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To my readers, I hope you enjoy Aries and
Sol’s story.
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Chapter One

 


Sol Daniels knew the first change was hard
for everyone, but no one had told him how uncomfortable it was. He
could sense his wolf underneath his skin, itching to be let out. It
was eager to burst free from its prison of fragile human skin and
bones, run out into the open, and rub shoulders with another of its
kind.

Rub shoulders and slough off fur, so human
skin could touch, kiss and caress.

Mate. The beast sharing half his soul
needed and craved its mate, some strange wolf Sol didn’t know and
wasn’t interested in knowing. Sol gritted his teeth as another wave
of unwanted longing surged through him.

There was no avoiding mating season, yet the
change still wouldn’t come. He glanced up at the full moon.

For crying out loud, he was a phone tech. He
manned phones by day and spent the nights in front of his computer,
devouring one new game after the next. His monotonous daily cycle
had been broken one evening while heading home from work. Dragged
behind an alleyway, frozen in shock, and unable to do anything as
his hooded captor sunk his canines into the tender side of his
neck. Only later did he realize he’d been bitten by a werewolf. He
even had to call in sick a few days to adjust to the sudden
change.

Teeth clattering against the night wind, Sol
closed his denim jacket. He had hoped that finding someone, finding
a release, would appease the beast and give him some peace. The
chances of someone taking a scrawny geek home for the evening,
heck, even for just a few hours, was next to none. If he could just
get through this one night, then it was a long time until the next
full moon.

Right. As if it were that easy.

“Wandering aimlessly around the dark isn’t
going to get me laid either,” Sol muttered, staring around him.

Was he really doing this? It was a Thursday
night and on Thursday nights he usually strapped on his virtual
armor, sword and throwing axes. On Thursdays, he was Agos the
Terrible Troll, wrecking havoc on the unsuspecting denizens of
EverTrolls Online.

Certainly not pathetic Sol Daniels.

He wasn’t even sure which neighborhood he
was in. He glanced around. If he hadn’t been looking carefully,
he’d have missed the small, subtle sign pointing down a flight of
stairs. It read “The Ram” in simple block letters. The enormous
bouncer at the deceivingly simple entrance looked Sol up and
down.

Gyrating music thumped from inside the pub.
Was it a pub? Sol might just have made a mistake in assuming that.
No wonder the bouncer gave his Star Wars shirt and ratty jeans a
hard look.

“Sorry. Wrong place,” Sol said.

The bouncer didn’t seem to hear him. He
leaned uncomfortably close to sniff at Sol.

“New wolf, eh? Go right on in. The club is
going to be in full swing soon.”

Sol was perplexed.

Club? Before he could protest the
bouncer nudged him forward. The music hurt his ears. The wolf
inside him whined a pathetic needy sound. All around the
surprisingly contemporary and sleek space couples, threesomes, and
foursomes were dancing, swaying, and were nestled in shadowed
corners.

Sol occasionally glimpsed a hint of flesh,
or a lot of flesh, clad in all sorts of latex and leather-wear. He
swallowed, suddenly feeling lost. Was it too late to head back
outside? The wolf inside him furiously thumped its tail, demanding
and wanting its pound of flesh. Sol knew most of the people in the
club were shifters by their feel and scent.

Catching sight of the bar, Sol breathed in a
sigh of relief. Finally, something familiar and very much near his
comfort zone. Beers and peanuts in front of the PC. Easy
peasy.

“I’ll have a drink or two and then leave,”
he told himself, settling himself on one of the bar stools.

Sol expected a miserable night staring,
watching and yearning, but a sultry blonde clad in nothing much,
took the empty seat next to time and fixed him with a wink and
purr.

“New wolf, if you’re looking for a wild
first mating, I’ll be happy to fix you up.”

“I, u-uh, what?”

No one had ever approached him before in his
entire life. He was new to this shifter thing too,
practically a virgin. Did every shifter in the room know he was
new? What the hell was a first mating?

Sol’s cheeks grew hot. The blonde pressed
one perfectly painted fingernail into his cheek and her scent
flooded his senses. Sol’s cock felt strained inside his jeans.

She smelled sensual, feminine and feline.
Feline? Well at this point, species doesn’t matter. I’ll even
take a werepoodle.

“I can teach you so many things, little
wolf,” she purred.

“Fuck off, bitch. This little wolf’s mine,”
someone suddenly snarled.

Sol gulped. It was big hulking someone. The
woman made a face, but scampered off at the man’s growl.

Sol blinked up at the man, feeling a little
unnerved. He didn’t want trouble, certainly not from a muscled,
leather-wearing and tattooed biker. The instinct to flee didn’t
come though. Sheer curiosity made him stay.

“Don’t run away, sunshine. I have no
intentions of hurting you. I’ll introduce myself properly. I’m
Aries Sanders and I work as a detective for the city’s police
force.”

“My name isn’t sunshine, it’s Sol,” he said
defensively. Was Aries really a cop, or did the man just enjoy
playing with him?

He was unaware of clenching his fist on the
counter, but when Aries’ large and inked hand reached out to touch
his arm, every nerve in his body woke up. His pulse threatened to
leap out of his skin. Aries was warm. Very warm, and he smelled all
wolf.

“Are you really a detective?”

Aries answered him by pulling aside his
leather jacket and flashing his very official-looking police badge
at him. Then he went on, apparently unperturbed. “Does Sol mean sun
in Spanish, or is it French?”

Aries’ eyes were a deep shade of blue, and
they glinted dangerously with unconcealed interest in his tanned
rough face.

“Don’t know. What do you care?” Sol expected
the detective to leave, but Aries only looked at him with unnerving
interest.

“I think I want to call you sunshine, Sol.
It’ll be a special nickname between the two of us.”

“I don’t even know who the hell you
are.”

“I intend to rectify that, Sol.”

The traitorous beast inside him was doing
more than whining, it surged to the surface of his skin, making his
entire body break out into sweat. No. No. No. Anyone but
him. His wolf didn’t listen. It wanted. It craved.

“Not you,” Sol wasn’t aware of whispering
the words out loud, but his voiced resistance only made the grin on
Aries’ face wider. Obscene almost.

“Not me? Your body is saying otherwise,
sunshine. It’s betraying how you really feel.”

Aries had stopped touching his arm, and Sol
didn’t like the fact the large man broke contact.

“Tell me you don’t want me. Tell me you
don’t want me to take you home and give you what you need Sol, and
I’ll leave and never bother you again.”

“Just like that?” Sol’s mouth felt dry. “How
do you know what I need?”

Aries knew the truth.

His own jeans felt unbelievably tight and
strained against him. Too much. He was wearing too many
clothes.

“You didn’t wander into The Ram by accident,
Sol. Those who come here always know why they entered those doors
on some subconscious level. You need someone to take control, to
dominate you. To surrender yourself completely to. I can be that
person.”

“This is all wrong. I made a mistake coming
here.”

Sol was ready to leap out of his seat and
run out of the club doors. Was Aries right? Had he come here
knowing what he wanted? How did Aries know what he wanted?

Sure, he’d been curious about the lifestyle.
He’d watched endless porn, like any other men, and got off more
quickly on the bondage and submission clips. All it was, though,
was fantasy. It wasn’t for Sol, phone tech by day and gamer by
night.

He had to compose himself, to remember
reality could be a bitch. Reality could hurt in nasty ways if he
wasn’t careful. Sol had been hurt before by men and women who’d
decided they were wasting their time with him.

“I’m not going to hurt you, Sol. I know what
I’m doing,” Aries said in his maddening deep and soothing
voice.

Sol didn’t want to look at Aries, didn’t
want to be lured by the sound of his voice or the determined look
in his eyes.

“Look at me, sunshine.”

When Sol didn’t, Aries tilted his chin up
with his large fingers. Excitement coursed through Sol at the
thought of what those large hands were capable of.

“Yes or no, Sol?”

Sol wanted to be away from The Ram. He
wanted to be away from the thumping seductive music and from Aries’
inquisitive gaze.

Sol also wanted Aries more than he wanted
anyone else, although he wasn’t sure why. Maybe because it was his
first mating and he was horny as hell? It didn’t matter. Sol
decided to stop caring and worrying so much.

“Yes, okay?”

“Wise decision, sunshine.”
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