
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Out of the Cage: A man with a sordid past that comes back to bite him must decide how best to protect those he loves.

	 

	Jared Templeton has been mated to his wolf shifter, Carson Angeni, for over a decade. Having spent the first half of his adult life as a high-paid assassin, Jared thought he’d struck a decent balance with pack life. Everything changes when their beta takes a position on the Shifter Council. That forces Alpha Declan to hold a challenge for a new Stone Ridge pack beta, which draws in unfamiliar wolves. The way one of the contestants—Larson—watches Jared arouses his suspicions, but he tells himself he’s being paranoid. Jared wasn’t being paranoid, and Declan’s daughter Sara is kidnapped. Even though they manage to save her, Jared still blames himself and acts rashly in an attempt to catch the culprits. His choice puts not only him but Carson in a tight spot with their alpha and a few others in the pack. Will Jared remember that pack is there for each other and aren’t just people to protect? Or will Jared’s past catching up with him create too big a wedge to overcome?
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	Faith is taking the first step even when you don’t see the whole staircase.

	 

	~Martin Luther King Jr.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Jared Templeton heard the snick of the back door, but he didn’t bother to turn. He knew who it would be. The sound of Carson Angeni’s voice almost made him smile—almost.

	“Jared, what are you doing out here?”

	Turning his head, Jared peered at his lover of over a decade. “Just enjoying the evening breeze.” Knowing with Carson’s wolf shifter senses—which allowed him to scent out truths, half-truths, and lies—Jared added, “And thinking.”

	Carson wrapped his arms around Jared. Resting his right hand on his chest, he rubbed gently over his t-shirt-clad pectorals. He slid his left hand under the hem and scraped lightly along the lines of Jared’s six-pack abdominals.

	Letting out a deep sigh, Jared relaxed in Carson’s hold. He tipped his head, enjoying the way his lover skimmed his lips along the tendons of his neck. The hairs on his nape stood on end but in a good way.

	Until meeting Carson and bonding with his wolf shifter, that had never happened to Jared before... and he’d certainly never allowed anyone at his back.

	“What are you thinking about, love?” Carson crooned softly, his words causing warm puffs of air to tease Jared’s flesh. “Something is causing all this tension in your shoulders, I’d wager.”

	Jared let out a deep sigh as he brought the glass he held to his lips. Searching his mind for an acceptable answer, he took a deep drink. The bittersweet chocolatey taste flowed over his tongue. As Jared swallowed the fluid, he placed the glass on the deck’s railing.

	“Hmm... that’s not your usual evening beverage,” Carson commented quietly, continuing to pet Jared’s chest.

	Chuckling softly, Jared rested the back of his head on Carson’s shoulder, then turned his head. Peering at his lover out of the corner of his eyes, he teased, “Not a fan of chocolate milk?”

	Carson dipped his head and captured Jared’s mouth. He thrust his tongue between his lips, delving deep, mapping his mouth and caressing along his tongue. Opening happily, Jared welcomed Carson’s invasion.

	Just like every time Carson kissed him, Jared’s blood heated and flowed south. His brain quickly began focusing on his cock. He rocked his hips backward, pleased to feel Carson’s erection pushing against his ass cheeks.

	When Carson lifted his head on a groan, Jared answered it with a growl.

	“Yeah,” Jared rumbled.

	Carson’s left hand eased downward. “On you, definitely tastes good,” he mumbled as he flipped the button on Jared’s fly, then shoved his hand inside. “Better than your usual scotch,” he teased, massaging the head of Jared’s swollen crown before working the sensitive bit of wrinkled flesh beneath it. “Why the switch?”

	Jared hissed as he bucked in Carson’s hold. “Was drinking scotch when I decided to allow the Domingo gang to know where Jerry had been taken,” he admitted. “Got us in trouble.”

	Even as zings of blissful fire coursed through his veins and goose bumps worked through his groin, he felt a stab of self-recrimination. Jared should have known better... should have called in back-up. The young ex-whore was the mate of a wolf shifter, after all, even if they hadn’t been bonded at the time, so he would be part of the pack... family.

	Family is supposed to be protected.

	“I could have told you no,” Carson countered as he pushed his hand deeper into Jared’s pants. His thick wrist pushed the zipper down, giving him more room. Gripping Jared’s dick, Carson began jacking him slowly. “Stop thinking about it.”

	Jared snarled low in his throat upon feeling the sweet pressure. His abdominals clenched, and his body shuddered. Desperately wanting, needing more, he reached one hand behind and between them, so he could grip Carson’s crotch.

	“Give me this,” Jared demanded, massaging his wolf’s erection through the fabric of his sweatpants. “Wanna feel you.”

	Even after over a decade, Jared couldn’t get enough of the man behind him. He never would have thought it... that he would be begging to be fucked. Except, at that moment, it was what his body needed—to feel connected to his shifter.

	A low, husky chuckle erupted from behind Jared, and Carson’s chest vibrated at his back. His lover’s hand on Jared’s prick slowed. With his other hand, he lightly plucked at Jared’s nipples through his shirt.

	“Need my dick in your ass, handsome?” Carson rumbled huskily as he pushed harder into Jared’s hold. “Want me to fill you with my seed?”

	“Hell yeah, Injun,” Jared instantly replied. “Pound my ass.”

	As Jared spoke, he released Carson’s dick, which drew a soft snarl from his lover. Ignoring it, he reached into his jeans pocket and pulled out a single-use packet of lube. Holding it up, Jared wiggled it between his fingers.

	“Love that you’re always prepared.” Carson released his nipple with one more tug, then took the packet. “My fuckin’ boy scout.”

	Jared laughed as he shoved his pants down and bent over the railing. “Better than a boy scout,” he countered, wiggling his ass. “Assassin.” Peering over his shoulder at his shifter, Jared added, “Plan for the worst. Aim for the best.”

	Carson shoved the front of his sweatpants down, freeing his dick.

	As Carson tore open the packet, Jared took a few seconds to admire the strong lines of his smooth, hairless torso. His long, black hair flowed over his shoulders, reaching his abdominals. His thin nest of springy black curls cradling his cock was his only other hair.

	Licking his lips, Jared watched as Carson squirted a little of the lube onto his long, thick, bronzed erection. Pre-cum already gleamed at the tip, and soon the rest of his flesh sparkled in the moonlight. Jared licked his lips as the pearl of translucent fluid slid down his lover’s glans as Carson’s big hand smoothed up and down his erection.

	“Enjoying the view?” Carson’s question drew Jared’s attention to his partner’s face.

	Jared grinned as he admired the hungry expression etched on Carson’s classically handsome, Native American features. “You know that I am, Injun.” He wiggled his hips again. “Now put that rod of yours to good use.”

	Carson laughed, flashing his straight white teeth. His deep brown eyes glittered in the darkness. Using his clean hand, he swatted Jared’s ass once, twice, causing delicious tingles to erupt on his flesh.

	Jared growled as he gave Carson a narrow-eyed stare. “Better hurry up, or I’m gonna take matters into my own hands, Injun.”

	“Oh, really?” Carson smirked at him even as he gripped Jared’s ass cheek and pulled it aside. As he pushed a lubed finger into his hole, his lover teased, “And how do you plan to do that?”

	Carson’s fingers barely there glances over his prostate as he opened him nearly had Jared losing track of his thought processes. Rocking into his lover’s touches, he relished the stretch and burn. His dick throbbed, twitching where it jutted from his groin. Jared chased Carson’s fingers each time he pulled them away, and his breath caught in his throat whenever he pushed them back in.

	Jared’s balls began to tighten, and the base of his spine started to tingle. He was so damn tempted to reach down and grab himself. Only knowing that Carson would immediately stop what he was doing made him resist the urge. Instead, Jared held onto the railing in a tight hold.

	His lover was fun like that, drawing out the blissful sparks and forcing Jared to accept what he gave him.

	When Carson eased his fingers out, Jared moaned in frustration. He panted harshly as he waited... one heartbeat, two. Too damn long. As soon as Jared felt the kiss of Carson’s cock head against his hole, he pushed out with his chute muscles and shoved with his arms.

	Obviously taken by surprise, Carson stumbled backward.

	Jared moved with him. He propelled them backward until his lover slammed into the side of the house ten feet behind them. Hearing Carson grunt, Jared grinned, feeling his lover’s dick having sunk deep into his ass.

	Reaching up, Jared grabbed Carson’s neck tendons, one in each hand. He then shifted his hips forward only to push back again. Pressing Carson into the side of the house, Jared impaled himself on his lover’s cock over and over.

	Carson rested his hands on Jared’s hips, but he didn’t try to stop him. His deep moaning rumbles betrayed his enjoyment. He even spread his legs a little—probably as much as his sweatpants still around his thighs would allow. The move lowered his groin just enough to change the angle of Carson’s prick, allowing him to sink even deeper every time Jared backed onto him.

	It also made it so that Carson’s flared crown slid over Jared’s prostate with nearly every move he made.

	Tightening his fingers on Carson’s neck, Jared knew his short, blunt nails would be digging into his flesh. His lover growled, and Jared grinned. He knew his wolf loved to be marked by him.

	“Jared,” Carson muttered around another growl. “Fuck!”

	Jared chuckled roughly. “Yep. That’s what we’re doing.”

	With his balls tightening and rolling in his sack, Jared sucked in a harsh breath. He was so damn close. “Touch me,” he demanded, needing just a little more.

	“My pleasure,” Carson instantly replied. Sliding his still slightly lubed hand forward, he wrapped his fingers around Jared’s throbbing erection. “Love how fucking responsive you are.”

	Carson pushed his other hand under Jared’s shirt and squeezed his nipple.

	Jared roared as his orgasm crashed through him. The zing at his nipple felt as if it transferred straight to his dick. It joined with the squeeze on his erection and the tingles from his prostate.

	Continuing to rut back and forth on Carson’s erection, Jared fucked himself through his orgasm. His senses reeled as he pleasured them both. He had just enough presence of mind to squeeze his chute muscles each time he popped his hips forward.

	“Jared!”

	Carson’s roar of his name echoed in the night air. Jared hummed as he slowed his hips, reveling in the exquisite sensations floating through his body. Sighing deeply, Jared settled back against his lover, allowing the lethargy that could only be created by an amazing orgasm to settle over his senses.

	Feeling Carson’s lips on his neck, Jared instantly tilted his head. He felt the scrape of his wolf’s sharp teeth and grinned. “You wanna bite me,” Jared crooned. He loved the feel of Carson’s mouth on him... anywhere.

	In answer, Carson sank his teeth into the flesh where Jared’s neck met his shoulder. The spike of pain almost instantly morphed into a bloom of heat that shot straight to his groin. His dick swelled, and his balls rolled.

	Moaning Carson’s name, Jared shuddered in the throes of ecstasy as a second orgasm bowled through him. Spots danced across his vision. Resting heavily against his wolf, Jared lowered his arms and reached behind him, rubbing his palms over the sides of his man’s smooth, toned thighs.

	“Damn, Injun,” Jared mumbled as he felt Carson slide his teeth out of his flesh, then lick over the mark. He figured his smile appeared almost drunken, but he didn’t care. “Somehow, you always make me feel better.”

	Carson nuzzled the side of his neck as he rubbed his palms under Jared’s shirt. The touches were meant to soothe, to express how much his wolf cared. They did the job, too.

	“Always, Jared,” Carson murmured back. He pressed a kiss to Jared’s neck, then softly asked, “Gonna tell me what had you so tensed up now?”

	Jared inhaled deeply, then blew out the breath between slightly parted lips. He should have known his man wouldn’t drop it. Nodding his head where it rested against Carson’s shoulder, Jared struggled with how to explain.

	“I’d struck a balance in the pack after I joined a decade ago. I had a purpose.”

	“Hunting the scientists,” Carson commented.

	Humming acknowledgment, Jared continued, “And while I don’t think we’ve found them all, we ran out of leads after we wiped out LeReux and that dick general’s network.”

	Carson continued to pet Jared’s torso as he listened. “When we found the bongo and rabid wolf shifter.”

	“Right,” Jared confirmed, glad the pack had eventually been able to help both traumatized shifters. “But we still haven’t found the wolf shifter’s brother... Ishmael.”

	“So you grew bored,” Carson guessed.

	“A little,” Jared admitted. “And then the Shifter Council started sniffing around.”

	Carson nipped at Jared’s neck as he mumbled, “And you had to be good.”

	Snorting, Jared turned his head and offered Carson an eyebrow waggle. “Oh, Injun. I’m always good.”

	Scoffing, Carson dipped his head and pressed a kiss to Jared’s lips. “Not that kind of good, my mate,” he stated huskily as he drew a hand out from under Jared’s shirt. Carson used it to cradle Jared’s jaw, urging him to tilt his head. “You’ve been a little reserved ever since Shane left and we held the Right for Position challenge.” Dipping his head once more, Carson captured Jared’s mouth in a short, primal kiss that left them both panting. “Why?”

	Jared gasped, catching his breath. “I thought I was just being paranoid, but now I’m not so sure.”

	Carson’s brows furrowed. “Paranoid? About what?”

	“I didn’t want to concern you if it was nothing, but after what happened with Sara, Stephani, and the gangs... I think someone from my past caught wind of who and where I am.” Jared tipped his head and leveled a serious frown Carson’s way. “I think Larson is an informant for someone, but I’m having trouble finding out who.”

	“Why do you think that?” Carson asked, his expression showing his concern. He lifted his hand and threaded it through Jared’s short, light-brown hair. “What happened?”

	“You remember when I stopped you from getting into the black SUV we rented in Los Angeles, and we took the gang’s car?”

	Carson nodded.

	Jared heaved a sigh, then admitted, “It was because I found a bomb on it.”
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