Contents
 
Title Page
PART ONE The Beginning
Chapter 1 The Beast Within
Chapter 2 In the Light of Day
Chapter 3 Captured
Chapter 4 An Unusual Welcome
Chapter 5 I Can't Let You Leave
PART TWO The Discovery
Chapter 6 A Shocking Discovery
Chapter 7 There's Blood On My Hands
Chapter 8 The Chase
Chapter 9 In The Bright Light Of Day
Chapter 10 Another Victim
PART THREE The Truth
Chapter 11 A Clue In The Mud
Chapter 12 They Called Her Opel The Octopus
Chapter 13 No One Would Believe You
Chapter 14 Something To Look Forward To



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
OWNED: A BILLIONAIRE SHIFTER ROMANCE (GAY BDSM LOVE STORIES), PARTS 1-3
 
Samantha Francisco
 
***
COPYRIGHT WARNING
 
First published by Samantha Francisco, 2015
All rights reserved under the international and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. 
 
No part of this may be reproduced or transmitted in any form, without written permission from the publisher. Excerpts may be used for the purposes of review.
 
Copyright Samantha Francisco 2015
 
This is a work of fiction and contains GRAPHIC DEPICTIONS OF SEX, WHICH MAY OFFEND SOME AUDIENCES. This book is meant for MATURE AUDIENCES AGED 18 OR OLDER (or whatever the local laws are in your area). All sexually active characters in this work are 18 years of age or older.
 
 
***
Never miss a thing! Sign up to Sam’s newsletter at http://samfrancisco.me and be the first to get an email alert whenever there's a new story available.
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PART ONE
The Beginning



 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 1
The Beast Within
 
August 30
 
Dean was drifting in a cocoon of warmth. He knew it was morning, but he couldn’t open his eyes. Just another half an hour… 
 
The dream he was having was just so lovely. There was something he needed to remember. Something important, it was nagging at the edge of his brain, but his dream lover was doing the most amazing things to his body.
 
“Mmmm, that’s nice, right there...”
 
In his dreams, Dean squirmed under Jason’s talented lips and tongue. His mouth traced an electric trail along Dean’s sensitive skin everywhere they touched. With a sigh, Dean arched his back and pressed himself against the firm caress of Jason’s tongue.
 
It wasn’t enough. Dean ached to feel the solid weight of Jason’s body pinning him to the mattress. He rocked his body, eager to find release for the building pressure in his groin. Wiggling his body, he pressed their hard cocks together and tried to pull Jason on top of him. But something was wrong. Jason wouldn’t move. Why wouldn’t he move?
 
“Jason?”
 
Dean woke up to darkness. His cock twitched with the denied orgasm of his wet dream. Just the earliest hint of blue early morning light came in through the blinds. For a moment, he was confused, unsure of where he was. Dean glanced over at Jason’s sleeping form. His ex looked almost angelic if not for the dusting of dark stubble on his lower jaw. Dean nuzzled into the hollow of Jason’s throat and breathed in the earthy musky scent of sleep and sex.
 
His hand reached under and found Jason’s cock already partially hard. Jason’s body quickly responded to his caress, his erection growing stiffer and fuller. Dean tightened his grip and stroked faster, teasing the warm flesh until it filled his fist and throbbed with blood. He couldn’t wait to feel that giant rod pounding into his ass.
 
“Wha—Dean?” mumbled Jason. His eyes fluttered open. His sleepy unfocused gaze landed on Dean and reality began to set in. His face hardened and he shrugged away from Dean’s caress.
 
“Stop, stop.” With a gentle pressure, he eased Dean’s hand away from his groin and slipped out of bed, not at all self-conscious of his nudity.
 
“We can’t do this anymore.”
 
“What? Am I not good enough for you in the light of day?” Irritation tinged Dean’s voice as he stared at Jason’s naked backside retreating into the bathroom. 
 
This was exactly why they broke up. The only time Jason was open to his affections was they were drunk or in bed. This shit was getting old. Dean knew that his heart couldn’t take the abuse anymore. Except his body still craved for Jason’s touch like a junkie.
 
“Don’t make a big deal out of this. You’ve always been such a drama queen.” Jason’s words were muffled by the sound of the flushing toilet but Dean got the message loud and clear.
 
He looked around at the evidence of last night’s mistake strewn across the room. His jeans were lying in a heap on the floor next to the bed and his shirt was wrinkled beyond all hope near the door. His left shoe landed beside the dresser, but there was no sign of its twin. And was that a cowboy hat hooked over the bed post? Dean groaned and racked his brain for any memory of what happened six hours earlier.
 
Angrily he pounded his fist on the mattress before flinging the sheets off. Scrambling around the room, he hurriedly picked up his closed dressed, cursing the sting of tears in his eyes that obscured his vision.
 
He had to get out of there.
 
“Look, Dean, I’ve got a big presentation this morning, but it was great to see you again.”
 
“Yeah same here. I’ve got some big leads to check out upstate so I can’t stay for breakfast. We should catch up some other time.” 
 
Dean was determined to escape with whatever scraps of dignity he still had before Jason finished brushing his teeth. He refused to give Jason the satisfaction of kicking him out.
 
His car keys were thankfully in his pockets. Without a backwards glance, Dean fled from the room and raced down the stairs. Jason didn’t even hear the slam of his front door as he finished shaving.
 
 
***
He was running but he didn’t know why. There was nothing he could do but obey his instincts. He wanted to scream. The heavy throbbing pressure in his head grew more and more severe. It felt like his head was about to explode, but he had to keep running.
 
The pungent scent of wet dirt. The rush of blood in his ears. The sting of the branches as they whipped his face and chest.
 
And then he sensed it. Like a beacon of light welcoming him home out of the cold dark night. The potent farmyard smell of animal, sweat, blood... 
 
The animal’s scream of terror failed to cut through the red haze in his mind. Its warm sticky red life force sprayed out and bathed him in a shower. The creature’s heart was still pumping when he bit into it, the rich gush of blood filling and coating his mouth and throat. He drank until the flow ran dry.
 
Finally he was sated.
 
The bang of a shotgun fired in the distance and the pounding steps of the farmer racing towards the fields interrupted his feast.
 
He was running again. Back into the dark cover of the forest. The red hot urge and need to kill was gone. 
 
Slowly he regained control of his thoughts. He felt the familiar pull in his muscles and ache in his joints as his body changed. He glanced down at his hands. His compact paws lengthened into long skinny fingers. His sharp claws retracted, taking on the blunt rounded shape of closely trimmed nails. The dark brown fur along the back of his arms disappeared, leaving smooth tanned skin sparsely covered with wiry brown hair. 
 
Garrett Henderson woke up with a gasp. His eyes flew open and he groaned. Another fucking nightmare. Except Garrett knew that the horrifying visions were reality, not a dream. Somebody in town was going to stumble upon another body in the morning, its heart removed and all of its blood drained.
 
Goddammit, not again! 
 
He tried to get up, but he couldn’t move. Garrett stopped struggling when he heard the clink of the heavy chains and felt the sharp tug of metal around his wrists and ankles. He was tied down to the cold hard floor of his cellar. Dirt and dust stuck to his sweat covered back. With a pained grunt he turned his head and eyed the keys hanging on the wall at the other side of the room.
 
Another full moon had come and gone. Another night of murder and violence.
 
He willed his rapidly pounding heart to slow down and for the nausea to pass.
 
He didn’t know how much longer he could go on like this. One way or another this madness had to end. 
 
He would make sure of it.
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter 2
In the Light of Day
 
Dean tapped his fingers along the steering wheel as he hummed along to the maudlin country music on the radio. It seemed that country and news radio were the only channels available in this part of the state. The rental car bounced along the cracked two-lane highway and he stole a look at the time on the center console. 12:15. He had been driving non-stop since 6:30 after he fled from his ex’s apartment.
 
He swallowed the last gulp of coffee in the bottom of his cup and gazed out at the scenery. It was cold and crystal clear outside. Not a single cloud darkened the blue sky. Majestic blue-green pine trees flanked both sides of the otherwise empty road. Even Dean, who was agitated from the morning’s drama and tired from the long hours on the road had to admit that his surroundings were picturesque. This was exactly the type of scenery you’d expect to find on the back of a postcard. 
 
He was on his way to Bishop, a quintessential small town in rural America. Last week, Jesse, a frequent reader and commenter on Spooky Insights, Dean’ paranormal blog, contacted him with evidence that he believed corresponded with shape-shifter activity. In the past all of these leads had turned out to be hoaxes and dead ends, but something about Jesse’s story convinced him to make the long drive upstate. 
 
Dean had a feeling that this case would finally be his big break. He had come prepared to capture visual evidence of the existence of shape-shifters. The trunk of his car was filled with night vision cameras, motion detectors, and other electronic surveillance equipment. A video of an actual shape-shifter could get him millions of views and possibly convince a large media company to buy his site. Goodness knows, he needed the money.
 
Dean checked the map on his phone. The icon indicating his location still hadn’t updated. The upper corner of his screen showed that he had zero bars of reception. Dean cursed. Why couldn’t these sightings ever happen somewhere exciting… Really, who’d ever heard of someone getting eaten by a werewolf in Hawaii?
 
Running over the details that Jesse gave him, Dean wondered what type of creature could possibly leave all the signs of a bear, wolf, and coyote attack at the scene of each livestock mutilation. The creature or person only targeted cows and goats, never dogs or humans. Could it be a shape-shifter that had the ability to shift into different animals? Or was it just somebody with a sick sense of humor dressing up in furry costumes to give the local towns people a scare?
 
Despite the lack of GPS, the drive to Bishop was uneventful. Thankfully there was only one way into town. Dean didn’t want to think what would happen if he got lost in the middle of nowhere with nothing to eat or drink in his car except a granola bar and the dregs at the bottom of his coffee cup. He had planned on getting supplies before the trip, but forgot all about it after his humiliating retreat from Jason’s place. In many ways Dean was not a smart man.
 
He drove for another hour on the deserted road before the speed limit of the highway dropped down to thirty-five. A sparse group of buildings came into sight near the horizon. A small green sign welcomed Dean to Bishop. Population: 1666.
 
Bishop was quaint, with tiny one-story shop buildings lining the road and cute wood cottages a little off the main road. If it were not for the cars parked at the edge of the road, Bishop would have looked like it was frozen in time from two-hundred years ago. It was the type of town where kids could still play catch and bike around outside until the sun went down. The type of place where everybody knew who their neighbors were and they exchanged cookware and baked goods with each other. 
 
If Dean’s personal life wasn’t such a shit-storm he could see an older version of himself settling down here with the right man and their kids. Too bad Bishop had no cell-phone reception and a problem with dead animals after every full moon.
 
The highway cut through the center of town. It was the main (and only) paved road for miles. After passing by a handful of buildings, Dean pulled up to the town’s gas station. 
 
Sitting on the concrete steps in front of the building was a young man in a tan-green cargo jacket. His clear blue eyes contrasted sharply with his dark spiky hair and his piercing gaze spotted Dean immediately as his car came to a complete stop next to a gas pump.
 
Dean killed the engine and stepped out of the car. He slammed the door shut and walked over to the young man.
 
“Jesse?”
 
He stood up and nodded. “Yeah, that’s me.”
 
“Hi, I’m Dean.”
 
Jesse shook Dean’s hand eagerly. “I wasn’t sure if you were going to come. I must’ve sounded like a lunatic in my emails--”
 
“Hey, if that’s the case, then I must be certifiably insane,” replied Dean with a wry chuckle. “Listen, I’ve gotta fill up my tank first, then you can show me what you’ve found.”
 
“Yeah, sure. You’ll never guess what happened last night.” Jesse followed Dean like an excited puppy as he paid for the gas. 
 
They went back outside to the car and Dean shot him a questioning look as he started the pump.
 
“There was another attack under a full-moon. A cow had its chest ripped open. The heart was missing.”
 
“Like all the other attacks...”
 
“Yes, yes!” Jesse’s eyes lit up as he grew more animated with each detail he revealed, or perhaps it was the effect of the gas fumes that wafted into their noses. “It was old Mr. Jansen’s favorite prize-winning cow, Buttercup, that was killed.”
 
“Have you looked at the body yet?” Dean asked as the gas stopped flowing and he removed the nozzle from his car. 
 
Jesse shook his head. “Nah, I’ve been waiting for you. Mr. Jansen’s really upset though. He says that he’s never seen anything like it.”
 
Dean gestured towards the passenger side of the car. “Well what are you waiting for? Hop in! I want to examine the scene while the corpse is still fresh.”
 
 
***
“Are you sure this is the right way?”
 
Jesse had directed him off the main road onto an unpaved gravel path. They left the town behind five minutes ago and there was nothing around except endless fields of grass and trees.
 
“Yeah, it’s the first farm out of town. There should be a wire gate on your side coming up soon.”
 
Sure enough, less than two minutes later the road split off into two. An old rusty gate was the only indication that there was anything at the other end of the unmarked dirt path.
 
They pulled up to what once must’ve been a grand farmhouse which now resembled a large weather-worn wooden shack. This better be good, Dean thought. He had to admit that Jesse’s enthusiasm was infectious, but if he came all the way up here to Bumfuck to look at yet another dead cow, he was going to scream.
 
Dean popped open the trunk to


cover.jpeg





