
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
[image: tmp_ebb3b76b74f0120c0c679fa00b837e90_LAxQ8k_html_872035b.jpg]

 



[image: tmp_ebb3b76b74f0120c0c679fa00b837e90_LAxQ8k_html_6bd667c.png]

Published by
EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2021 Pelaam

 


 


ISBN: 978-0-3695-0289-6

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: Karyn White

 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names,
characters, and places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual
events, locales, organizations, or persons, living or dead, is
entirely coincidental.

 



 


 


 


BAD MOON RISING

 


Romance on the Go
®

 


Pelaam

 


Copyright © 2021

 


[image: tmp_ebb3b76b74f0120c0c679fa00b837e90_LAxQ8k_html_m2f557912.png]


Chapter One

 


Opening his eyes slowly, Marcus
blinked, and looked around to identify where he’d woken up. He was
a good distance from his home and sleuth. He frowned. He’d even
crossed the river unawares. For the past two months, at the time of
the full moon, he’d found himself roaming from home, unable to
remember how he got where he awoke, and with no explanation as to
why it was happening.

Except for one.

A couple of years previously Marcus
had been challenged over those in his protection. Not all were bear
shifters like himself. His sleuth, his family, included humans,
too. Nor had his challenger been another alpha bear. He’d faced a
rogue lycan, one who deliberately lost himself in the animalistic
side of his nature at the time of the full moon.

At the time he’d fought, and been
bitten, no one had thought anything of it. No one, least of all
Marcus himself, thought the bite would change him in any way. He
was already a shifter. However, as he’d twice now blacked out, and
woken where his forest ascended the mountains, Marcus could no
longer be quite so certain.

He stood and stretched. He wasn’t
injured in any way. Given he was nude he’d obviously shifted to
travel. Fortunately there were many places where clothing was
hidden. Not that he felt cold. He could easily remain as he was.
Even in human form, his body was as resilient as that of the black
bear.

He inhaled deeply and
scented the air. Nothing seemed out of place, if he discounted
himself, bare ass naked, with no recollection of how or why he was
there. He stared back towards lower ground. If I go back down before the full moon wanes, there’s every
chance I’ll wake up back here tomorrow.

There was another good
reason for not returning home too soon. He was the Alpha. It was
his duty to protect his sleuth, and he couldn’t be sure
he wasn’t a danger. None
of his family thought his “sleep walks” posed any danger to them,
but if they were linked to the lycan bite, he didn’t want to risk
infecting anyone at the one time he seemed affected by
it.

The land he owned, where
he and his sleuth lived, was buried deep inside the panhandle of
northern Idaho. They were surrounded by forest, lakes, and
mountains. It was their haven. Well away from humans, no other
sleuths nearby, it was as perfect a location as Marcus could
find. And the envy of some.

The blue of the nearby
lake caught his eye, and he decided a swim, with the likelihood of
a fish for breakfast, sounded the best way to start his day. It was
hard to believe that in his sleep-walking state, he’d even managed
to cross the lake. Just what could drive
me to do so much?

Once he’d eaten he could decide
whether to stay out in the forest, or hike to one of the basic
shelters that were around the area. He sniffed the air. The day was
going to be warm and dry, the evening likely to be dry but cool.
Not that the chill would matter, especially if he
shifted.

As a mature black bear weighing over
two hundred kilos, he would be more than comfortable in the
environment. Nor was he worried about being alone. Pure bears
sensed his difference, and even the big alpha males did little more
than posture and roar if he came near.

Satisfied with his surroundings, and
his plan, Marcus headed towards the lake. He stopped long enough to
sniff the air once more and continued into the water. He enjoyed
swimming, and swam out towards the centre of the lake, before
ducking beneath the surface. At the third dive, he emerged with a
large fish.

He headed back to shore.
He could have made up a fire and cooked the fish. Instead he
shifted. In bear form, he ate the whole fish in a couple of
minutes. He ambled away from the lake, and into the forest. He
decided to go to one of the shelters, rest during the day, and see
what happened that night. At least I’ll be
fresh. Perhaps I’ll be able to exert some kind of control over what
happens tonight.

Rearing up, Marcus scented
the air. Nothing
seemed out of place. He dropped back onto all fours, and headed
into the forest.


Chapter Two

 


The sun was setting when Marcus woke.
He yawned and stretched, and then shifted into his human form. He
went outside the shack, and looked around. Then he stopped, and his
nostrils flared. A scent, faint, yet heady and beguiling, was in
the air. It took him several seconds to realize that the low,
reverberating growl he could hear came from deep in his own
chest.

He ran, barely aware of the branches
that whipped across his face as he headed deeper from the mountains
into the dense forest. When he finally stopped, he tried to get his
bearings. Night had fallen. The full moon and a myriad stars
provided light. He inhaled again, seeking the sweet, elusive
scent.

Closer. He was closer. The scent was
stronger, but there was a change. The sourness of fear tainted it.
His growls deepened. Something was wrong. He dropped to all fours,
changing back to bear shape, and charged forward.

Sounds reached his ears: low growls,
hisses, and the odd, drawn-out yowl. As he closed the distance, the
sounds grew louder. He burst through thick foliage and into a
clearing. The sounds were made by a trio of Canada lynxes.
Shifters, he sensed it. A fourth one was pressed so far into a
small hole in a tree’s trunk that only its head and front paws were
visible. As the other three took turns approaching, it lashed out
with its paw.

Marcus was certain the trio of cats
were purposely baiting it. While they seemed fairly fresh as they
moved in one after the other, the lynx in the tree looked like it
was tiring. Then he heard the soft mewls of distress it was making,
and a red mist descended before his eyes.

He rose up on his hind legs and
bellowed loudly. The three lynxes looked at him, and then scattered
as he charged towards them. He briefly considered giving chase, but
the scent he’d followed remained close by. He turned and looked at
the remaining lynx still huddled in the bole of the tree. He
shifted, resuming his human form, but the lynx didn’t
move.

“My name is Marcus. I
won’t hurt you. I promise.”

He sat down, hoping to make himself
appear less threatening. For a moment or two, the lynx remained
hunched, and then slowly crawled forward and out of the tree.
Marcus sat immobile, as the lynx shifted. Then the breath caught in
his throat.

A slender, pale skinned man stood
before him. Thick honey-blond hair, badly matted and carelessly
parted to the left, reached slim shoulders. Despite the man being
both dirty and disheveled, there was no missing the beauty that lay
beneath.

The young man looked
around nervously. "They'll be back.
They'll come after me because their fear of the Alpha's fury will
be greater than their fear of you."

"Aren't you part of
their—pack, or
whatever term you use?" Marcus asked,
unsure of how lynxes’ families worked.

The blond shook his head.
"They're rogue. They travel in a pack, attacking and taking what
they want. The Alpha wanted me. I was taken several weeks ago.
They're heading up over the
mountains, and down into the forests below
where they have a lair. This was my last chance to escape. If I
fail, then there will be no more chances, and I will
remain the Alpha's
toy."

Marcus growled as he rose to his feet,
and then winced as the young man shrank back. "I said I won't hurt
you, and I meant it. What's your name?"

"Kody."

Marcus nodded. He looked closer at the
youth. His eyes were a mesmerizing tawny, but dark shadows spoke
silently of his exhaustion, and there was a bruise on his cheek.
His body was also scratched and bruised. His right leg had a nasty
cut, and as Kody moved, he limped a little. He'd clearly suffered
at the hands of his captors.

"I live around here. It’s some
distance to my home, but we can be there in a few hours. Come with
me. You need time to rest and recover." A wave of protectiveness
swept through Marcus.

Kody started to shake his head, and
then he whirled around at the sounds of yowling. "Yes. Okay. I'll
go with you," he said. "You're my last chance."

“Look, I’m going to
shift,” Marcus said. “As a bear I can run as fast as a lynx. I can
also carry you.”

“You’re an Alpha. Why
would you care about me? I’m a runt. Good for nothing except—except
being a toy, a plaything.”

Kody’s voice was sullen, but Marcus
heard an edge to it, an edge of desperation. His heart ached that
someone so beautiful could have been hurt so badly. Marcus did
care, and would show it until Kody realized he wasn’t after
anything from the lynx.

“You’re more than that.
I’d like the chance to prove it.” Marcus kept his voice soft. “But
I won’t get that unless we move, and quickly. It may be easier for
me to carry you in lynx form. But let’s try human first. You can
grip me hard. I can take it.”

Marcus shifted, and Kody gasped.
“You’re not black. Your fur, it’s golden brown.”

“I am a black bear, but
some of us are cinnamon. Hurry, get on.”

Marcus waited for Kody to settle on
his back. As the young man’s small hands rubbed in his fur, Marcus
thought he was searching for somewhere to grip. To Marcus’s shock,
Kody rubbed his face in his fur as he settled, and Marcus was sure
he heard a barely audible purr.

“I never realized how soft
it would be,” Kody murmured.

Marcus’s breath hitched. Kody’s body
on his, and the soft purr, had done more than just surprise him.
His body was sending him all the signals to mate. He
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