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      Hello, reader, and welcome to book #4 of the Ombra Pack Chronicles! Eoin is a bit of a newcomer to this group of werewolves, but I have a feeling you’re going to love his story.

      

      In college I did a massive research paper on Graffiti for my art history class and let me tell you, the culture is fascinating and the art is beautiful. In this book I wanted to pay homage to that culture and what it means to some people while also providing my readers with a beautiful love story at the same time. Just like in real life, love can be a little bumpy sometimes. But if we’re lucky, it all comes out right in  the end!

      

      Without further ado, let’s get on with the show!
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            Eoin

          

        

      

    

    
      Painting a giant rainbow dick on the front of the Mayor’s office wasn’t something werewolves typically did on the full moon. But after that asshole’s shitty comments on the news earlier in the day, it’s what he deserved.

      My wolf senses were on high alert as I reached into my bag for another spray can. The streetlight overhead cast just enough of a dull yellow glow to make out the colored caps within. Even in human form, I could almost feel my ears swivel, listening intently to the sounds of the darkened city around me.

      I was taking a big risk.

      But his speech had been homophobic, to say the least. And I, being a platinum gay, wasn’t fond of his opinions. Especially when he used them to covertly insight hate against people like me. I didn’t care if they were human or wolves; us gays had to stick together. Not everyone had the benefit of super senses or a backpack full of spray paint. So, I took it upon myself to get the message across.

      Tonight’s painting was just my tag; my moniker displayed across his office in a rainbow of colors in the shape of a giant cock.

      Did I think it would end the hate? No, of course not. But would it make me and several others like me feel better about what was going on? Probably. It wasn’t like we could call the police on the mayor for telling people we didn’t deserve rights. Our only way to fight back was through protest, which I was convinced didn’t work, or subtle guerilla warfare. And I chose the latter. Paint had always been my method, and spray cans just found their way into my hand naturally.

      Plus, being a werewolf meant I never got caught.

      Nobody was watching the security cameras for a dog wandering down the street. Of course, if they looked closer, they’d notice it holding a backpack in its mouth. That’s where I kept my clothes, my mask, and my paints. I could strip down anywhere, take the bag in as a wolf to the most secure places, and shift to do my work before shifting and leaving once more. It was perfect.

      And being on my own meant I never had to worry about anyone else sharing the blame with me. It was the perfect plan. That, plus the world’s most boring, straight-laced day job, meant I was unstoppable.

      I finished spray painting the final letter, taking a step back to admire my work. Across the wall, in a dick-shaped rainbow of wildstyle, was my moniker MONSTERA. A little on the nose, but it also could be confused with a plant, which I liked. Was I a plant-loving vagabond or a monster? Nobody would ever know, would they?

      Staring for a few moments, I decided it needed a few more touch-ups. And the cum, I couldn’t forget that. I wanted it splattering over the front door. That way, everyone who stopped by had to look at it. After that, I’d coat the entire thing in sealant. Being a brick building, the paint would be hard to get off to begin with. But with a layer of seal, it would take heavy chemicals to remove it, damaging the facade of the office at the same time. I wanted the evidence to be left behind for months or even years.

      Usually, I wasn’t the type to destroy property with my work. I liked tagging, but never on private property or with the intention of destruction. Usually, I stuck to highway overpasses, the backs of street signs, postal collection boxes, and lamp posts. But this was personal, and I knew how to make it last.

      I started painting again, going back through to flesh out the letters a bit more adding flair to the tag to give it some mural-like qualities. More than once, I had to duck around the corner of the building as a car drove by in the dead of night. It was late fall, and the tourist season was over, so the town was pretty much dead after dinner time anyway. That made my work easy.

      However, I was just finishing up the rather expressive penis when I heard the crunch of gravel from behind me.

      I whipped around, ready to run if need be. Over the top of my mask, I saw a dark figure standing on the opposite side of the street, leaning against one of the lamp posts. I lifted my nose to the air, sniffing for some hint of who or what was watching. I wasn’t the only werewolf in this town.

      The moment I inhaled, the breeze shifted, and I felt my entire body shiver, warmth blooming through my chest. The scent was definitely male and human, the warm leather aroma filled with floral undertones. It pierced through my brain, making everything suddenly foggy. I couldn’t think straight. In fact, I found myself taking a step forward, like one of those old Bugs Bunny cartoons, driven forward by this intoxicating smell. I’d never met a human that smelled anything like him.

      However, I’d only taken a few steps before I finally shook it off. I stared after him, trying to figure out how the fuck he’d gotten me so worked up all of a sudden. That was when I realized my cock was rock-hard, straining against the fabric of my dark sweatpants. Even in the dim streetlights, it had to be incredibly obvious. I was no slouch in the dick department, and considering I didn’t bring underwear on these trips, it was even more obvious.

      The guy just continued to stare, his eyes drifting down my body and landing squarely on my groin. His eyes widened, and I expected him to run, but instead, he just kept staring, drinking me in from head to toe.

      A wave of lust washed over me, my heart going wild in my chest. Blood pounded in my ears, and the world around me fell away. All I wanted to do was walk across the street and take him by the lapels, forcing my tongue down his throat. After that, I’d do whatever he let me. All I knew was that I wanted to ravage his body and mark him as my own.

      And that wasn’t something I’d felt before. Sure, I’d had my random hookups, but fucking a stranger in a dark street was new even for me. That wasn’t something I got the urge to do, and it seemed a bit sudden.

      But there was something about this guy…

      Shaking my head in a vain attempt to clear my thoughts, I forced my feet to carry me back to the front of the mayor’s office. I tossed my paint can in the backpack and zipped it up, throwing it over one shoulder. But my heart was still pounding, and I couldn’t leave yet. I stole another glance back at the man, who continued to stare silently.

      “The fuck you lookin’ at?” I growled, grabbing my dick in an adolescent show of dominance.

      He didn’t say anything back.

      With a huff of annoyance, I walked around the corner of the building into the dark alley so I could shift. Clearly, I was far too horny to be out and about town. I’d take care of that once I got home. But something about that guy just rubbed me in a weird way. I never reacted to people like that, especially humans. Maybe he was something else, masking himself as human. Then again, my nose had never failed me in that regard. Looking a certain way was one thing. Smelling different was another.

      I dropped my backpack to the ground, the cans clattering inside. Anxiety mixed with my thoughts, giving me that sense of danger on my heels that thrilled me. I didn’t want to get caught, that was for sure, and the guy could definitely be a cop or something. But, at the same time, I found myself inexplicably drawn to him, desperate to find out what would happen next. I reached down, gripping my throbbing cock through my sweatpants. The heat and pheromones were making it hard to think. I knew I should go, but then again, what could a human possibly do to a werewolf?

      I was invincible.

      The sound of quickened footsteps approached, and I looked up just in time to see the man turn the corner and stop dead in his tracks. A thin beam of moonlight caught his face and shoulders. He had creamy pale skin, short auburn hair in a messy style, and piercing hazel eyes that stared straight through me. His clean-shaven jaw hung open slightly like he didn’t believe what he was seeing. I watched as his eyes drifted down my body, his gaze landing where my hand still gripped my dick through my sweatpants.

      He eyed it hungrily, and I took a step forward, not taking my hand away. I reached out, grabbing him by the lapel of his jacket and pulling him close. Without warning, I pushed up the front of my mask and roughly pressed my lips to his.

      There was a sharp inhale, and his wide shoulders tensed, but a moment later, he relaxed, his mouth opening up to me. I plunged my tongue in, exploring his willingness to take me. His scent was so strong it nearly bowled me over, but I didn’t stop. Our pheromones mixed in the air, and electricity shot through my body. Everything was pushed out of my mind in an instant except for one thing.

      Fuck him.

      It was a sudden sensation, more so than I’d ever had before, but I didn’t give a fuck. I needed more of him, and that was all that mattered. But first, I was going to play with him. Tearing myself away, I took a step back, pushing my mask back down to hide my face.

      “Well?” I said, my voice muffled through the mask as I glanced back down at my rock-hard cock. “It ain’t gonna suck itself, sweetheart.”

      I fully expected him to break out of his stupor at my gruff words. I wasn’t being gentle with him. However, to my surprise, he dropped to his knees on the pavement, staring up at me, waiting expectantly.

      And I couldn’t help but smile.

      With my right hand, I pushed down my sweatpants, letting my thick cock flop free at last. The crown kissed him on the nose, the heavy scent of pheromones filling the air around us. With my left hand, I grabbed a fistful of his hair, turning his head to the side so my cock pressed against his cheek.

      “What’re you waiting for, sweetheart?” I growled.

      A shaking hand reached up, caressing my heavy balls before tracing along the underside of my shaft. He took a deep breath, drinking in my scent. I could see him committing it to memory.

      “I… I d-don’t usually… d-do stuff like this…” he stammered.

      I gripped his hair harder, pulling his head back. “Did I fucking ask for your life story?” I didn’t wait for him to answer. “No. You can either suck my cock or fuck off.” Leaning my hips forward, I smeared my precum across his cheek, smirking down at him. “But I know you can’t resist it. Can you, sweetheart?”

      He glanced at the throbbing monster in front of him, then back up at me, shaking his head.

      “What are you? Huh?” I smirked. “Just some common whore wandering the streets at night looking for dick? That’s pretty fucking sad, don’t you think?”

      “I… I wasn’t looking–”

      “Oh yes, you were,” I interrupted, grabbing him by the chin. “You’ve been standing there staring at me for half the damn night. You know exactly what you were doing, sweetheart.”

      “Stop calling me that,” he grumbled, clearly irritated with his new pet name. “Actually, I was watching some common criminal spray paint a public build–”

      His words were cut off as I grabbed his jaw hard, leaning down close so that our lips were nearly touching.

      “I’m not fucking common,” I growled, my fingers slipping down to his neck. A soft moan escaped his lips as I applied pressure, his skin pricking under my touch. “And I’m not the criminal. The bastard that works in that office is trying to hurt people like you and me.”

      “Like you and me?” he managed to squeak out. “What the hell do you and I have in common?!”

      “Well, for one, we both like cock.”

      “I’m nothing like y–”

      I squeezed his neck again, cutting him off. “Don’t fucking lie to me, sweetheart.”

      I stood up again, pressing my throbbing meat to his cheek. His lips parted, and I couldn’t help laughing as I pulled my dick away from his hungry mouth.

      “You’re so cock-crazy you can’t even think straight, can you sweetheart? I could sit here and call you every name in the book, and no matter how much you argued, if I let you, you’d service me until the sun came up.” I tilted my head to the side, furrowing my brows. “You got a thing for bad boys or something? Or do you just like being used?”

      “I… I…” he stammered, his face blushing in the dim lamplight. “I don’t know w-what you’re t-talking about.” He seemed suddenly embarrassed and defensive as his expression shifted to one of anger. “Fuck you!”

      “Fine,” I said with a click of my tongue. “If you’re gonna be rude about it, I won’t let you have your treat.”

      I tucked my dick back into my sweatpants with my eyes still fixed on him. A flash of longing and disappointment crossed his features, and I couldn’t help laughing again. Grabbing my backpack, I threw it over one shoulder and took a step forward. My bulge nudged against his lips, and I heard him gasp, but the irritation remained. I had him so worked up and confused that he didn’t know which way was up. And that, above all else, gave me life.

      “Well, it’s been nice meeting you, sweetheart,” I purred, patting him hard on the cheek. “But I’m afraid you’re a bit too straight-laced for me.” I tugged at his collar and lapels. “I’m not really into the corporate bro thing. You’ve probably kissed every ass you’ve ever come in contact with by the looks of you.”

      “You… motherfucker…” he growled.

      “Aw. A pet name for me too?” I chuckled. “You sure do like to move fast, baby.”

      I turned away, heading into the darkness, when I felt a hand grab the back of my shirt and yank viciously. If I’d been human, it might have brought me down. But being a wolf, I was able to keep my ground, the fabric of my hoodie tearing away in his hand. I spun around, placed a hand on his chest, and gave him one hell of a shove.

      The anger on his face was replaced by pain as he hit the concrete, landing squarely on his ass. Lucky for him, he had a delicious-looking bubble butt that I couldn’t wait to fuck someday. But for now, he needed to learn his place. I was the alpha wolf in this relationship, regardless of whether I had the lineage or not. Once the sun went down, these streets were my territory, and that made him mine as well.

      Swaggering over, I crouched down in front of him, grabbing his cheek once more. I kissed him roughly, forcing my tongue into his mouth. And before he realized what was happening, I took his lip between my teeth and bit down. He yelped like a puppy, putting a hand on his lips. A shimmer of crimson came away on his fingers, and he stared up at me in disbelief.

      “That’s for your insolence tonight,” I said, slowly licking his blood from my lips. Standing back up to my full height, a cocky smirk spread over my face once more. “I expect better from you next time, sweetheart.” I paused for a moment, giving him one last look. “That mark means you belong to me now. You would do well to remember that.”

      With a cocky two-finger salute, I turned on my heel and jogged off into the shadows, leaving my newfound toy bruised and dirty on the sidewalk. I couldn’t help feeling rather proud of myself.

      He was going to be so much fun to play with.
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      The stains would not come out of my slacks. No matter how hard I scrubbed, I couldn’t get the evidence of my late-night escapades off the knees. I didn’t really want to have to pay for cleaning, but I doubted the tiny town of Ludington had any department stores worth shopping at for replacements.

      Being in a small town was definitely not my vibe. That and I was still fucking livid after the way that guy had treated me the night before. The way he’d talked to me was completely unacceptable, and then to throw me down on the sidewalk? What the fuck?  I hated that fucking pet name. Sweetheart… a part of me secretly liked it, but the giant bruise on my ass reminded me that I also still hated him. Some small part of my brain knew that it was my fault since I’d grabbed at him, but I silenced it immediately.

      That guy was a fucking asshole.

      And yet, as I glanced down at my boxers, I could see my dick straining against the fabric, rock hard at the mere thought of him and that word…

      Sweetheart…

      I sighed, rubbing my palms into my eyes in a vain attempt to push the thoughts from my mind. There was no explanation for what had come over me the night before. I wasn’t that kind of guy. But when I saw the masked figure defacing the mayor’s office, I couldn’t help a sense of intrigue.

      It was odd. Usually, I went for the types that were like me. The young, rich, and successful professional was my ideal man. I liked them well-kempt, well-dressed, and with a sense of decorum that was suitable for any situation. Granted, I also liked guys who loved to party on the weekends at nightclubs and fuck in unused offices, but that was just part of the job. Everyone in my world did that. We lived fast, and relationships died young, but nobody had time for anything serious anyway. The most important thing was work and getting ahead. That’s what I wanted from a relationship.

      But this was something else.

      That graffiti artist, or criminal as I should call him, was definitely not cut from the same cloth as my previous lovers. He was gruff, sneaky, degrading, and an asshole, the kind of person you’d find line-cooking in a shitty backwater bar. Not only that, he obviously spent his nights defacing public property. It was only a matter of time until he got caught and ended up in jail. Hell, maybe he’d already been to jail.

      I pulled the scrap of fabric I'd torn from his hoodie the night before, inhaling his scent deeply. All the things that should have scared me turned me on even more.

      “What the fuck…” I sighed, tipping my head up toward the ceiling. I massaged the back of my neck, clenching my eyes shut. “What the hell is wrong with me?”

      This bad boy, if that’s what you could call him, had gotten under my skin in the worst way. Not only had he pissed me off, but he’d made it impossible for me to think about anything else but his girthy cock. Who the fuck did he think he was, exposing himself to me like that? And why did I get on my knees the moment he barked orders at me?

      It was all so confusing. The mixture of lust and anger was one I couldn’t understand, so I decided to focus on the anger. I was pissed he’d treated me like some common whore, pissed he’d made me want his cock so fucking bad I couldn’t think straight, and pissed that I jerked off in that alley after he left with his precum still smeared across my cheek.

      I needed to get out of this town. Fast.

      My body slumped, a deep sigh escaping my lips. I couldn’t leave yet. Not until the job was done.

      I worked for a large real estate firm out in New York as a specialist. My job was to treat our richest clients to white-glove service with a personal touch when it came to buying property. They told me what they wanted over an expensive dinner, and I found that property for them made the offer, and purchased the property. After that, I’d handle everything from the remodeling to interior design, only welcoming them home when it was fully completed to their standards. And all this I did for a twenty percent commission on the total invoice amount. It didn’t sound like much, but when I was sending invoices in excess of a million dollars three or four times a year, it added up.

      So when my most recent client, the owner of a commercial flight empire, called and said he wanted a summer home in Ludington, Michigan, with a lakefront view and no price limit, I, of course, said yes. In fact, I was on the first flight out of New York.

      I’d spent the flight looking at properties and local real estate agents. Since I wasn’t licensed in Michigan, I’d need a local agent to complete the sale. Of course, I chose the best agency in the area and let them know I’d be arriving within the next day to get to work. By the time the plane landed, it was well past dark, and I was far too amped up to sleep.

      That’s how I found myself wandering down dimly lit streets so late at night and ran into the asshole. But how I’d ended up on my knees was still a mystery…

      “Nope,” I said, cutting myself off mid-thought. “That’s enough of that.”

      Grabbing the still-stained slacks, I tossed them into the corner of the bathroom. I didn’t have time to deal with them now. My client had a home to buy. He wanted it finished before spring so he could spend the summer there with his family. Considering the closing time for the purchase and renovations, I was on a tight schedule. I had three weeks to make this sale happen and not a day more.

      Stomping back out into my hotel room, I headed for the closet where all my suits still hung in their plastic cases. I’d decided not to take them out, considering the state of my room. It was the best hotel in the city, a whopping three stars. The amenities were lame, there was no room service, and the wifi was terrible. How anyone managed to stay in such a hovel was beyond me. But it was the best I could find on short notice, and I wouldn’t be there for long. Three weeks in a shitty hotel was nothing compared to the payday I’d get for this transaction. After that, I could take myself on a trip to the Caribbean resort or something. A Mai Thai by the pool sounded heavenly. Especially compared to this cold, wet hellscape I was currently staying in.

      I pulled down one of my suits and began to dress, stuffing my still-hard dick off to the side. I’d have to deal with that later. No sooner had I zipped up my pants than the phone on the bedside table let out a wail. I wrenched it free from the receiver, making sure not to let it touch my face.

      “Hello?” I barked.

      “Uh… Mr. Abaldon?” a timid teenage voice said.

      “Speaking.”

      “This is the front desk. Your rental car has arrived.”

      “Good. Tell them I’ll be down in five minutes to collect it and that it better be clean.”

      There was a brief pause. “Y-Yes, sir.”

      I hung up the phone without a goodbye. It was strange to me that they had a child running the front desk of a hotel. But I didn’t have time to think about it. If the hotel wanted to run their business into the ground, that was their problem. Someone with a brain could snap up the real estate and actually make something out of it once they were gone.

      Taking my time, I finished dressing. There was one last stop in the mirror to make sure there wasn’t a trace of stubble on my chin and that my hair was perfectly quaffed. Appearance was fifty percent of the sale in my world. The better you looked, the more people took you seriously and the less they argued. Fashion and personal hygiene was a form of intimidation, and it worked wonderfully.

      Happy with what I saw, I grabbed my laptop case and headed out the door.

      Downstairs, I found the front desk teenager chatting away with the rental car teenager. Was no working person in this town over the age of nineteen?

      “Kent Abaldon,” I said, cutting off their conversation as I stepped up to the desk. “You said I had a rental here?”

      “Yes, s-sir,” he stuttered, glancing at the other boy next to me. “It just arrived.”

      “Good,” I nodded. “Please have my room cleaned while I’m out.”

      “Of course, sir.”

      See? A suit and a well-polished appearance always got the job done.

      “Does this hotel have dry cleaning services?”

      “I’m afraid not s–”

      “Can you recommend one in town?”

      The kid stared at me like I was speaking a different language. “I… uh… can look one up for you.”

      “Please do. You can leave their info on my bedside table.” I turned away from him, zeroing in on the rental guy. “Were you able to get the Tesla?”

      “Sorry, sir,” he replied nervously. “Best we could get was a hybrid SUV.”

      “As long as it’s clean,” I sighed. “Not like there’s a charging station anywhere in this podunk place anyway.”

      “There’s one out by the grocery sto–”

      “I’m in a bit of a hurry,” I interrupted with a wave of my hand. “Can I have the keys so I can get going? I’m late for a meeting.”

      The kid seemed completely confused but dug in his pockets for the set of keys anyway. He handed them over, followed by a clipboard with paperwork. I signed without even looking at it and pushed it back into his hands.

      “Is there at least coffee in this town?” I asked the pair of them.

      The desk clerk glanced
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EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/eoin-ebook.jpg
e
7

Wy )

“ ”

B*MH__,&\A\PAEK CHRONICLES #4







