really. Drew felt like he’d known them forever, like he could see in their hearts and they could see into his. The pain he’d heard in Val’s voice when the other man spoke about his dead sibling still tore Drew apart. He’d also felt the self-disgust Val experienced at his own job and duty, as well as Trent’s affection for his family and his growing feelings for both Val and Drew. How could this be? 

Shaking himself, Drew made his way through the corridor and headed in the general direction of the foyer. Since he couldn’t exactly go look in every room of the huge penthouse, he needed to find the efficient Thom and figure out where Dan and Paulie had been taken. 

Then, he’d have to change and at last, go talk to his son. 

As it turned out, Thom’s presence proved to be unnecessary. 

Drew spotted Dan smoking in the lounge, sitting on a leather couch and absently staring at the ceiling. He knew his friend would realize 
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something happened between him and Val, but it would all come out in the end. He was an adult, and he had nothing to be ashamed of. 

“Hey,” Drew greeted his friend. “What’s up? Where’s Paulie?” 

Dan’s gaze shot toward him as Drew approached. “Supposedly, resting. I’m not sure if he’ll get any sleep. He’s not stupid.” 

“I know,” Drew replied with a sigh. “Seriously, Dan, why in the world did you have to make the werewolf comment?” He shook his head, hating himself for his reproachful tone. “Don’t answer that. It’s a stressful situation, and it’s about to get even more stressful.” 

Dan extinguished his cigarette in the ashtray and frowned at Drew. “What? Why?” 

“Apparently, since we’ve found out about the existence of their kind and we’ve been exposed to the ferals, we can’t go back to Tennington.” 

Dan’s gaze went back at the ceiling, and Drew wondered what his friend saw there that fascinated him so much. “I figured this would happen. So, we’ll be in the werewolf version of the witness protection program, or what?” 

“Well, we might’ve been, but...” He trailed off, words failing him. 

Dan arched a brow at him. “I don’t suppose your hesitation has anything to do with the fact that you’re wearing someone else’s clothes,” Dan said. When Drew opened his mouth to explain, Dan shook his head. “Don’t try to protest. I saw how those guys looked at you. Drew, are you sure you know what you’re doing?” 

“As sure as I can be at this point,” Drew answered. A flash of Val’s eyes passed through his memory, and the feel of Trent’s warmth engulfed him. “I’m sure,” he corrected. 

“Well, that puts us in an interesting situation,” a voice from behind him said. 

Drew turned, only to be set face-to-face with his teenage son. He made an unintelligent noise, his face heating with a combination of mortification and anger. “Dan, why the hell didn’t you tell me he was there?” 
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Dan shrugged. “I figured it would be easier for you to talk about it if you didn’t know.” 

“Chill, Dad,” Paulie piped in. “Seriously, I don’t mind. Okay, maybe I don’t understand exactly how it works, but I’m sure you wouldn’t do anything that isn’t right.” 

Drew didn’t know what to say at the absolute trust in Paulie’s voice. Paulie looked embarrassed and cleared his throat. “Anyway, that aside, what will happen to us if we can’t go home?” 

The lost quality in Paulie’s tone broke Drew’s heart. Immediately, he went to hug his son. “Oh, kiddo, I’m so sorry,” Drew said. “I know you’ll miss your friends, but you’ll make new ones. As to where, we’ll be moving to Maine.” 

“Maine?” Dan and Paulie said at the same time. 

Drew nodded. “Trent’s family home is there, and he will be establishing a lab for me to study the virus I mentioned earlier.” 

“Excellent, Dad.” Paulie grinned at him. “I always thought you were wasted as a small-town doc. One more question. Does this mean that we’ll be living with werewolves?” 

“Spirit wolves,” Val’s voice corrected. Drew briefly looked away from his son and watched at his two mates entered the room. They’d put some clothes on, but they still looked as edible as they had a little while ago. 

“Come sit, young Paul,” Val continued. “We’ll explain everything.” 

He’d gone into his authoritative mode, and Drew swallowed, forcing his mind away from the brief flashback of Val fucking his mouth, those strong hands in his hair. God, he couldn’t do this here. 

His son was a step away from him, for fuck’s sake. 

He noticed the moment when Val and Trent took in his arousal, but thankfully, his two mates did nothing about it. Instead, they sat on the couch in front of Dan’s and beckoned Paulie closer. 
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Paulie gave Drew a cursory glance, and Drew nodded. He led Paulie to sit next to Dan and took position at the other side of the couch. 

“I’m not sure how much you’ve been told, but you must be very confused and frightened at this point,” Val said. “I assure you no harm will come to you, or your loved ones.” 

“First of all, we are spirit wolves. We have many abilities, but the one characterizing our race is the fact that we can shift into wolf form. 

Because of our spiritual power, we can manage a balance between our animalistic side and our rational one. However, when a spirit wolf bites a human, the human becomes the closest thing to what you might call a werewolf—in our culture, a feral. This is the virus your father discovered.” 

“In the wolf,” Paulie said. 

Trent hesitated, but then nodded. “Yes, in the wolf. Has Dan told you about this?” 

“Some,” Paulie confirmed. “But I still don’t understand most of it. 

Whatever happened to it?” 

Trent gave Drew a cursory glance, and Drew could almost hear his mate’s question. Should they show him? Could they risk it? This was the moment. From here, they could no longer turn back. Drew had never felt so torn in his life. He wanted to be with Trent and Val. 

Did that make him a horrible father? 

Paulie must have sensed his dilemma. “Dad, it’s okay. I want to know. I can deal with it.” He nodded toward the two men. “Go on. 

Ignore him. He’s far too overprotective. I’m not five, for crying out loud.” 

Trent wordlessly got up. Just like back in Tennington, Drew watched the other man shift, the bones melting, turning, the entire process strikingly fluid and beautiful. It had been different with the ferals. In them, the change had been brutal, almost grotesque. 
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Drew took his son’s palm and held it tight. “Oh my God,” Paulie said. “You are the wolf. I mean, I suspected, but…Christ, this is amazing. Can you understand me?” 

Drew had no doubt Trent could indeed grasp human speech even in this form. The wolf’s peculiar intelligence the night before proved it beyond any shadow of the doubt. 

Trent hesitantly padded to their sides and set his huge head on Paulie’s knee. He looked almost like a large dog begging for a treat, and Paulie didn’t disappoint. He reached out and petted Trent, grinning as he did so. “This is so fascinating.” His voice held the awe Drew always felt whenever he reached a breakthrough, but also Paulie’s genuine affection for the animal kingdom. 

Drew allowed himself the luxury to touch his mate’s wolf form as well. The fur felt as silky as he remembered it, and Drew had the urge to bury his face in it. 

Trent retreated from their grasp and licked their hands. After that, he padded out of the lounge, leaving them with Val and Dan. “Where is he going?” Paulie asked. 

“To put some clothes on,” Val answered. “He’ll be back in a minute. Now, to continue the explanation, your father helped Trent heal, but in the process, discovered our existence, and the ferals found him. Long story short, Tennington is no longer safe for you. As such, we are taking you to Maine, where you’ll be well cared for.” 

“But why there?” 

“Because your father is our mate,” Trent replied from the doorway. “Due to what we said earlier, it is very difficult for us to have a relationship without turning Drew feral.” 

“But Dad can find a cure for it,” Paulie concluded. “Okay, I get it now. I mean, it will take a while to get used to the thought, but I think that, as long as he is safe, I’m fine with it.” After a brief pause, he asked, “What about my grandparents? Are they coming, too?” 

“I’m afraid not,” Val answered. “They will be led to believe you died.” 
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Paulie blinked. “That’s…harsh.” 

Drew’s heart squeezed at the sight of his son’s dazed expression. 

Obviously, Paulie had not expected such a thing. “I know, son. I’m sorry. If there were any other way…” 

“No, it’s okay, Dad,” Paulie rushed to assure him. “I’m just surprised, but it does make sense.” He grinned. “Besides, it’s not like I’m going to miss them.” 

Drew smiled back at his son. Sometimes, he thought his own resentment for Paula’s parents transferred too much onto his son. But truth be told, Chad and Judith never loved Paulie. They just persisted on the same course of action because of their resentment toward Drew. Perhaps leaving them behind would be a good thing. 

“I’d allow you a little more time to relax,” Val said, “but there are other arrangements to be made. I’ll have a helicopter ready for you, so you’ll get there in an hour or so.” 

Paulie nodded, now looking a bit dazed. Drew ruffled his son’s hair. “Go on to your room for a bit. I’ll come get you when it’s time.” 

Paulie hugged him and obeyed. “I love you, Dad.” 




* * * * 

 

Trent watched his mate’s son leave the room with a smile. The boy was still in shock, but he clearly worshipped his father and his affection for animals would help him adapt. In time, Trent felt convinced Paulie would come to love his home. 

“He’s a good kid,” he told Drew. 

Drew nodded. “He’s never given me trouble, even if my parenting skills aren’t exactly the best.” 

Dan frowned at his friend. “Come on, man. Don’t say that. You’re a great father.” 

Trent wondered how Drew had come to be a father in the first place, but he held his tongue. He didn’t want to stir old wounds, and Drew never mentioned a wife. Perhaps later on, he’d figure it out. 
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As if guessing his trail of thought, Drew said, “Sometimes, I wonder what Paula would say about my choices.” He looked at Val and Trent. “You probably have no idea what I’m talking about. I suppose I should tell you.” 

His expression turned sad, and Trent immediately intervened. 

“You don’t have to.” 

“I want to,” Drew said. He breathed in deeply and his eyes took a distant expression. Dan left the room, giving them privacy. 

“Paula was my best friend during my studies,” Drew said. “We met by accident, during a shopping trip, but we clicked at once. We were inseparable, and she was the only one I ever told about me being gay. She married young, straight out of college. She wanted a child very badly, but soon after their wedding, her husband fell ill with cancer. It took a while, but with treatment, he managed to defeat the disease. Only, he could no longer give her the child he wanted. So, one day, he came to me and asked me to be their child’s father.” 

“I felt honored at the trust they placed in me. At the time, I didn’t think I’d ever have kids since my work and sexual orientation weren’t exactly conducive to settling down and getting married. So, I agreed. 

Paulie was conceived through artificial insemination. Only, when the time came, something happened we could not predict. There were complications at birth, and as much as I tried to save them both, she died.” 

“Paula’s husband refused to take charge of the boy, since he blamed Paulie and me for her death. Her parents, Chad and Judith, stepped up, but I wanted to raise him instead. After a long, messy lawsuit, the justice system granted me custody, with the condition that Paulie needed to spend time with his grandparents regularly. But they were not satisfied and took the case to court again, arguing that my current job as a pathologist didn’t allow me to spend enough time with Paulie. They had a point, so I gave up the job and moved to Tennington.” 
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Silence fell over the room as Drew finished his tale. He’d clearly loved both Paula and his job a lot. Now, the boy’s enthusiasm about his father getting a lab made sense. He probably felt guilty because Drew had been forced to give up his previous job to raise him. 

“At any rate, having Paulie was the best thing that ever happened to me. I just wanted you to understand that, to know why, on occasion, I might not be able to give you the full extent of my affection.” 

Val knelt at Drew’s feet. “If it’s Paulie, we can share.” 

Trent nodded. “I want us to be a family, and perhaps, one day, Paulie will manage to accept us.” 

With a silent sigh, Val got up. “I have to go arrange for the helicopter. I’ll let you know when it’s safe to go.” 

“What about you?” Trent asked. He knew Val would stay behind, but he wanted Val with him, just like he did Drew. “When will you come?” 

“As soon as I can.” 

Val took a few steps away from Drew and whispered in Trent’s ear, “My father might give me grief, so for a while, they will be in your care. I trust you to keep them safe.” 

As Val took off, Trent sat next to Drew on the couch and cuddled him close. “It will be fine. You’ll see.” 

“I don’t understand any of this,” Drew murmured. “It’s just so unexplainable.” 

Trent pulled Drew in his lap and pressed his lips to his mate’s in a brief kiss. Drew’s proximity made him hot inside, and his shaft throbbed, but he forced himself to keep his libido in check. “I know it’s odd for you. But mates are mates. We’ll get to know each other more in time, but you can already feel it now, the way our souls match. Don’t be scared to admit it.” 

Drew straddled Trent better, and his ass landed straight against Trent’s hard dick. Trent groaned, the feel of his mate’s crease a tempting, forbidden temptation. He wanted to share this moment with 
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Val, one more time with the three of them together until they were parted. 

Val would come back any moment now. Trent could feel it. He’d created a link between the two of them when he’d bitten Val, something he ached to do with Drew, but couldn’t. He’d have to wait until they were safe. How odd that spirit wolves would be immune to any human diseases, but their own virus would keep them from fulfilling a mate bond. 

“Let’s go to Val’s room and wait for him there,” Drew whispered. 

“We still have that shower pending.” 

In one flash of motion, Trent got up and draped Drew over his shoulder. As he left the lounge, he stole a peek left and right, just to make sure Paulie was nowhere around. It would hardly be dignified if the boy saw his father in his prior-to-be-ravished position. 

Satisfied that he couldn’t scent or see Paulie nearby, Trent headed back toward Val’s bedchambers. Once there, he closed the door behind him and dropped Drew on the bed. 

He took his time in removing his clothing, slowly stripping for his mate. Drew watched him, his blue eyes growing darker and darker with each passing second. Trent enjoyed every second of it, and he enjoyed it even more when the door opened and Val stepped inside. 

The other man arched a brow at them. “I gave the order to have the chopper ready,” he said. “I was thinking we could do something fun in the meantime, but it seems you started without me.” 

“On the contrary,” Trent shot back, “we were waiting for you.” 

He shared a look with his wolf mate, and together they stalked to the bed where Drew waited. Drew visibly shuddered, but didn’t move a muscle. 

A flurry of clothing had them naked again, rubbing against each other, instinct prevailing over all else. Urgency coursed through him, the knowledge that they would soon be separated ever-present. He wanted to stick to Val’s side forever, but at the same time, he knew Drew needed him. 
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But here and now, things were simple, beautiful, and pure, like only raw passion could be. Somehow, Val ended up in the middle again, but this time, with Drew behind him and Trent in front of him. 

Val looked up at him, dark eyes dazed and full of passion, lips swollen and wet. Trent wanted to fuck that sinful mouth, to imprint his scent on Val and make sure his mate didn’t ever forget who he belonged to. 

Trent looked up and straight into Drew’s lovely blue eyes. 

Thankfully, they’d left the lubricant within reach. Trent tossed the tube to his human mate, waiting impatiently as Drew uncapped it and squirted liquid on his fingers. 

A low groan signaled the moment when Drew’s digits penetrated Val’s ass. Impossibly, Trent grew even harder. The sounds Val made aroused him beyond belief. He wished he could see Val’s body swallow Drew up, but looking into Val’s eyes more than compensated for his inability to fulfill his first desire. 

“Come on,” Val growled. “Fuck me. I can take it.” 

Drew abandoned the lube bottle on the bed and slowly pushed inside their mate. The expression of bliss on Drew’s face as he did so was the very epitome of beauty. Trent could no longer contain himself. He positioned his shaft against Val’s lips. Val’s lips parted, greedily taking him. 

The wet heat that surrounded him felt like pure heaven. Val took him with no problem whatsoever. A thrust from Drew had Val moaning in pleasure, and the vibrations spiraled straight through Trent’s cock. “Ah, fuck, Drew…Whatever you did, do it again.” 

Drew smirked at him, his eyes full of a weird sort of passionate gentleness. “Slowly,” he mouthed at Trent. 

Yes, slowly, to draw this moment out, to make it last, to keep it inside of them forever. Together, they started a rhythm that was poetry in motion. In and out, thrust after thrust, taking Val from two directions. For his part, Val seemed completely lost in his pleasure, 
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his handsome, aristocratic features having turned into the very picture of sexual perfection as he sucked Trent deep. 

Trent felt overwhelmed by the extent of the ecstasy he experienced through their connection. To a certain extent, he sensed Drew as well, but not as powerfully as he did Val. His fangs ached to claim them both, but he couldn’t do it, not now. It was the only thing he regretted, the only thing keeping this moment from being perfect. 

Trent forced the dark thought aside, instead focusing on the here and now, on the scent of his two mates engulfing him, on Val’s talented mouth taking him and Drew’s fevered blue gaze. They’d get by somehow. He just knew it. 

As much as they meant to take it slow, the beast inside Trent soon broke loose. Snarling, Trent held Val’s head down and began to fuck his mate’s face in earnest. Val would probably have a sore jaw, but Trent could feel Val’s excitement grow, regardless. 

In fact, Trent’s loss of control triggered a similar reaction in Val. 

Like a domino effect, they all began to move faster, the thrusts faster, deeper, more powerful and erratic. They turned into one single entity, one being of pure eroticism. The scent of sex and sweat mixed with the distinctive aroma of Trent’s mates. 

With so much heat between them, Trent thought he would surely self-combust. The fire of orgasm exploded over him like a supernova, and he buried his cock deep into Val’s mouth, sending his seed down his mate’s throat. A second later, Trent’s senses were assaulted by the smell of Val’s essence as the other wolf came. At last, Drew arched his back and with a beautiful cry, found his peak as well. 

They all collapsed on the bed in a sweaty heap. This time, Drew somehow landed in the middle, and both Trent and Val squeezed the human close. “It will be fine,” Val whispered. “You’ll see.” 

“I know,” Drew answered. “I’ll never give up.” 

Trent would never give up either. He’d always protect his two mates, come what may. 
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* * * * 

 

Half an hour later, Valerius supervised the final preparations for his mates’ departure. The bags had all been settled in the chopper, and the three humans now waited next to Trent and Valerius on the helipad. 

Drew hugged Valerius tight. “I wish we had more time together,” 

he whispered. 

“It will come,” Valerius replied. “I promise you it will come.” 

He reluctantly broke away from Drew and fell into Trent’s embrace. “Be careful,” the other man murmured. 

“You, too,” Valerius said. “And don’t worry about me. At my age, I have a few tricks up my sleeve.” 

Trent chuckled. “That’s right. I almost forgot.” 

Valerius then turned to Paulie. “You listen to your dad, and ask Trent anything you don’t understand.” 

“Yes, Sir,” Paulie answered. He looked a bit shy now, as if he’d just grasped some of what was happening, and the sight endeared the boy even more to Valerius. 

Finally, Valerius focused on Dan. Valerius had the oddest sensation when he looked at the man. He felt as if he’d seen Dan somewhere before, but he couldn’t quite remember where. It had been growing ever since he’d first seen the human, and it irked him that Dan would go without Valerius figuring out the reason for his frustration. 

When their gazes met, it almost seemed to him Dan shared this experience, but the moment broke before he could understand why. 

“Take care of yourself,” Valerius said simply. 

Dan nodded. “And you. We’ll be waiting.” 

It must’ve been Dan’s way of saying he felt it, too. Valerius acknowledged it with a brief smile, then gestured them to the chopper. 

Trent himself would pilot it, so that no one else would know of their location. 
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Everyone climbed inside, the three humans in the back and Trent in the pilot’s seat. With a final look toward his mates, Valerius closed the chopper door stepped back out of the range of the helicopter. 

The blades began to move, the cold wind ruffling Valerius’s hair and clothes. He watched as the aircraft took off, skillfully piloted by Trent. He stood there until the helicopter disappeared into the distance, carrying his lovers to safety. 

Once he could no longer see it, Valerius headed back inside. His father would expect a report from him within the following week. If all went well and the man bought their story, Valerius would be able to join his mates in Maine. If not, the situation would be a bit more complicated. 

In his quality of the Head Judiciary, his father was the eternal upholder of tradition, and he’d insist for the Magistrate to give them full leave to hunt Drew down. As their main authority, the Magistrate was a fair man, and Valerius hoped he might see beyond the legislative restrictions. In a sense, the Magistrate represented the Alpha figure over all spirit wolves. But like all alphas, he trusted his betas, and the Head Judiciary represented just that. Still, Valerius trusted that, should Valerius’s plan fail, the Harts could hide the humans. He would not be able to join his mates, since he’d be under close supervision, but Drew and Trent would at least be safe. 

His hopes lay in Drew now. If Drew managed to make a breakthrough in understanding the feral virus, Valerius’s actions would be justified. Until then, the mate bond—their most sacred law that not even the Magistrate could break—would prevent Drew and Trent from being captured. 

For Valerius’s part, he would stall as much as he could. With his mind already on the task to come, Valerius retreated to his office, ready to falsify records and arrange for fake death certificates. 




* * * * 
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The flight to the Hart domain didn’t take long, but to Trent, it seemed to last forever. He ached with the knowledge that he’d been forced to leave Valerius behind. But Trent already decided to come back for his wolf mate once he got Drew to safety. 

Soon, his parents’ home was in sight. Trent had contacted them to let them know he’d be coming home and would bring along a surprise. His parents and his youngest siblings Amy and Clay were waiting for them on the helipad. 

As hunters, Trent and his brothers traveled a lot, living in hotels and eating in diners. Trent hadn’t come home in quite a while, and he couldn’t remember the last time he’d seen Ash. They were always sent on different assignments, both of them working as lone wolves. 

Trent missed his family’s warmth, but above all else, he’d always wanted to make them proud. Alas, his chosen job meant he also had a report pending. It wasn’t unusual for hunters to chase their prey for months on end, but because of what happened with Drew, his superiors would be waiting for news. 

He landed the helicopter and shut the engine down. When it was safe, he took off his pilot equipment and opened the cabin door. On their side, Drew and the others echoed his motions and jumped outside, too. 

His mother pounced on him, her slender arms cutting his breathing as they squeezed him tight. “My boys are ingrates. How long has it been since you’ve come home?” 

“Three years,” Clay helpfully provided. 

“Gee thanks,” Trent grumbled. 

Behind him, Drew let out a gasp of surprise. “Three years, Trent? 

Are you serious?” 

“I’ve been busy,” Trent shot back. “You know that, Mom.” 

His mother allowed him to break the embrace. “Yes, yes, I know. 

Now, won’t you introduce us to your surprise?” 
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Trent swallowed in nervousness. He wished now he’d given his parents the full details of his predicament, but he’d wanted to tell them in person. It was too late for regrets now. 

“Mom, this is my mate, Andrew Blunt, his son Paul, and his friend, Daniel Lawson. Everyone, this is my mother, Marion.” 

“A mate. A human mate.” Trent’s mother looked thoughtful. 

“Well, you are all welcome here of course.” 

His father and siblings approached, and Trent began to introduce them as well. “Drew, Dan, Paul, this is my father Grant, my sister Amy, and my brother Clay.” 

“It’s very nice to meet you,” Drew said politely. 

Grant gestured them inside. “And you.” 

As they entered the house, Marion took Andrew’s arm and smiled pleasantly. “So, Andrew, tell me about yourself.” 

Drew shrugged. “There’s not much to tell, really. I’m a doctor, and I love my son, and yours.” 

A sense of possessive pleasure coursed through Trent at his mate’s words. Alas, Paulie chose this exact moment to pipe in on the conversation. “Don’t be so modest, Dad,” he said. “He’s a brilliant pathologist. In fact, he helped Trent get over a feral bite. He wants to find a cure for the virus.” 

The air seemed to freeze, and Paulie shut his mouth, obviously realizing he may have said too much. Trent mentally groaned when his father’s gaze fixed on him. “You didn’t mention any injury on the phone.” 

“I’m fine now,” Trent assured him. “And it wasn’t so bad.” 

Clay arched a brow at him, seeing through the lie. Thankfully, Amy intervened, focusing on the latter part of Paulie’s explanation. 

“You can find a cure?” she asked. “But that’s impossible.” 

Drew shook his head. “In my opinion, nothing is impossible. A thousand years ago, people would have thought flying machines would never exist, but here we are, just stepping out of one. Perhaps there are many diseases that cannot be cured today, but with every 
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discovery, we get closer to making what you’d call impossible a reality.” 

Amy gaped at him, while Grant looked skeptical. “I don’t know. 

We’ve been trying to cure the virus forever.” 

“So I’m told,” Drew answered steadily. “But it can’t hurt for me to try as well.” 

There were few people who could face Trent’s father in a conversation without wincing or being intimidated, but Drew held his own and didn’t even blink. Admiration coursed through Trent, mingling with something even more intense. He’d never have thought love could be born so easily, but mates were made for each other. 

Oddly, his mother’s next words referred to Val as well. “And the Judiciary agreed to this?” 

“Well, here’s the second surprise,” Trent replied. “Valerius D’Averam is our mate, too.” 

Awkward silence fell once again, until at last, Grant spoke. “Son, can I have a word with you in private?” 

Trent frowned at his father. “Drew can hear whatever you have to say to me.” 

“It’s all right,” Drew said. “If you’ll direct us to a waiting room, we’ll stay there.” 

“Now that would make us poor hosts,” Clay said. “We’ll show you around while they have their boring conversation.” 

Clay and Amy pulled the humans out, and Trent immediately felt bereft. Val’s absence bothered him enough. To be separated from Drew as well, and so soon, irked him terribly. 

As soon as the group was out of earshot, Grant began to speak, 

“Two mates, son? And one who is human?” 

“Look, Dad, I don’t understand it either, but I know what I feel. 

And I trust Drew will figure out a way for us to be together. He just needs equipment, scientific stuff, that sort of thing.” 

“Of course we’ll help in any way we can,” Marion answered. 

“We’ll ask him to make a list of what he requires, and we already 



 74 

 Scarlet Hyacinth 

have a private hospital section here. It won’t be difficult. But son, we have to tell you something before you venture on this road.” 

His mother looked away, her expression strikingly sad. Grant hugged her, and she buried her face in his shirt. Trent didn’t know what to do or say. His mother was a rock, the proverbial matriarch. 

What could possibly hurt her so much that she would show vulnerability? 

Grant looked into Trent’s eyes, and his gaze spoke of the same pain Marion seemed to experience. “Nobody knows about what we’re about to tell you. It is a secret we’ve kept for a long, long time, and the reason why we’ve retreated here and rarely go out into the world.” 

Trent held his breath, almost reluctant to hear what his parents meant to tell him. 

“We had another mate,” Grant continued. “We met her a long time ago, before you were even born. She was beautiful, delicate, and sweet, almost like a sprite. Only, she was not a sprite, but a human.” 

Trent now began to understand his mother’s sadness. A human mate? Val’s brother had been in the same situation, and his story didn’t end well. 

“What happened?” he asked. “Did she turn feral?” 

Grant shook his head. “We forced ourselves to stay away from her, for exactly that reason. The time we had together meant so much to us. We tried to get the Magistrate to help us, to give us a solution. 

But the law was the law, and as such, humans must never mingle with spirit wolves. Back then, we didn’t have the influence we do now. 

The laws forced us to give her up. It was the only way to keep her safe.” 

“I now wonder,” Marion said, “if we did the right thing. In her heart, she knew we should have been together forever. In the end, she withered away slowly, and we could do nothing to stop it.” 

Trent was horrified. How hard had it been for his parents to do this? He couldn’t imagine being so brutally separated from either of his mates. 
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Marion wiped her eyes and stepped toward Trent once again. She took his hands and squeezed them. “We are telling you this now, son, because you three need to be ready. A lot of time has passed, but our people have not changed. Tradition rules us, and anger festers in our hearts. They will harm your mates and tear apart your relationship if they can. You must be strong.” 

“We will help you, of course,” Grant said. “Perhaps you will manage what we did not. And perhaps your human will find a way to figure out the answer to all our questions.” 

Trent nodded. “Can I tell him about this?” he asked his father. “I have a feeling it’s very important.” 

Marion actually laughed. “We would not expect you to keep things from your mate.” She paused, sobering once more. “I do have a question, son. Where is your other mate? Why didn’t he come with you?” 

“He stayed behind to cover our tracks,” Trent answered, his heart heavy as he acknowledged the fact behind the words. Grant’s expression looked glum, and Trent knew what his father meant to say. 

“If he doesn’t meet us here like he is supposed to, I will go after him. 

I will not allow anyone to separate us.” 

Marion smiled at him. “Good. Now come. There are still many arrangements to be made. And you still have to explain to me why your mate has a son and who his friend is.” 

The inquisitive words might have bothered anyone else, but Trent sensed the concern behind them. He rolled his eyes. “Don’t worry. I’ll explain everything.” 
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Chapter Six 

A few days later 




Valerius shut down his laptop, satisfied with a job well done. The Turners had been notified of Drew, Paulie, and Dan’s supposed demise. Since they didn’t have any other family, the locals in Tennington stepped up to cover the bills for the funeral ceremony. 

Like he always did, Valerius deposited an anonymous donation in the account of the mayor’s office. Drew had done a lot of good as a pathologist. It could be easily explained. 

The documents for the spirit wolves were harder, since it implied falsifying several records. The ruse would be discovered eventually, but Valerius hoped that, by then, he’d be safe and reunited with his mates. He didn’t kid himself. His father would figure out their hiding place, especially if he somehow found out about Trent being his mate. 

Valerius could only hope the Hart family’s influence could, indeed, keep them safe. 

He’d talked with Trent just this morning, and they were all set for their reunion. Trent insisted on coming to pick him up, and Valerius had been unable to refuse. Still, he couldn’t help but be a bit concerned. The weather had worsened today, not exactly appropriate for flight. Spirit wolves were resilient, but a crash would kill anyone. 

With his job finished, he left his study and headed up to the roof to meet up with his mate. Only a couple of days had passed since he’d seen Drew and Trent, but it already seemed far too long. He didn’t know when Trent would actually arrive, but he couldn’t wait inside. 
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The need to see his mates and his concern for them both, and Trent in particular, was killing him. 

Much to his relief, Valerius soon sensed Trent and spotted his helicopter approach. He waited impatiently until the aircraft landed and the cabin door opened. Trent hopped out, and Valerius lunged for his mate. Their lips met for a sweet kiss. 

“I was so worried,” Valerius whispered when they broke apart. 

“You shouldn’t have flown in this weather.” 

Trent just grinned rakishly. “Come on, now. Trust me a little.” 

“I do trust you,” Valerius answered, surprised at how much he meant it. “It’s that flying machine I don’t trust.” 

Together, they scanned the darkening sky. “It would probably be best to wait the storm out,” Trent agreed. “We’re no use to anyone dead.” 

“Come on. Let’s go inside. In a few hours, the weather should improve, and we can get back to Drew. How are things there?” 

“All right,” Trent answered as they entered the elevator. “The humans are adjusting pretty well. My parents set up a lab for Drew in our hospital, and he’s already busy with tearing the viral strain apart. 

But we missed you terribly.” 

Valerius chuckled. “I missed you, too.” 

The doors to the elevator opened, and as they stepped out, they ran straight into Thom. Immediately, Valerius noticed something was wrong. The butler’s usually stern face looked like a mask of panic. 

“My Lord, we’ve just received notice His Highness, Lucius, is here. 

He requests a meeting with you.” 

Valerius cursed. Had he failed so abysmally in his reports? No, it couldn’t be. Something else must’ve happened. But who could have told Lucius about his plans? “What? Why wasn’t I notified of this?” 

“We didn’t know, My Lord,” Thom stammered. 

Valerius shared a look with Trent. They had two options. They could go back to the roof, take the helicopter, and brave the storm, or they could face Lucius D’Averam. 
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 Fuck it.  Valerius wasn’t a child anymore, and he didn’t fear his father. He felt proud of his two mates. He would keep Drew a secret if he could, and, if not, he’d face Lucius standing tall. 

Trent shrugged. “He’s bound to find out sooner or later. I’m not afraid of him.” 

Valerius took heart and walked past his butler. “When my father gets here, lead him to the office.” 

“Understood, Sir.” 

Even as the butler said this, a feeling of wrongness encroached on Valerius’s mind. Perhaps they should leave, after all. His father was an enemy to be reckoned with, and even if he trusted Trent to take care of himself, he didn’t want to put his mate at risk in any way. 

Lucius’s visit here couldn’t mean anything good. 

Confirming Valerius’s suspicions, the lights inside the building suddenly flickered and went out. Trent looked around in shock. 

“What the hell? The storm shouldn’t have reached us already.” 

“It’s not the storm. Change of plans. You have to get out of here.” 

But with the electricity down, the elevator wouldn’t work. As such, they needed to take the stairs. Only, Valerius had the feeling they were running out of time. 

He led his mate toward the staircase, but just as they reached the side exit, the door burst open and a stream of soldiers entered the penthouse. Predictably, Lucius was the last one to come in. “Well, well. Look who we have here. My dear son and his supposed mate. 

Trent Hart, if I’m not mistaken.” 

Trent smiled tightly at Lucius. “That’s right. It’s an honor, My Lord.” 

“I wish I could say the same,” Lucius answered coolly. Turning toward Valerius, he frowned. “I’ve heard disturbing things about you.” 

Valerius arched a brow. “Oh? Do share them. Then maybe I can understand why you felt the need for this circus.” 
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“This is not a visit of courtesy,” Lucius shot back. “I come in the name of the Magistrate to demand you surrender the humans going by the names of Andrew Blunt, Paul Blunt, and Daniel Lawson.” 

Valerius didn’t even blink. “Well, as you can see, they’re not here, like I said in my report.” 

His father laughed. “That report is false, and we both know it. 

Thankfully, I still have people who are loyal to the Magistrate.” 

Lucius’s gaze shot to Thom, and Valerius at last understood how his father found out about this. What a fool he’d been. He’d known Thom forever, ever since the other man had been a pup. He’d brought Thom to work with him, given him a home, luxuries. Perhaps they weren’t friends, since Valerius long ago gave up any type of affection. 

But Valerius liked to believe he at least had Thom’s respect. 

Apparently not. 

“I’m sorry, My Lord,” Thom said, “but the humans were clearly clouding your good judgment. Something needed to be done.” 

“And you thought you could decide for me. Fool.” He shook his head. “At any rate, it doesn’t change anything. The humans aren’t here.” 

“Don’t even say it,” Lucius replied. “I know exactly where they are. Do you think I am a fool? The Harts cannot hide them.” 

So Valerius had been right. His father had figured them out, and all because of Thom’s betrayal. Once Valerius got his hands on the little weasel, he’d make the man pay. 

Soldiers surrounded Valerius and Trent from every direction. 

Thom watched the scene in visible dismay, obviously surprised at the outcome of his treachery. “I’m so sorry, My Lord.” 

Valerius ignored him and focused on the imminent threat. They would not go down without a fight. “What do you plan to do?” he asked Lucius. He didn’t bother to deny his father’s words, since, at this point, it would only cement Lucius’s resolve. 

“You will be arrested in the name of the Magistrate, and you will remain there while I deal with your human.” 
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Something in Lucius’s tone alarmed Valerius even further. 

“Father, what are you talking about? Hurting humans is forbidden.” 

“That may well be, my son, but mating them is worse,” Lucius answered. 

“You can’t be serious!” Trent cried out. “This goes against everything we stand for.” 

Lucius shrugged and waved at his men. “Enough of this nonsense. 

Take them.” 

Ripples of energy swept through the room as twenty spirit wolves shifted at the same time. Valerius and Trent did the same. Impotent anger flowed through him. They needed to get out of here if they wanted to save Drew. Lucius sounded completely serious, and that always spelled trouble. 

The wolves lunged toward Valerius and Trent, snapping their jaws at them. Valerius dodged and as fast as lightning, struck back. His fangs bit into the flesh of one of their attackers, tearing tendons and muscles and effectively immobilizing his opponent. Seconds after, two more pounced on Valerius. He managed to roll away from the first, but the razor-sharp claws of the second nicked his hind leg. 

The wound didn’t prevent him from fighting back, however. 

Behind him, Trent attacked with unleashed savageness. The thought of their mate in danger drove them both crazy with fear. 

Unfortunately, in spite of their experience and superior strength, Trent and Valerius were outnumbered. Assaulted from all directions, their bodies soon showed countless wounds, the loss of blood debilitating them more and more. Valerius tried to ignore it, and he thought he’d succeeded, but all of a sudden, a large, familiar wolf pounced on him. Valerius scratched at his new opponent’s belly, but in spite of his efforts, his father’s superior strength won out. Darkness began to encroach on his vision. In the distance, he heard Trent’s tormented howl, and he knew all was lost. 




* * * * 
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Trent awoke to a strange sensation of déjà vu. He spent far too much time unconscious lately. For a few instants, he thought he could reach out and feel Drew’s comforting touch in his fur. But when his vision cleared, he didn’t see the white walls of Drew’s clinic, but the darkness of a cell. 

The memories hit him, and he recalled going to pick up Val, then running into Val’s father, Lucius. The man had set his soldiers on them, and the last thing Trent remembered was Val going still under his father’s larger bulk. 

He could still sense his mate through their connection. In fact, he smelled him nearby. Trent shifted and rushed to the door of the cell. 

Predictably, when he touched it, he found it to be made of a silver alloy. Just great. 

Beyond the grate, he spotted another cell. Inside, Val stood, looking at him. Val let out an audible sigh of relief. “Thank the Spirit Mother you’re all right. I was so worried.” 

“I’m fine,” Trent answered. “You?” 

“Nothing a few hours won’t mend.” 

Trent knew that, but he still felt relieved when he heard it from Val’s lips. Still, his most pressing concern continued to be Drew. “We have to get out of here somehow, Val.” 

Just as he spoke, Trent felt someone approach. The man made no attempt to disguise his arrival or identity. When he reached them, Lucius stood between their two cells. “I see you haven’t completely understood your position. You cannot get out. Be thankful I allowed you to be close to each other, in deference of your mate bond.” 

“If you believe in the mate bond, why are you doing this?” Val said. “Drew is our mate as well.” 

“Don’t be a fool,” Lucius answered. “I’ve told you a million times. A human cannot and must not be a spirit wolf’s mate.” 

“Why not?” Trent asked. “Give me a reason.” 
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Lucius stared at him in a mix of amusement or disgust. “Do you truly not know? A bite from one of us can turn a human feral. Can you imagine what would happen if these matings were allowed? We would be overcome.” 

“There’s always another way, father,” Val said. He paused, seemingly hesitant. Trent knew what Val meant to reveal. Perhaps if Lucius knew about their plan, he’d stop being so unmovable. Because Val and Trent wouldn’t be able to get out of here without a key, and by the time Trent’s parents found out about this, it would probably be too late for Drew and the others. Trent had no doubt Lucius would harm Drew, just like he’d said. 

“Drew is a doctor,” he said, hoping he wouldn’t make things worse. “He can find a cure for the virus.” 

Lucius actually looked surprised. “A cure? Are you serious?” 

“He’s working on it as we speak,” Val confirmed. 

After a brief pause, Lucius laughed. “Well, thanks for telling me. 

Yet another reason to kill your little human.” 

The statement shocked Trent beyond words. “Surely you understand,” Lucius continued. “Our entire society is built upon the basis of fighting against the ferals. If the ferals were gone, everything would crumble.” 

“I can’t believe this,” Val gasped out. “You love your bureaucracy so much that you’d be willing to go against the same laws you claim to keep?” 

“You have no right to judge me,” Lucius spat. “At any rate, I didn’t come here for this. I wanted to notify you your mate has been deemed a peril for the existence of our race. I’ve already sent hunters after him. They are instructed to use all methods at their disposal to eliminate this threat. So don’t even think of escaping. Even if you’d manage to get out now, you’d never reach him in time.” 

Trent felt like he was choking. For whatever reason, he knew the other man didn’t lie to them. The brutal honesty tore through him. He could smell it, taste it in his mouth. “But you will be allowed to claim 
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your bond,” Lucius continued. “So stop thinking about the human. 

You are lucky to have found each other. The rest doesn’t matter.” 

With that, Lucius turned on his heel and stalked off. “This isn’t possible,” Val whispered. “The Magistrate wouldn’t decree such a monstrosity. He wouldn’t have decided a hunt so soon.” 

Trent nodded, feeling dazed. “Your father is insane.” 

Lucius’s words rang out in his head, cruel and heartless.  Eliminate the threat. Eliminate Drew.  No. Trent could not allow it. Trent screamed, and his desperate shout turned into a howl as he shifted on the spot. He attacked the door, scratching with his claws, ignoring the burn of the silver. At the other side, Val did the same, their anger and terror giving them the strength to cast aside all weakness. 

But no matter how much they tried, the door wouldn’t give. Over and over, Trent lunged at it, to no avail. Exhausted, he collapsed on the floor, clinging to his mate’s image. This morning, Drew had smiled at him before Trent boarded the helicopter. “Come back soon,” 

he’d said. They’d shared a sweet kiss, and Trent had replied, “I will, and I’ll bring our errant mate along.” 

It would seem he wouldn’t be able to keep his promise. His only hope lay with his parents. Perhaps they could protect Drew from Lucius’s forces. Only that trust, and Val’s presence, kept him from losing it right then and there. 

Out of the blue, Trent felt another presence. For an instant, he almost thought Lucius had returned to taunt them. But then, a familiar scent reached his nostrils. Silver wolves never forgot such things, and he’d smelled this particular person recently. He’d followed this trail into Tennington. Jaws. 

Trent turned into his human form and looked out into the corridor through the bars. He’d thought he’d killed the little bastard. 

Apparently not. But what could Jaws be doing here? Trent couldn’t be sure as to their exact location, but his best guess would be one of Lucius D’Averam’s many homes. It wasn’t a good place for a feral to be. 
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To further increase his dismay, Trent realized something had changed about the man. At first, he could just scent it, but when Jaws emerged from the shadows, he saw it, too. The feral madness seemed to have receded somewhat, the corruption still present, but distant, as if held back by an invisible barrier. 

Jaws made his way toward them, and to Trent’s shock, retrieved a key. “Hurry,” he said as he inserted the key in the lock of Trent’s door. “There isn’t much time.” 

At first, Trent thought Jaws must have some trick up his sleeve. 

But the feral just opened his cell, then did the same with Val’s. 

“Come,” he urged them once again. “The guards will show up any moment now.” 

Trent didn’t understand a thing. His hunter training told him to take the feral down, but something inside him kept him from doing so. The change in Jaws confused him. Most importantly, Trent had other priorities, to get out of this place and save his mate. 

Jaws led them out of the cellblock. On the way, they ran into unconscious, but still alive, guards. Trent’s bewilderment increased more and more. “Why are you doing this?” he asked. “I almost killed you.” 

“Precisely,” Jaws replied without looking at him. “You bit me, but you didn’t kill me. It seems that by doing so, you pushed the feral virus back.” 

Trent couldn’t believe his ears. “You’re kidding.” 

“You know I’m not,” Jaws replied. “Apparently, if a spirit wolf bites a feral, it can push the feral virus back. It’s not a cure, but it staves the madness for a while. I’m not sure why.” 

“But someone would have realized it by now if it were true,” Val protested. 

Jaws stopped and turned toward them. His gaze looked strikingly clear. “When exactly would this have happened? Spirit wolves are too busy hunting ferals down to consider giving them a second chance. If they do bite a feral, the wolf in question doesn’t get to live enough to 
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show the effects. In other circumstances, I myself wouldn’t have lived.” 

Trent felt horrified. All this time, he’d killed sick people. If he’d only waited once, he would have seen it. A terrible thought slipped into his mind. What if some of his kin had known, but kept it hidden, for the same reasons Lucius intended to kill Drew? Could the spirit wolves be more corrupt than the ferals themselves? 

Val probably had the same dilemma, but played the devil’s advocate regardless. “Either way, that still doesn’t explain why you came here out all places.” 

Jaws didn’t get the chance to answer. A couple appeared from the corridor ahead. The man was Lucius D’Averam, so Trent guessed the woman to be his mate, Clara. They stared at Jaws as if he were a frightening apparition. 

Val looked as tense and puzzled as Trent felt. “Mother? What are you doing here?” 

Jaws chuckled humorlessly. “Would you care to explain it, Clara, or should I?” 

“Alec, don’t do this,” Lucius said. 

Clearly, the three were old acquaintances, as Clara burst into sobs and Lucius sounded lost. Trent could see no sign of the cool, unruffled man who’d come to visit them in the cellblock. 

Jaws—or, rather, Alec—took a few steps forward. “But I have to. 

I’ve waited a long time to have the strength to do this.” He stole a look toward Val and Trent. “In case you haven’t already figured it out, I am their mate. I was human once before your respectable father bit me.” 

His gaze returned to Clara and Lucius. “But they abandoned me. 

They left me to my madness, not caring that with each passing moment, I lay trapped within the prison of my own body. Do you have any idea how it feels to watch yourself kill the ones you used to love and respect? I do.” 
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Trent’s mind couldn’t compute what was going on. Clara covered her ears, tears streaming down her face. Lucius didn’t even try to deny the accusations. “What would you have had us do? Kill you? We couldn’t find any solution.” 

“Yes!” Alec glared at Lucius. “Anything would have been better than releasing me onto the humans. What did you expect to gain, my eternal gratitude? Do you know how many times I begged for death inside, always skirting at the very edge of it, hunted, hunting, but unable to give up? Oh, wait, you probably do. Tell me, Lucius, how do you sleep at night?” 

“A good question, father,” Val piped in coolly. “How could you refuse the chance Drew offered, the chance for a cure, when your own mate suffered because of it?” 

Val’s words stopped Clara’s weeping. She wiped her eyes and looked at her son. “A cure isn’t possible,” she said mournfully. “You must forget about your human. It’s for the best.” 

“Like you forgot about me?” Alec shouted. “Excellent advice. 

Well, I’ll have you know, Clara, that a cure is possible. I am convinced of it now. Otherwise, I wouldn’t be standing here, talking to you. I’d be out there, killing helpless humans.” 

Lucius seemed to tense even further. “What did you do?” 

Alec sighed. “Perhaps one day, you will know.” His voice sounded gruff, reminding Trent of the night he’d last seen Jaws. 

“Besides, it doesn’t matter. It doesn’t last. The madness is returning. 

You tell that to your human, Trent Hart. And take care of him.” 

Under Trent’s astonished eyes, Alec retrieved an old-fashioned pistol and placed it against his temple. Clara cried out, and Lucius lunged forward. Val tried to reach out as well. Just a minute away, soldiers approached. None of them were in time. The bullet shot echoed through the corridor with obscene loudness. The angle and momentum made blood and brains splatter all over Lucius’s face and flawless suit. Trent had killed many in his lifetime, and yet the scene struck him as particularly gruesome. 
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Lucius caught his dead mate before Alec hit the ground. He held the lifeless body to his chest, whispering nonsensical words. Clara keened gently as she watched them. 

Val made his way to his mother and took her hand. “Mother, are you all right?” he asked. 

She didn’t answer, nor did she show any indication she’d heard him. Trent couldn’t imagine the extent of her pain, of her loss. In a sense, he couldn’t blame her and Lucius for not wanting to kill their mate, but releasing Alec had been just as wrong. Alec could have died at the hands of hunters a great number of times. Lucius just expected someone else to do his dirty work. How could the man have allowed his mate to suffer so? Trent couldn’t even understand how Lucius even came to bite a human, given what Val told them about his dead brother. 

It was only when soldiers surrounded them that Clara broke out of her trance. “Let them pass,” she said, voice like cold steel. “Leave us, and get out of my sight.” 

The men looked confused and looked toward Lucius. The Head Judiciary said nothing, still frozen in the same position. Clara growled at them. “I said back off.” 

At that, the soldiers cowered and gave them space. Clara turned toward Val. “Go, child. Go. Save your mate. Do what I was unable to do.” 

Val hugged and thanked her. With a final look toward Lucius and his dead mate, they rushed off. A terrible vision appeared in Trent’s mind, Alec’s body replaced by Drew’s. No, he wouldn’t allow it. 

They’d get there in time. 

“Follow me,” Val said. “Storm or no storm, we’re flying there.” 

Val unerringly led them through the house and outside. “This is my father’s headquarters in Oregon,” he explained. “If we take a chopper, we could be at your folks’ place in a couple of hours.” 

Trent followed his mate to the hangar. No one stopped them, having obviously heard about Clara’s order. At last, they reached their 



 88 

 Scarlet Hyacinth 

destination and climbed into one of the helicopters. The top of the hangar lifted, allowing them free passage. As they flew off, Trent’s heart went to his mate. Would they get to Drew in time? 
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Chapter Seven 

Drew stared at the results of the test without really seeing them. 

He should have been satisfied. The laboratory here offered all the equipment, automated analyzers, centrifugal machines, a storage room for his samples and cultures, in essence everything he might need to achieve his goal. But anxiety coursed through him, and he couldn’t really focus on his work. Ever since Trent had left this morning, a feeling of impending doom assaulted his thoughts. 

Trent told him about the past of the Harts, and Drew had been thinking over the situation taking into account the new information. 

He’d reached the conclusion something more lay beneath all the laws of the spirit wolves. He just couldn’t figure out what. Now, his mates counted on him to find a cure that would allow them to be together and might change the fates of many spirit wolves out there. But his heart wouldn’t listen to reason, and a little voice inside him whispered,  What if something happens to them? What will you do then?  

Sighing, Drew realized he could not focus on his work. He abandoned his research and made for the door. Perhaps talking to his son would help. 

Before he could exit the lab, a black-clad, masked figure intercepted him. “Doctor Andrew Blunt, I presume,” the man said. 

The intruder had come out of nowhere, but it seemed obvious he didn’t have good intentions. He’d thought they were safe here. Had he been deceived? 

Drew forced himself not to show fear. “That’s right. You have an advantage over me there, since I don’t know who you are.” 
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The masked man chuckled. “You can’t fool me. I can scent your fear.” He paused, as if thoughtful. “It’s too bad, really. I can almost understand your appeal. But orders are orders.” 

The man violently grabbed Drew’s arm and pushed him inside the main laboratory room. Drew registered the flash of a gun and pain exploded in his abdomen. He collapsed, clutching his wound, instinctively trying to stop the blood flow. The masked man pointed the gun at him again, ready to finish the job, but rushed footsteps sounded outside. Someone must have sensed the intruder. 

Drew’s attacker hesitated, and turned his gun on the storage equipment. Samples of blood voluntarily donated by spirit wolves in the Hart compound lay there in a sterile environment. Drew had analyzed its effect by combining it with human blood and figured out that spirit wolf saliva somehow activated the virus. It would seem his research would go to waste now. 

A rain of bullets spread through the samples and machines. Drew cried out when the projectiles landed in his quarantined section, where he’d stored his viral cultures, straight above him. A shower of glass and shattered vials fell over Drew. Even if the virus wasn’t airborne, the state of the cultures might allow it to spread regardless. 

“The virus,” he choked. “The virus is there. Stop, please.” 

The man slowly backed off, but otherwise ignored him. At last, after he wreaked destruction in the lab, he turned his back on Drew and abandoned him there. 

For a little while, Drew wondered why his attacker hadn’t killed him. The man had plenty of time for one more bullet. But a few minutes later, he began to understand. He felt the viral particles flow into him through his bloody wound. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. He’d become a feral, and then, his mates would be forced to kill him. No. Anything else but this. 

The fever appeared first, starting from his wound and dispersing through his body with striking rapidity. His head began to throb, and Drew couldn’t have said what caused it—the disease, his blood loss, 
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or his fall. His muscles went stiff, and then his body began to seize. 

Throughout it all, Drew remained at the very edge of consciousness, unable to do anything to save himself or his loved ones, and aware of each throb of pain that swept through his body. 

He didn’t know how much time passed until he heard the door open. Through swollen eyelids, he caught sight of his friend, Dan, as the other man leaned over him to pick him up. The fear of spreading the virus further gave him strength to warn Dan. “You mustn’t. I’m sick. The virus.” 

“I know,” Dan said. “We’ll find a way to help you.” 

He took Drew in his arms. Drew would have protested, but he found his vision going gradually darker. “Paulie?” he somehow managed to ask. He feared the others had been attacked as well, not only him. 

“He’s okay. We weren’t attacked. Don’t worry. You’ll be fine, too.” 

But Dan’s voice trembled, and Drew knew his friend didn’t really believe his own words. “Tell them I love them,” he whispered. 

“Paulie, Val, and Trent.” 

It was the last thing he managed to say before his world turned into sheer blackness. 




* * * * 

 

The moment Valerius’s eyes took in the sight of the Hart compound, he acknowledged the fact that they were too late. He’d never been to Trent’s home, but he was fairly certain crumbling walls and smoking buildings did not make up part of the usual scenery. 

He waited as Trent contacted his parents through the radio. The exchange that followed didn’t surprise him. “We realized somehow infiltrated the compound,” Grant said at one point, “but your mate was injured before we could get to him.” 
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Valerius had already known about his mate’s predicament. He’d sensed it in his heart during their trip here. Both he and Trent felt the exact moment of Drew’s injury, even if they hadn’t claimed the human as their own. 

“How is he?” he asked. 

“Very sick,” Grant answered. “The viral cultures somehow mixed into his blood stream.” 

Feral? Drew was feral? Another time, Valerius would have been torn apart at the news, but virus or no, the abilities of the spirit wolves remained within the disease. It could help heal the body, and whatever other injuries Drew might have had would be gone. Of course, it would cause other, more worrisome problems, but with the information Alec had given them, Valerius hoped to be able to deal with them. 

Trent landed the chopper on the helipad, and they jumped out. 

They were met by four wolves Valerius recognized as belonging to the Hart family. He only knew the older Grant Hart and his wife, Marion. The other two were their younger children, Clay and Amy. 

By their side, a red-eyed Paulie stood. “Please,” he said. “They won’t let me see him. Please.” 

Valerius could understand that. Even if the virus couldn’t be transmitted through air, feral victims were generally quite violent once the disease set in. It would be dangerous for Paulie to be in his father’s presence. 

“We’ll go check on him, son,” he said. “Don’t be afraid. We won’t let you down.” 

The certainty in his voice made a spark of hope flash through Paulie’s eyes. Valerius would have felt guilty for it, but he refused to accept the thought of giving up on Drew. He and Trent would save their mate. He wouldn’t have it any other way. 

“This way,” Grant said. “Come.” 

They followed after Trent’s father into the compound. It occurred to Valerius he hadn’t seen Daniel Lawson anywhere. The thought that 
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the human might’ve been hurt bothered him, a strange fact given all his concern went to Drew now. 

Before he could figure out this mystery, they arrived at the room where Drew rested. The entire area was severely guarded, and Valerius had the bitter thought the Harts should have been more vigilant before this attack, not now, when the damage had already been done. But he couldn’t blame them, not really. He’d been just as guilty of miscalculating his father’s ability to hurt Drew. None of them expected this development. 

Grant opened the door to Drew’s room. When his eyes first fell on Drew, Valerius let out a choked sound. Seeing his mate lost and tortured by the feral fever tore him apart. He rushed to Drew, and only his acute senses made him realize someone else had been in the room before. He turned and noticed Dan sitting in the corner, on a chair. 

Valerius opened his mouth to tell Dan humans shouldn’t be here, but when their gazes met, his words froze in his throat. The same sensation of familiarity invaded him, along with the knowledge that Dan was no human. 

The man got up and headed out without a word. Valerius vowed to figure things out with Dan. But first, he and Trent needed to rescue their mate. 

Grant followed after Dan and shut the door behind him. Trent and Valerius sat by Drew’s bed. Their mate cracked his eyes open. “You came. I knew you’d come. But it’s not safe. The virus…” 

The words sounded so weak and tremulous it broke Valerius’s heart. “Shh,” he murmured. “We’re fine. You’ll be fine, too.” 

He shared a look with Trent. Drew seemed in worse condition than Valerius expected. Whatever happened in the lab must have caused the virus to spread more aggressively. Either way, they didn’t have much time. They needed to decide now if they’d take the chance with biting him. 
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Alec could have deceived them, making it his last act of revenge. 

But even if it were so, Valerius didn’t have any better ideas, and they needed to do something before Drew became even sicker. 

Trent took a deep breath. “I’ll do it,” he said. “This is my fault, after all.” 

Valerius held onto his mate’s hand tightly. “W–What?” Drew asked. “What’s going on?” 

“Listen, babe, we found out that if a spirit wolf bites a feral, the virus backs off,” Trent said. “We’re going to try to do it now.” 

For a few moments, Drew didn’t answer. “That actually makes sense. As long as you’re safe…” 

His voice broke off, and Valerius took position on the bed, cuddling Drew to his chest. As if on instinct, their mate bared his neck. A brief moment of hesitation, and then Trent struck. Drew’s body went rigid in Valerius’s arms, a small cry escaping his lips. 

Valerius didn’t know what made him act the way he did. Ever so slowly, he changed positions until his mouth hovered over the other side of Trent’s neck. He embedded his fangs in the pale flesh, claiming his mate and hoping that their bond would save him. 

No one had told them a double bite would help. For all he knew, it would just make things worse. But Val felt something shift inside him, the three-way bond form within them all. He felt it sweep through Drew, making the human arch against them. Energy crackled between them, and in his mind, Valerius could see three lights entwine, their souls becoming one. He’d thought Trent claiming him had been amazing, but this experience confirmed what they’d all known from the very beginning. The three of them were one. 

Drew’s blood cleared of the foul taste of the virus and the stench of corruption began to fade away. Valerius released his hold on Drew’s neck and licked the wound to seal it. By his side, Trent did the same. Together, they watched their mate come to. 

Drew’s eyes were clear and awed when he looked at them. “What just happened?” he asked, his voice as strong as ever. 
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“We claimed you,” Valerius answered. “How do you feel?” 

“Never better,” Drew replied. His body began to tremble, and tears streamed down his face. For a few moments, Valerius thought the disease made a comeback, but then he realized Drew was just in shock. “Fuck,” his mate said. “I thought I was going to die. Oh, God.” 

He wiped at his eyes furiously and let out a self-deprecating laugh. 

“I’m so stupid. I shouldn’t cry. God, I can’t believe this.” 

Valerius and Trent engulfed their mate in a double embrace. “It’s normal,” Valerius whispered. “Don’t be ashamed of your tears. You can let it all out with us.” 

“You don’t have to be afraid any longer,” Trent added. “We’re here now.” 




* * * * 

 

Drew still couldn’t make himself fully acknowledge his recovery. 

He was a scientist. He didn’t believe in miracles. And yet, here they were, Val and Trent, by his side, his own personal angels. How could this be? 

The heat his mates radiated felt so welcoming, so unlike the feral fever that consumed Drew not a minute ago. “Am I dreaming?” he asked. It was the only explanation he could find. Hallucinations often appeared as symptoms of rabies. 

Trent pinched him hard, and the stinging pain propelled Drew into reality. Somehow, he’d been given a new chance at life. He intended to make good use of it. 

He suddenly became very aware of Trent and Val’s proximity, of their intoxicating scent and the perfection of their touch. He wanted more. He wanted to feel life flow through his veins, their life and his. 

Arousal and adrenaline coursed through Drew. Apparently, being saved from certain death was quite an aphrodisiac. He rubbed against Val, whispering, “I think I need additional arguments.” 

“Babe, you were just so sick,” Val protested. “We can’t.” 
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Drew shifted in their embrace and crushed his lips against Val’s. 

“We can and we will. Please.” 

His mates must have sensed his need, as they didn’t comment further. Clothes flew off, torn apart by greedy hands. Drew found himself under the assault of two wolfmen who ached for this intimacy as much as he did. They’d been so close to losing each other, losing their bond before they’d even fulfilled it. But no longer. Now they’d at last be together for all time. 

Their mouths met in desperate kisses, tongues dancing, dueling, exploring. Drew tasted the delicious flavor of his mates, and beneath it, the lust, love, and the lingering fear. That fear and the desire to cast the shadows away propelled their want even further. They rutted against each other in erratic motions, skin against skin, slick cocks sliding together. But it was not enough. 

Somehow, Drew ended up on all fours in the middle of the bed. 

The cot didn’t provide for much maneuvering space, but they made do. Trent took position behind Drew and caressed the globes of his ass. “Fuck, babe, I want you so much.” 

“Yes,” Drew hissed. “Yes, please.” 

“Lube.” Val’s voice held an almost amusing urgency. “Do we have lube?” 

Of course they didn’t have lube. The most they could hope for here was some medical ointment, but Drew didn’t know where they’d even be able to find it. 

“We’ll use the natural one,” Trent said. 

His fist enclosed around Drew’s hard cock, his hard, rough hand jacking Drew with expert precision. Drew whimpered and writhed, his arousal so intense that he reached the brink of orgasm in no time. 

Val slid his cock over Drew’s lips, and the slight teasing motion held promise for more. When Trent rubbed a dry finger into his hole, Drew exploded, his climax filled with relief and the glee to be alive. 

Before he could even recover, Trent inserted his now slick digits inside Drew. His body, relaxed from the orgasm, yielded with ease 
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and begged for more. Two fingers went inside, and Drew panted as they hit his special spot. His shaft hardened once more, his previous release insufficient for the extent of his desire. “Fuck me!” he cried. 

“Please, fuck me.” 

Trent took his time preparing him, and Drew thought he’d lose his mind by the time he felt his mate’s cock nudge at his opening. He might’ve said something, begged for Trent to move faster, but Val chose this particular moment to push his dick against Drew’s lips. All thought flew out of Drew’s mind, and he obediently took his lover’s length into his mouth. 

Drew had sucked Val before, but now, it felt different. He seemed to experience everything his mates did. Val’s taste drugged him, making fire burn through his every cell. When Trent thrust inside him, the sensation of being taken from two opposite sides roared through him, more powerful than ever. His two mates began to fuck him in earnest, Val in the front with deep, smooth motions that almost made Drew gag, Trent in the back in intense jabs that hit Drew’s prostate over and over. Ecstasy flooded their bond, tripling the already amazing pleasure. Fucking, being fucked, owning, and being owned, everything molded together as Drew saw himself through Val and Trent’s eyes. His body absorbed it all, until at last, it reached its limits. Too high, too bright, too good, and Drew couldn’t take it anymore. A second orgasm swept through him, casting away every fear, cementing their connection. 

Mere seconds later, Val’s seed filled his mouth, his sweet and salty taste making Drew drunk. Trent thrust inside him in an almost painful motion and came as well. His mates’ pleasure echoed through Drew, reaching into his very soul, sending him to nirvana. 

By some miracle, he managed to keep his hold on reality and savor every delicious moment of it. When at last, the sensations began to dwindle, Drew found himself cuddled between two hard, naked bodies. 
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His mates just held him close. Regretfully, they didn’t claim him again, and Drew didn’t ask them to. Drew was beginning to have his suspicions over why a spirit wolf bite could help a feral, but he still didn’t understand to what extent it healed him. He’d have to check if the feral virus remained active within him. 

The thought sobered him, and he began to remember everything else. At the top of his mind emerged Paulie. Damn it, he had to tell Paulie he’d be fine. 

He scrambled out of bed and scanned the room for clothing. 

“Don’t worry,” Trent said. “We were very vocal. I think they know you feel better by now.” 

Drew gave his mate an ugly look, even if he knew Trent was only teasing. Val tossed a pillow at Trent’s head. “Shut up.” He got up and padded naked into the bathroom. Drew followed and hurried to clean up, while Trent joined them. Once he finished, Trent tossed him a bathrobe, and Drew realized his mates finished their own “grooming” 

process in record time. Damn spirit wolves and their stupid speed. 

Grumbling under his breath, Drew headed out of the room. He ran into soldiers who seemed reluctant to let him pass, but Trent and Val’s intervention cleared the way. 

At last, they reached the main waiting room of the clinic. Drew spotted his son on one of the couches, talking in a low voice with Dan. He seemed tense, and Drew immediately felt guilty for getting down and dirty with his mates instead of going to see his son at once. 

As he approached, he heard Dan say to Paulie, “Don’t look now, kiddo, but there’s someone here who wants to see you.” 

Paulie immediately turned and his face lit up with a thousand watt smile. He shot to his feet and ran toward Drew. Drew met him halfway and hugged his son tight. “They told me you were fine, but I just couldn’t believe it,” Paulie whispered. 

“I’m so sorry, Paulie. I should’ve been here for you.” 
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Paulie broke out of their embrace and shook his head. “No. 

You’re where you need to be, with the men you love. Okay, it’s still strange. But I’m just glad you’re all right.” 

Paulie’s lower lip trembled and tears filled his eyes. Drew embraced his son again and held him as Paulie wept. “Yes, kiddo. I’m all right now. We always will be.” 
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Epilogue 

Through the crack of the door, Valerius watched his mate work, deep in thought. Andrew moved through the lab, making notes and analyzing samples, as always so busy and so gorgeous. Valerius’s heart hurt with affection for the other man, and with the knowledge that they’d almost lost him. 

The past few days had passed in a haze, with everyone focusing on rebuilding the lab and the defenses of the compound. At first, a lot of the staff who worked with the Harts had been reluctant to make contact with Drew, but now, they were beginning to understand the sickness had disappeared. 

For it had, indeed, disappeared. Drew did numerous tests on his own blood, comparing it with the closest match, Paulie. At first, they’d feared the situation with Jaws would repeat itself and the double bite would only hold the virus off for a little while. It hadn’t been the case. According to Drew, the disease vanished altogether. 

But Drew discovered something else, something he’d only told Valerius and Trent. Drew’s blood showed a change in DNA, as if the cells had been cemented in a peculiar way. The deterioration process typical to all human bodies seemed to have stopped. Like spirit wolves, Drew didn’t age now, or rather, he aged extremely slowly. 

Furthermore, Drew had now become immune to the feral virus. 

They still couldn’t be sure how exactly it happened, since so far, Drew had been unable to replicate the process. But they all suspected it must have something to do with their three-way mate bond. It made sense that something as special as their connection would prevent the spread of the feral disease. Valerius wondered about the implications 
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of the discovery. A common two-way bond between a human and a spirit wolf never worked before. At the same time, this gave Valerius hope. Drew had been healed, even if they didn’t understand the reasons yet. Perhaps, in time, a cure could indeed be found. 

A voice drew him out of his musings. “He’s working hard again,” 

Dan said. 

Valerius turned toward Dan and nodded. The man remained a mystery, and with all the stuff keeping him busy, Valerius still didn’t manage to decipher it. “He is.” He paused, uncertain as to how to approach the issue. “We have a conversation pending, you and I.” 

Dan looked troubled. “That’s true,” he answered. 

They began to walk away from the lab, and remained silent until they left the building. These days, the Harts took no chances and guarded every spot in the compound religiously, the clinic more so than other places. Valerius felt thankful for it. He had not heard anything from his parents so far, but he couldn’t be sure Lucius wouldn’t attack again once he recovered from Alec’s loss. 

Once they reached a private spot outside, Dan continued his previous trail of thought. “I feel like I know you, but I’m not sure why.” He rubbed his chest and grimaced. “There’s something inside me I can’t explain. It is very strange.” 

“You have to embrace it,” Valerius said. “The presence you feel is your inner wolf. As long as you suppress him, it will hurt.” 

Daniel shook his head vehemently. “But I am human.” 

“Humanity is relative. Our power comes from within, from our very souls.” 

It was something few outsiders understood, and the worst thing about the virus. Flesh and spirit were entwined, and for this reason, the ferals risked having their souls tainted by the madness and anger. 

The thought brought back the memory of Caesar, who’d given up his own life to save his mate’s soul. Valerius met Daniel’s gaze and realization dawned. “Oh, Spirit Mother,” he gasped out. 

Daniel blinked at him. “What? What is it?” 
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Valerius felt like he was choking. He didn’t know how long he just stood there, staring, but thankfully, Trent and Drew appeared by his side, having sensed his distress. Their presence anchored him and he had the strength to utter the next words. “Dan, you…You’re my brother.”   

 

 

THE END 
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