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His pack would’ve killed him for his kinks and desires, but his human lover might destroy his wolf.

Brandt Davis loved being part of his Michigan werewolf pack, until they found his stash of gay porn. He escaped their anger, running in wolf form into the wilderness, but he can’t live that way forever. And he can’t hide in fur like a coward when an injured man needs his help.

Ethan Sjulstad knows he’s in trouble when a solo hike into the Minnesota Boundary Waters seems reasonable. Then a bad fall leaves him seriously hurt and facing death. Delirious, he hallucinates being rescued by a big gray wolf and a naked woodland godling. For a man who has always loved fantasy, it’s worth surviving just to find out what the hell is going on.
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Chapter 1

Brandt jolted at a sudden scream— clearly and shockingly human in the deep wilderness. The cry broke off abruptly. Brandt whipped around, his attention yanked away from the pack of timber wolves he’d been watching in the valley below. He pricked his wolf ears in the direction of the sound, listening intently. Out of the corner of his eye, he caught a last flicker of gray as the wild pack faded silently off into the forest.

Brandt hesitated. He’d been following this pack in wolf form for a week, day and night. He was beginning to know them, and they were relaxing and letting him closer. But, truth was, he was bored stiff. He was sick of himself and his black fog of depression and his stupid impulse to go run off into the woods and live wild.

There were tales of werewolves who’d done that for years— men who’d fallen deep into their animal selves and lived simple, free lives. But either the stories were exaggerated, or the men involved had been even more messed up than he was. He’d thought he was ready to dump his stupid, pointless, warped-to-destruction human life and submerge in his wolf like they had. Run, hunt, sleep, howl. Not think. Not feel. Not remember.

But somewhere nearby a human was in trouble. With one last glance in the direction of the wolves, Brandt turned and headed in the direction of that scream.

There were no further sounds. He advanced slowly, all his senses on alert. The spring breeze soon brought the scent of human sweat and blood. Another hundred yards, and he could see the man, lying unmoving at the foot of a low embankment. He was on his back on the swampy ground, sprawled in a limp pose with his legs draped over a half-buried log. The sharp stub of a branch protruded through the meat of one thigh. The blood-smell was a vivid tang in Brandt’s nose.

He crouched, watching, waiting for the man’s hiking partners to come help him, but the woods were silent. The air held no hint of another human. The injured man bled slowly into the muddy water. Insects buzzed, bird song resumed. No one called or came out of the trees up above the crumbled bank.

Brandt whined under his breath. Stupid idiot. Hiking Minnesota’s Boundary Waters alone was a really stupid idea. Brandt might be new to the area, but even he could figure that out. The park was enormous, rough, and isolated. No handy paramedics, no ambulance. He’d bet any cell-phone reception would be fucking hard to find. Of course it was possible this man had been with a group and become separated and lost. In the best case scenario, there were people looking hard for him right now.

In the worst case, he’d bleed to death before they found him.

Brandt moved closer, his paws silent on the damp ground. The man’s right leg was neatly skewered through the thigh, with six inches of sharp branch protruding above it. Blood dripped out heavily, although there didn’t seem to be a major artery spouting. The guy had the beginnings of a tan, but under it his face was almost as pale as his white-blond hair. His eyes were closed, his nearly invisible lashes fluttering slightly. Brandt picked up the sound of the man’s racing pulse and his breath rasping fast and shallow.

That was a hell of a situation for the guy to get loose from. Lifting his own leg up off the snag would be a gymnastics maneuver to begin with, and he’d have to do it while bleeding and in major pain. But if he didn’t get free, the only question was whether he’d die of the blood loss, dehydration, or infection. Even Brandt with his werewolf healing and pain threshold wouldn’t have wanted to be in that fix.

As Brandt stood studying the situation, the man’s eyes suddenly opened. For an instant, startled light-gray eyes met Brandt’s gaze. Then the man began shouting a harsh, aggressive, “Yah!” while slapping his good thigh loudly with his hand. Startled, Brandt leaped back and to one side. As the man kept yelling, Brandt realized that his two-hundred-pound wolf form was probably not a reassuring thing to wake up to. No wonder the guy was doing his damnedest to seem scary.

Brandt backed up smoothly, not making any sudden moves, until he was hidden in the shelter of the trees. After a few moments, the man on the ground quieted. He breathed in short, sharp jerks, blowing out each breath through clenched teeth.

Brandt waited. If the guy would just pass out again, Brandt figured he could maybe use his teeth on the fabric of the pant leg, yank upward and unsnag him, and be gone before the guy came around again. Unfortunately, although the man was lying very still and swallowing loudly, as if nauseous, there was no sign he was about to pass out.

Eventually the man reached toward his leg, his shaking fingers feeling over his thigh, and then up the snag of branch that held him. He made small pain sounds, then grunted sharply. “Dammit! Of all the stupid, moronic, imbecilic, ignorant, half-witted, gormless, crack-brained…” About ten insults into it, the man stopped, took a deep breath, and fumbled around, his hand brushing futilely over wet weeds and muddy leaf-mold. “Damn!”

Brandt saw a backpack lying on the ground, well beyond the reach of even those long arms. The man turned his head, spotted it, and raised up on one elbow, straining toward it. His fingers couldn’t connect. He fell back with a painful groan, his eyes closed.

What to do, what to do?

Brandt could shift back to human, but then he’d be naked, and he was a long, long way from his old life and any clothes he’d ever owned. Appearing out of the woods nude… that would take more explanation than he could manage. Almost better to appear as a wolf, even if it scared the guy out of his wits again.

He could go for help. But odds were it would take hours to find someone, and then in order to speak, he’d have to shift, and he’d still be naked…

He could leave this idiot to his fate and go on his way. After all, anyone dumb enough to hike the deep wilderness alone could live with the consequences. Or die with them. There was no reason the man should expect to be rescued by a passing werewolf. Despite a touch of respect for the guy, who was still conscious and now trying to break off that fat branch-stub with his fingers, it really was none of Brandt’s business. Shit happened.

Ditching the man would certainly have been Charles’s pack-safe solution, back when Charles had been Brandt’s Alpha and Brandt had given a shit what he thought. That idea alone propelled him forward out of cover. He was never again going to care what Charles thought. To hell with Charles. His gut ached at that, an instinctive cramping he refused to acknowledge, so he narrowed his focus to the man on the ground.

He was only five feet away when the guy noticed his approach. For a frozen moment they stared at each other, then the man began yelling again. He scrabbled up a handful of mud and threw it at Brandt, his voice cracking as he shouted, “Get away, mangy bastard, not dead yet!”

Brandt ignored the throw, which missed, and the next one which spattered dirt into his ear. He bent over the backpack, grabbed a corner in his teeth, and pulled it over to the man on the ground. One brief tug, to move it the necessary two feet, and then he ducked back into the trees. He made his way around out of sight and found another spot to look out.

For long minutes, clutching handfuls of dirt and stones, the man stared at the place Brandt had disappeared. Off in the treetops, a woodpecker hammered a rhythm on a trunk and then stopped. A chickadee gave its distinctive call and was answered from farther away. The breeze picked up, rustling the new green leaves overhead. The man finally opened his fists, letting the mud trickle out. He patted the nylon pack, as if wondering if it was real. His hands shook visibly.

Eventually, eyes darting back and forth between his backpack and the edge of the clearing, the man opened a side pocket and took out not a phone or radio, but a short tool. He unfolded a saw blade, and curled up painfully, bracing himself on one arm. At first he tried to slide the blade between his leg and the log, at the base of the snag. It took just a few minutes before he abandoned that and dropped back down with a deep groan. For long minutes he lay flat, breathing painfully.

On the next try, he pushed up on one elbow while sawing at the wood just above his leg. After a few strokes he was forced to drop back again, panting with pain and effort. The scent of new blood and sweat rose in the air, but there was a hint of fresh sawdust too. Brandt saw the light on the saw blade shimmer, as it trembled in the man’s grip. His arm sagged, but he braced and tried again. A minute later he took a long slow breath and managed another few strokes. And again. And again.

Brandt winced in sympathy. The guy’s progress was slow, but cutting the extra six inches off that branch might let him lift up and get free. Eventually.

And then what?

Even when he got loose, he’d be alone, injured, and far from help. If there was someone around he could call, he’d be doing it now. Getting to safety with that bad leg would be a bitch and a half.

A werewolf would heal easily from that sort of wound, but Brandt knew that dirty punctures in humans weren’t good news. Humans were much more fragile. Not that any of it was Brandt’s problem, but he was developing a sneaking admiration for the man’s determination.

He crouched lower, nose on his paws. There wasn’t much more he could do in wolf form, but he couldn’t make himself leave.

As Brandt watched, the man sank back yet again, his eyes closed. This time the blade dropped from his fingers and he didn’t pick it up. His heartbeat slowed. Brandt whined under his breath. As the minutes went by, the injured man didn’t wake again. Shit.

Getting involved is a really bad idea. But bad ideas seemed to be his thing lately. Brandt backed away well out of sight. He dropped onto a bed of dried needles under a pine tree, gathered himself for the effort, reached out for energy, and began shifting to human.

Transformation was oddly difficult, maybe because he’d stayed wolf longer than ever before in his life, maybe because his subconscious knew it was a risky choice. He held back a groan of pain as the reshaping of muscle and bone grated through him. His body shuddered, scattering pine needles, and the crushed-resin scent filled his nose.

He sneezed. Sneezed again and curled around his knees, arms hugging his shins, eyes shut. Hands, not paws. Skin, not fur. He lay still, becoming aware of the cold air on his back, the stickiness of pine needles under his shoulders, and the lumpy pressure of roots and rocks against his hip and ribs. Damn. Naked and human in the great outdoors totally sucked.

After a moment he rolled over, crawled out from under the tree, and stood carefully. He felt dirty and vulnerable, and stupid, and a week’s worth of unwashed. Not at all like himself, although the injured man wasn’t likely to complain about his rescuer’s smell. Or lack of grooming. Or lack of clothes. Actually, that he might notice.

Walking gingerly over the rough ground, Brandt returned to the clearing. The man still lay there. In Brandt’s human form, he couldn’t hear a heartbeat at this distance, but he saw the man’s chest moving in slow shallow breaths. Still alive.

Get in, help him, get out.

As silently as he could, Brandt crept forward out of the trees. He’d reached the man’s side and squatted down beside him when those gray eyes opened again. And closed quickly. “Damned hallucinations,” the man muttered, past his quickening breaths. He clenched his teeth, his eyes squeezed tight shut.

Brandt was fine with being a hallucination. He picked up the saw blade and attacked the snagged branch. With decent leverage and a steady hand, it took only a minute to get through it. Once the end had come off, he slid a hand under the man’s impaled leg and lifted carefully. The man groaned, but didn’t move, as the remaining stub slid out of his flesh. Blood welled from the wound in a thicker stream, dark and wet as it spilled over the leg of his pants, and dripped between Brandt’s fingers.

Brandt eased the man away from the worst of the mud, laid him flat on the drier ground, and carefully straightened his leg. There didn’t seem to be broken bones, although who knew what else the guy might’ve done to himself in that fall. The man turned his head, blinked, and their eyes met again. This time he didn’t look away. “You’re real. Who are you?”

“The guy who just unshishkabobbed you,” Brandt muttered.

“Thanks.”

“You’re still bleeding like a stuck pig.”

The man fumbled downward, clamped his hands around his leg and grunted painfully. “Yeah.”

Brandt figured he could turn and go now. Or he could say fuck it and do whatever else he could to help. He’d already been seen as wolf, and now naked, but maybe he’d figure out some kind of damage control by the time the guy had energy for questions. He rubbed the worst blood off his hands on his bare thighs, pulled the backpack over and opened it. “You got a first aid kit in here?”

“Lower pocket.”

“Got it.” Brandt dragged out a zippered plastic pouch with a faded red cross. “You’ll have to tell me what to do.” Telling this human to shift a couple of times to prevent infection wasn’t going to help. The smell of his blood was one hundred percent vanilla human.

“I think…” The man took a few short breaths. “The puncture probably should be washed out first. There’s probably dirt and bark in it. Unless it’s bleeding enough to do the job of cleaning that shit out. Damn it to hell!”

Brandt found the man’s canteen and shook it. The contents sloshed lightly. “There’s not much in here.”

“Aargh. Okay. Water first. There must be a stream or something.” The man turned his head painfully, and his gaze caught and stopped on Brandt’s naked leg, moved upward. He blinked and jerked his attention back to Brandt’s face. “Were you… swimming?”

“Yeah,” Brandt agreed. “I was.” If the man could overlook his dry hair, Brandt was all for that explanation. “It’s not far.” He could in fact hear the sound of a stream only a hundred yards away— no doubt the source of the muddy bog. “It might actually work better to take you there, put your leg in the water, get it really washed out. Or no?” Would that worsen the bleeding? Which was more important? Damn, he should’ve taken that human first aid course in high school.

“We can try.” The man struggled to sit up. Brandt slid an arm under his shoulders and raised him. They both looked at the ragged puncture site beneath torn fabric, the flesh raw and oozing.

“Better keep pressure on that,” Brandt said. “I’ll get you upright.”

It took some figuring out, but eventually Brandt was able to lift while the guy pushed up to stand on his good leg. He swayed, though, pressing his fingers harder into his









































































































Epilogue

Ethan dropped tiredly onto his favorite old log along the shore of the little pond, and Brandt eased down beside him. The light reflecting on the water picked out the tawny stems of dying rushes and a few scarlet leaves floating on the water. There’d been a nip to the air for a week, enough to beat back the mosquitoes, but tonight had turned warm again. Ethan leaned back against Brandt’s shoulder and sighed with pleasure. “And the Franklins are gone.”

“Hip, hip, fucking hooray,” Brandt said. “If they ever call back, we’re fully booked, right?”

“Oh, yeah. Although I can’t imagine they’ll want to come back, given that not one thing about the place ever satisfied them.”

“Sure they will, if Mrs. Franklin has her way. Her tongue practically hit the ground every time Cord walked by.”

“Or you. She clearly has a thing for young, dark, and gorgeous. Which I think Mr. Franklin finally noticed.”

“Must’ve been the drool running down her chin.”

Ethan elbowed him in the ribs, but lightly because he pretty much agreed. “Anyway, I doubt he’ll want to come back, so we’re safe.”

For a while they sat in silence, savoring the quiet of the fall evening. The moon rose slowly, nearly full and copper as a new penny, becoming paler as it climbed. Ethan was aware of Brandt’s strength and bulk supporting him. He rubbed his head back against Brandt, feeling the rasp of stubble against his temple. Brandt’s heart beat slow and steady.

“The busy season’s about over. Soon it’ll be cold and rainy, and we’ll maybe get a few avid hunters. Fall customers are a different sort.”

“Still money in the bank, though.”

“Yeah.” Ethan leaned back harder, reveling in this, the one man he could trust to never let him fall. “It’s going to snow up here soon. Winters are long.”

“Cold doesn’t matter to a wolf. I’ll keep you warm. And I have a use for long nights.”

“These last three months have been good.”

“Mm. Fuck, yeah.”

Ethan ran his hand along Brandt’s denim-covered thigh. “Who has the phone tonight?”

“David.”

Ethan still thought the kid should be doing something more with his life than hanging out here, working odd jobs. But that was a problem for another time. For tonight… “Good. So we’re off the hook.”

“Yeah.”

Heat stirred in Ethan’s groin and he shifted restlessly on the old log, aware of Brandt’s leg pressing against his, interest becoming urgent need. This was sweet peace, but he wanted more, now. He twisted to kiss Brandt. The kiss became hot and rough in moments. He pulled back just enough to say, “Bed?”

“Yes.” Brandt stood, making Ethan shiver at the sudden cold against his exposed back, and reached down to pull him to his feet. Then Brandt took off running.

The path back to the house was familiar but Ethan tripped more than once over roots and rocks as he chased after Brandt, his feet clumsy and his eyes distracted. You’d think he’d be used to watching Brandt move by now, but every single time he felt mesmerized and earthbound by comparison. Brandt whirled and ran a couple of steps backwards, laughing at him. Ethan put on a burst of speed and tackled him, tumbling them both into the leaves beside the path. Brandt took the impact, holding on to Ethan and rolling him on top. Ethan lunged down to kiss him, pushing his tongue deep in Brandt’s mouth, his hips rutting instinctively against him.

Brandt kissed back, eyes closed, and then jerked his mouth away. “Fuck. I want you so much but not here. Inside.”

Ethan pressed his forehead against Brandt’s neck and took hard breaths, the scent of crushed leaves and dirt and familiar sweat making his heart pound. Brandt’s hands on his hips pinned him, reducing his thrusting to quivers of muscle against restraining strength.

“Ethan, you’re so fucking hot and you know you can have me anywhere. But right now, I want a bed. Okay?”

“Okay.” With an effort he rolled off onto the grass. “We were going there. You distracted me.”

“How?”

“I think you were breathing. Maybe walking. You smiled.”

Brandt laughed. “I’ll walk behind you if that helps.”

“Gnh. Not so much.” Ethan was painfully hard. But there was a sharp stick against his shoulder and it was cold. Bed sounded good. “Yeah, okay.”

Ethan had barely locked the front door before Brandt broke for the stairs. By the time Ethan got to the bedroom, he was already stripping.

“I’d have helped with that.”

“Get naked.”

“Bossy.” But he toed off his sneakers, yanked socks and dragged his jeans and shirt off without bothering with buttons. Brandt pulled the covers back and they scrambled into bed together, hands finding skin, mouths fused. Ethan tugged Brandt on top of him, wanting the weight, needing to be pinned between Brandt and the bed. He spread his legs to get Brandt’s hips where they belonged, covering his own. Brandt made an inarticulate grunt and bit Ethan over his collarbone. Ethan arched up in reflex and gasped as his cock dragged against hot skin.

Then Brandt stilled and pinned his wrists, staring into his eyes. “Ethan?”

“What?” He wrapped his legs around the back of Brandt’s, all the motion he could manage.

“I want…”

Ethan was about to quip something but the serious look in Brandt’s eyes stopped him. He waited.

“The mate bond. I want to do it. If you want to.”

Ethan was caught by surprise. He’d talked with Megan about it more than once, and with Paul. He thought he was prepared, in a way neither of them had been able to be. He was even eager, in a way, both for Brandt and for something that fed into his lifelong love of magic. But he and Brandt had both agreed there was no rush. Best to be sure it was right for both of them. Brandt had moments of paranoia-fueled guilt over linking Ethan with the packs, as the furor over the werewolves coming out rose. A couple of times, Ethan had thought Brandt might try to break up with him, for some illogical hope it would keep Ethan safer. So he’d resigned himself that any bonding was a long way down the road.

“Why now?”

Brandt sighed. “I still don’t know what’s safer for you. All I know is that I want you with me, the way the pack is with me. If you’re ever lost, I want to be able to find you. All those times I can’t come out with words to tell you what I feel, I want you to know.”

That was actually the part that gave Ethan the most pause. He’d never been one to share everything he thought, or felt. But Megan said you could learn to block most of it. He’d heard about how Paul’s bond had led him to Simon when he was kidnapped. He’d heard how Aaron found Zach when he was detoxing, just from the pull of Zach’s pack bond in his mind. He wanted that for Brandt, especially in the wake of those missing wolves and all the turmoil of the past months. Despite recent successes, Aaron was still worried the uproar might get worse again. Brandt talked about wanting to find Ethan in case of need, but it was Brandt’s disappearance that haunted Ethan’s nightmares.

And in a major way, Ethan also wanted to be official, acknowledged, not the boyfriend off to the side of the pack on probation. He wanted that permanent place in Brandt’s life. For a moment he let his old doubts linger, but they couldn’t take hold. He was ready to join the paranormal half of his lover’s world.

Brandt kissed him. “Used to be, if you loved someone and wanted them to share in the wolf part of your life, you had to bond them first. No choices. This time, you knew the truth first, but I still can’t share it the way I want to until we bond.”

“You’re sure? You don’t want to wait longer?”

“No. No more waiting. I want you in my head. My wolf needs it. Hell, the last few times we fucked, I almost did it without meaning to. In the afterward, when you’re all loose and relaxed against me, I wanted to pull you into the pack so bad. Dammit, I love you, need you with me.”

Ethan smiled up at him. There was nothing in the world like Brandt’s dark eyes, staring down at him with that amazing intensity. “And I want to be there with you. So yes. What do we do?”

“Simon told me… I don’t think I can explain.”

“Then do it.”

Brandt kissed him again, nipping and pushing against his tongue. “First we fuck, and then… this time I won’t stop.”

“Will I know what you’re doing?”

“Maybe.”

“Paul says he felt it happen.”

Brandt licked his neck silently, grazed his teeth on the angle of Ethan’s jaw, moved lower. He released Ethan’s wrists to move his hands to better places, stroking over his ribs, pinching his nipples. Ethan grunted and locked his hands in Brandt’s hair. Lips and tongue trailed down to Ethan’s stomach, leaving cool wetness behind. Brandt murmured, “I fucking love you,” against his skin.

He untangled his fingers to reach for the drawer, fumbling the lube out by touch. Brandt took it from him, poured some out, and reached between them.

“Go fast.” Ethan raised his thighs as the coolness slicked between his ass cheeks. “I’m so damned ready.”

Brandt’s fingers moved in the tight space, smearing the lube around, pressing in and then withdrawing, stretching him briefly. The next pressure was the blunt head of his cock, and Ethan breathed out, relaxing in welcome. So easy now, so familiar that even without much prep his body welcomed Brandt. Ethan closed his eyes, reveling in the slow, insistent filling, and then opened them again to watch Brandt.

This moment was his favorite, the unguarded desire in Brandt’s eyes as he pressed home, trembling, restraining his power for Ethan’s sake, all that hot, demanding need controlled so that the joining was perfect for both of them. Ethan waited, waited, then dug his fingers into Brandt’s ass and jerked his hips upward, burying Brandt’s length inside him. “Oh, God.”

“Fuck.”

“Yeah. Do that.”

Brandt wriggled, pressing Ethan’s thighs wider, pulled back and thrust home.

“Christ.” Ethan felt it all the way to his throat. He curled tighter. “Again.”

“This?” Another long slow pull and slam deep.

“Unh.” Words deserted him. He tightened his grip. Brandt fucked him, slowly, repeatedly, each move on the edge of what he could take and yet not enough, never enough. His breath came short. Sweat glazed them, his thighs glued to Brandt’s skin. Brandt pulled out all the way, jerked Ethan’s legs higher, over his shoulders, and shoved back in hard. Ethan’s body was doubled up, his heart hammering, his breath compressed until it was driven in and out by the force of Brandt’s weight.

“I’m close.” Understatement. He was poised on the cliff, fire in his thighs, his ass, his cock. He was dripping precum, leaving trails against his own chest as he got a moment of touch here, a quick brush there, not quite enough, not quite. Brandt pumped into him, dragged over his prostate, and he grunted at the electric jolts, too much and not enough. “Touch me. Please. Please.”

Brandt gasped and cried out. Ethan knew that sound now, lived for it. The heat inside him built, slick sounds joining the slap and grunt of hard fucking. Not quite. Not quite.

Brandt yanked out, almost making him scream, slid down, bent and took him in his mouth. Oh hell! His cock was engulfed by wet suction, his climax dragged from him by Brandt’s plunging lips and probing tongue. He came, came, lost breath and sight and everything but the feel of Brandt’s mouth on him as that electric buildup spilled out his cock in near-painful spasms.

“God. Your mouth.” He fumbled and found Brandt’s head with his hands and held on, anchored by the rough hollowed cheeks between his palms. “Wow. Enough. Wow.”

Slowly Brandt let his cock slip from between his lips. Ethan opened eyes he didn’t remember closing and managed to sit up enough to pull Brandt into a kiss. “Wow.”

“You too. Better every time.”

Suddenly Ethan got the giggles. “Except that push-up thing we tried. Bad choice.”

Brandt snorted. “Yeah. Almost broke something.”

“Come up here.”

They moved around the bed, getting the covers, fitting their legs and hips together, facing each other, mouths a breath apart. “So.” Ethan couldn’t resist another kiss. “Paul said it didn’t have to be done during sex.”

“A good thing. I can’t think straight when I’m fucking you.”

“I wonder. Maybe it was done that way so the wife wouldn’t notice the effect too soon.” Some wolf customs clearly had their own logic… “Ouch.”

Brandt opened his teeth and let Ethan’s ear go. “Pay attention. Who cares about them? This is you and me.” He stared into Ethan’s eyes, that little crease of concentration deepening.

That definitely was something. Ethan felt an odd tension, like his body was humming, vibration in the marrow of his bones, especially where he and Brandt touched. “Are you…?” He didn’t know what to ask.

“Energy. The source of the pack. It’s all around you now, but it needs to be…” Brandt paused, then kissed him on the neck, the shoulder, the jaw, slow and wet. His hair stroked against Ethan’s face, his scent filled Ethan’s nose. The buzzing strengthened. Brandt molded their bodies together tighter, every inch of skin touching. He grunted approval as Ethan wrapped his arms around him and scissored their legs together. And then there was a jolt, like static on a dry day, arcing through Ethan.

“Shit!”

Brandt held on to him, shaking all over. It took Ethan a moment to identify relieved laughter.

Brandt gasped, “You swore again.”

“It felt like sticking my whole body in an electric socket.”

“Bad? I’m sorry.” Brandt pulled back enough to see his expression at a cross-eyed distance.

“Not really. Are we, um, bonded?” He didn’t feel different now. Did he?

“One way to know.”

He should have been warned by the sparkle of mischief in Brandt’s eyes, but the hard bite to his collarbone still came as a surprise. “Ouch! Dammit!”

Brandt’s face went pale, attention turned inward. “Fuck. I did. I felt that. Shit, I knew, you know, in theory but… Hit me. Try it.”

“I have a better idea.” He kissed Brandt, licked him, moving his lips randomly across his neck, waiting, waiting, and then returned the damned hickey with interest. Through Brandt’s yelp, he felt something. Some brief flash of pain at his throat, there and gone. Weird. And then his mind was flooded with wonder/relief/pride/love/desire. His own? Brandt’s? As Brandt grabbed him and demanded his mouth and his whole attention, he decided it didn’t matter, for now.

Later they could experiment, work this bond thing out. Figure out what they could feel, what they could block, how to find each other in case of need. But first, he was going to put his damned sexy man-wolf underneath him and see what making love bonded was all about. Paul had blushed when asked, and highly recommended it. And Ethan was a big fan of testing things out himself. He pushed his tongue into Brandt’s mouth and felt his need echoed, redoubled, sharp as a whipcrack, hot as flame. He could already tell this would be his very favorite kind of experiment.

Brandt arched against him, but then pulled away.

“What?”

“You feel it too, right? You feel what I feel?”

“Yeah.” Although whatever this hesitation was, he couldn’t tell. He glanced down to confirm that Brandt was as hard again as he was.

“So I want to show you.” Patchy redness crept up Brandt’s cheeks.

It was kind of embarrassing to be made to stop… No, that wasn’t him. Brandt was embarrassed. But also needy in a sharp way that ached in Ethan’s groin. “Show me what?”

“I want to dress for you.”

Ethan took a breath. A test, because now he couldn’t lie? Did Brandt really still doubt his enthusiasm for lace and silk? He felt a breath of disappointment, but said evenly, “Sure. You’ll know how I really feel about it that way.”

“No. Fuck, no. Ethan.” Brandt touched his cheek. “That’s not why. I want you to feel how I, what, shit, what it does for me. I can’t explain it, never really could. I know you practically get a woody when I touch the drawer my stuff’s in, so I’m not trying to catch you lying. I just want you to know.”

“Oh.” Relief mingled with excitement. “Sure.” He felt a slow grin stretch his lips, and his cock jerked to full attention. “Oh, yeah.”

“Fuck, don’t do that, or I’ll never make it off this bed.” Brandt rolled away from him and stood. “Just stay there and watch, okay?”

“Okay.”

Their eyes met, and Ethan could feel it, a jolt that went through Brandt, through him, through Brandt. “You know, this is amazing, but it sure could be distracting.”

“They say it ramps down in a day or so. That’s why I want to do this now.”

Ethan gestured. Brandt bent to open the drawer, giving Ethan a perfect view of the curve of his ass and thigh. It would take just two steps to stand and grab that hip and…

“Fuck, you feel greedy. Hold on.” Brandt tugged things out and shoved the drawer with his leg.

“I’m holding.” A quick stroke with some lube was holding, right? His own touch was electric, and he and Brandt both grunted at the feel of it.

“Quit that.” Brandt turned, his hands full of black fabric and pumps.

“Which one are you going to put on?” Ethan asked, hoping his genuine interest came through. By now there were several corsets and a couple of camis.

Brandt lifted his choice. “I don’t think I can do up any damned hooks and eyes right now.”

Ethan said, “Easy on is easy off.” That one had Velcro.

“Fuck.” Brandt straightened his shoulders and took a breath. “Okay.” He set a couple of rolled stockings on the dresser top and slid the corset around his hips.

Ethan figured it was time to shut up and pay attention. Brandt was keeping his gaze fixed on Ethan’s, running his thumbs over satin as he settled the garter straps into place. Ethan shuddered as he felt the way that texture glided against skin, the perfect smoothness that offset his hard edges. Warmth flooded him, settling low in his groin. As Brandt pressed the Velcro home, the corset closed, hugging him, shaping, defining his hips, pressing up under his pecs with a tight edge that made his nipples tighten and ache.

His thighs felt heavy and smooth, opening, needing, not enough. Brandt picked up a stocking and rolled it on, the sheer lace stroking from foot to calf to thigh. Then the other one, and he clipped the garters. The line of a seam down the back of each leg tugged from heel to hip and he tightened his knees, straightening. His cock jutted out, heavy and slick, from the dark frame.

“The shoes.” Ethan’s voice was hoarse.

Brandt knocked them off the dresser and bent at the waist, knees straight and spread, the whole long line of him doubled over as he slipped them on. Leather over the stockings, heels raised, his balance thrown subtly forward onto his toes so he had to tighten his feet for a moment, rocking. His body thrummed with the changes, the smooth, scratchy, lace, silk, cupping, holding, settling into place that made them both moan as he straightened and looked at Ethan.

“Hell. You look— you feel good.”

“Fuck me. Now.” Brandt turned to look at himself in the mirror and their eyes met over his shoulder.

The flash of want was just as electric as before and yet different. Like coffee when the cream has been added, richer, with the harsh edges smoothed. Brandt bent forward and spread his legs. “I used to do this.” His voice was just above a whisper. “Back home. Back in my old place. I’d fight and fight not to, pretend I never would again. But it was like there was this rough, needing thing on my skin that never quit, never settled, until I put the clothes on. Then it would come together, like this. I’d be so hard I hurt, and I’d bend over, just for a minute and imagine…”

“What?”

“I’d imagine you.”

Ethan stood and went to him. Pressed up against him and set a hand deliberately on each silk-smoothed hip. “Not imagining now.”

Brandt drew a ragged breath that racked both their chests. His need was Ethan’s, climbing intensity. Ethan thought for a moment they would come, just like this. “No. It’s real. I’m home.”

They would do this again, Ethan thought, all the years of their lives, in many different ways. But he knew he would never forget how this felt the first time, to stand behind Brandt, skin on skin, mind in mind, his heart full and echoed in the heart of his lover. They breathed together, he and this gorgeous, strong, vulnerable man who was somehow human and wolf, and beloved, and his. “Home,” he echoed, and they both felt the perfect stretch as he reached down, lined up, and made their bodies one.

#######
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Unsafe Exposure

Hidden Wolves Book 5

Chapter 1

You’re not here to look at the damned wolves. Dylan Shore hefted the strap of his art bag higher on his shoulder, turning left on the path. Not indulging the dreams or the obsession or… He glanced to his right and was caught by those eyes. Pale, almost-silver eyes, bright as forged steel, cold as river ice, with flecks of gold like a fire shining through behind them. The wolf didn’t blink, didn’t move, just watched him.

Dylan froze and returned its steady gaze, his fingers itching for his brushes or at least a pencil. The other red wolves in the zoo enclosure yawned, stretched, and wandered along the fence, waking from their daytime stupor. They were all worth drawing— lanky legs, red-gray fur and sliding muscles, pointed ears and sleepy amber eyes. But he’d resisted until the big male focused on him. It crouched, a fierce predator behind the wire mesh, head lowered, intent, waiting for him to move and mark himself as friend or foe or prey. He eased down on the bench and slowly reached into his bag for his pencils and pad.

He’d sworn he wasn’t going to draw anything realistic today. He needed to shake up his style, get looser, more impressionistic, for the book he’d been commissioned to illustrate. That story was dreamlike and fanciful. His drawings needed to be the same, changing to paler colors, softer lines, fluffy. Flamingoes and lemurs. Not the menagerie of predator and prey— glowing eyes, tight muscle under hide and skin, poised for fight or flight— that he was known for. Obsessed with.

Fairies, he needed to think about fairies. Not wolves.

But even as he reminded himself of his plans, his pencil was flying over the paper. The silver gaze mesmerized him. Maybe this time he’d catch it on paper, that elusive something that made his spine tingle and his heart race in the presence of the big predators. Because no matter how much praise his art got, no matter how his work gained a reputation for unsentimental realism, there was always something missing. In his dreams, wild creatures looked into his eyes and spoke without words. On paper, they stared back at him in silent disapproval. Yes, we’re powerful and deadly, caged or free, but you’re missing the point.

The wolf rose and turned away. Those light eyes stared out past Dylan into infinity beyond the wire. He was dismissed from its thoughts, beneath its notice. His sketching slowed and then stopped. He looked down at his work. Just the eyes, over and over, framed in a nebulous halo of gray-ticked fur. Just eyes.

Dylan sighed and stuffed his pad back into the satchel at his feet. He stood, stretched, and looked around.

Closing time at the zoo was approaching, and the heavy sky promised rain. Lightning flashed, off in the distance, and the ominous weight of a coming storm hung in the air. The families with small children had gradually disappeared, heading home to dinner, leaving the zoo grounds quieter, nearly empty. The concession stands had been shuttered and the smells of hotdogs and cotton candy were dissipating in the growing breeze. Dylan wrinkled his nose.

His sense of smell had always been painfully acute, so he didn’t miss the burnt-junk-food miasma. But in its place, he began to pick up the animals. He could tell by scent which way led to the bears, the reptiles, the sea lions with their combination of fish and fur. And the wolves. They should’ve smelled the same as wolves in any other zoo he’d visited, and yet it was clear they didn’t— these red wolves were not timber wolves or Mexican grays— each species had a scent as individual as a fingerprint. He sighed. Sometimes he was so freaky he couldn’t stand it.

He rubbed his nose hard and rolled out his neck. He’d been sitting longer than he’d thought, and his back twinged from hunching over. Leaving his bag under the bench, he strolled along the enclosure. The wolves were becoming more active as the light faded behind heavy clouds. The smallest female paced along the fence with him, mirroring his movements on the other side of the wire. Then she suddenly alerted, staring past him, her ruff erect and lips curled back.

In the same instant, he caught a flicker of movement, just at the periphery of his vision. Something about it carried a sense of threat, of anger, and he had a flash of some predator, broken loose from its cage. But when he whirled, he was being stalked by predators of a different sort.

There were four of them, teen boys ranging from a wiry kid who was perhaps fourteen to the oldest— a stocky, heavy-muscled, Hispanic guy who might’ve hit twenty. They didn’t dress any differently from the kids his sister brought home on dates. Nothing specific to suggest gangs and violence. But Dylan had seen some rough parts of town, growing up. He knew the difference between wannabes and serious threats. These kids were serious.

He stopped and stared steadily at them, trying to seem relaxed, confident, and unafraid. An hour ago, there’d have been a dozen witnesses to this encounter. Even now, there should be zoo staff somewhere, cleaning up before closing. But the heavy cloud cover was making the light drop fast. He saw no one else around. The glass-walled building behind the boys was still lit inside but he couldn’t reach it. In the enclosure at his back, one of the wolves growled softly, then another snarled louder, as if they recognized the threat. Dylan kept his focus on the boys, waiting for them to make a move.

“Hey, mutt,” the oldest drawled. “What’re you doing, coming to our town and not checking in? That’s bad manners. What pack are you with?”

Huh? “Look,” Dylan said evenly. “I’m just in Chicago visiting. I don’t want trouble and I don’t have much money.”

The second kid, a rangy blond, spat toward his feet. “We don’t want your money.”

The oldest shot the kid a look, and the blond moved back a half step and ducked his head. The Hispanic boy said, “If you didn’t want trouble you should’ve checked in. Troy doesn’t like strays in his territory. Don’t they teach manners in your home pack?”

“What?” That made no sense.

“Right.” The kid’s tone was almost a growl, echoed by snarls from the wolves in the enclosure. The boys began spreading out in a semicircle, cutting off Dylan’s exits. “You’re going to come with us,” the leader said. “You can tell Troy what was so urgent that you didn’t pay your respects first, before hanging out at the fucking zoo.”

“Look.” Dylan backed up a couple of steps. His satchel was under the bench behind the boys but it had nothing irreplaceable in it, other than a few unfinished sketches. He’d have to leave it. “I think you have me mixed up with someone else.”

“Oh, no.” The teens stalked toward him with uncanny grace. The Hispanic boy grinned wickedly. “You can come now, or you can make us… insist. We haven’t had any real fun for weeks.”

Dylan pulled out his phone, fumbling to dial nine-one-one without looking away from the boys. Not that he wanted to talk to cops here in the States, exactly. As a Canadian, he had a nervous respect for American law enforcement. But a siren might make these kids scatter. “I’ll call the cops if you don’t back off,” he said.

“The fuck you will!” The oldest boy sprang toward him, reaching for his phone. Dylan whirled and ran.

There was a narrow space between the wolf cage and a couple of trees. Beyond that, a path led along the bear enclosure. Dylan didn’t know if it would dead-end but he had no choice. He sprinted, evading a grab from the nearest teen as he dodged past, ducking behind the trees and across the grass to the paved walk.

Behind him, he heard the boys laughing as they gave chase. To his left, the solid wall of the reptile house blocked him. To his right, he spotted the shaggy brown bulk of a bear behind a tall chain link fence. The enclosure could probably be climbed, but not fast enough, and he wasn’t entirely sure it would be better to face the bear. He sprinted on down the path, gaining a little ground as he ran.

Ahead, the trail branched. On the left, a loop circled back into the zoo’s maze of enclosures. On the right it ran close to the outer perimeter’s iron fence. The thin vertical bars and row of spikes looked tough to climb, but he’d scaled plenty of fences in his teens and he was sure he could get over it. Beyond the fence was a park and roads and the open space of the city. Hopefully his lead was big enough now and the gang would decide it was too much trouble to follow him.

He shoved his phone into his pocket as he turned right and cut across the grass. With a grunt, he leaped and grabbed the top rail between the spikes. The top was high and the prongs were rough-edged and sharp when he had to grab them but he scrambled over, ignoring the slicing of his palms. He’d always healed fast, and he had a feeling the boys behind had worse than a few cuts planned for him. Something sharp snagged the back of his shirt as he jumped to the ground. He was jerked backward, then abruptly let go, and he landed awkwardly on hands and knees. Bolting to his feet, he took off across the grass, focused on the sounds behind him.

He thought the chase would be over. The boys snarled loud curses. But then he heard the clang and shudder of the fence as they obviously came over it. Whatever they wanted with him, they were willing to go to a surprising amount of trouble. He sprinted away across an expanse of lawn and along a park-like trail without looking back, using his ears to monitor his pursuers.

At first, he ran at three-quarter speed, pacing himself. He’d always been a fast runner. Even as a child, it was the way he worked off his inner demons. Angry? Run. Scared? Run. Too fucking furious to get words out? Run until you can’t do anything but gasp each breath.

All that running had made him seriously fit. In middle school, his track coach had suggested a possibility of the Olympics. Dylan wasn’t the fastest in a sprint, but given any kind of distance, none of the other boys could stay with him. He was so used to counting on that, it was shock to hear all four of these teens still close on his heels as he reached the tree-lined streets.

He picked up his pace another notch, tearing along the sidewalk beside parked cars. His breath came harder as he put everything he had into this mad dash. Another road over and they were approaching apartment buildings and storefronts. He tried to glance toward the windows as he passed. Surely he could run up to a door or flag down a car for help. This wasn’t the inner city.

But the boys were only a few yards behind. He wasn’t sure he could make himself understood to a rescuer before they’d be on him. And they might be willing to hurt a bystander. The feel of the chase had shifted from an almost cheerful aggression to something deadly serious.

The traffic was sparse on this darkening weekend evening. A few cars passed in either direction. No one stopped or seemed to notice anything wrong. Dylan wondered what they thought was going on. He was only a few years older than the oldest of his pursuers. Did they look like a team of athletes, out for a training run? Was his fear not visible?

He’d never run this far, this fast. The pounding of his feet on the sidewalk was almost hypnotic. He wished he knew the area. The longer the chase went on, the more he worried about its ending. What if he got trapped in a dead end? Somehow, he didn’t think he’d wind up having a nice conversation with some unknown new running buddies. He dug out another spurt of speed and gained a few more yards, before the boys kicked it up as well to stick with him.

Then a car pulled up alongside him. The passenger window rolled down. “Get in. Quickly!” a male voice said. Dylan spared a sideways glance. The driver was barely visible at this angle, just a man in a sweatshirt keeping his car paced to Dylan’s hard run.

Dylan thought about choices for a second. Behind him he heard the boys curse and try to speed up. That decided him. If they didn’t want him to get into that car, it was probably a good place to be. He dodged into the street.

The driver skillfully held his speed steady while Dylan reached over and yanked open the door. For a moment Dylan panicked, as the tug of the door handle pulled him off-balance. He almost stumbled. Then the car slowed just a fraction and he was able to reach the grab bar above the door and swing himself in. It took a nerve-wracking lean, reaching out over rushing pavement to grab the inside handle, but he managed to swing the door shut. With a satisfying rumble of power, the car sped up, leaving the four boys behind.

Dylan sat back in his seat and sucked air through his open mouth. He was more winded than he’d ever been in his life. He closed his eyes, feeling the rush of adrenaline still driving his heart. His muscles twitched uncontrollably. It took a couple of minutes for his shaking to ease, then he turned to look over at his rescuer.

The guy appeared to be a few years older than him. Late twenties, maybe. He was a tall, wiry man, with red-blond hair and fair, freckled skin. His face was narrow, with hollow cheeks and a strong nose that’d probably seemed oversized when he was a kid. His eyes were shadowed, a light color behind tinted, wire-rimmed glasses.

“All right,” the man said. “What did you do to get on the wrong side of those guys?”

“I don’t know! I think they… confused me with… someone else.” He took a couple of deeper breaths, until the words came more easily. “They kept asking what gang I was with. I don’t even live here. I’m just visiting.”

“But you did check in?” the driver said. “With Rick Brown, at least?”

Dylan stared at him. More gibberish? “The only place I checked in was a motel. What is it with Chicago? Do tourists have to register with the local Mafia?”

The man shook his head slowly. “Don’t you require visitors to your home town to check in with the pack?”

“I don’t know any freaking pack,” Dylan said. “Or gang or tong or whatever. Hell, I wasn’t even in the Boy Scouts. Is this a US thing? Post nine-eleven? Because I’m from Montreal and where I come from, tourists are allowed to go to the freaking zoo without asking permission first.”

The driver was silent a long time. Finally he said, “You really don’t know why those boys were chasing you?”

“I really don’t,” Dylan snapped.

“That’s not good.”

“Hopefully it won’t matter,” Dylan said. “I’m not going to call the cops. I doubt I’d recognize them in mug shots. And there’s no reason I should see them again. I’m only here for a week.”

The other man nodded slowly, as if doubtful. But then he shook off the mood and gave Dylan a friendly smile. “So, is there somewhere I can take you? I’m Alex, by the way.”

“Dylan.” He thought about it. “You could just drop me somewhere I can catch the El-train. I’m staying all the way up in Evanston. I rode the transit down here.”

“Evanston’s fine for me,” Alex said. “I’m working at Northwestern so I’m staying up there myself.”

“Really?” Dylan turned to look at the man with new interest. “My little sister’s starting at Northwestern as an undergraduate.”

Alex said, “Sister? Oh. Um, I’m actually from Seattle, at the U. Dub. medical school, but I’m here to help with a new cancer drug trial. Luckily, they decided to consult a statistician before starting. We’re almost done with improving the design and it’ll be a lot more robust.”

“I guess that’s good,” Dylan said.

Alex laughed. He had a great laugh, warm and open even though he was laughing at himself. “Yeah, I guess that was a little obscure. What do you do, Dylan?”

“I’m an artist. Mostly book illustrations, but my wildlife paintings and line drawings are starting to sell too.” He paused. “Shit.”

“What?”

“I left my bag at the zoo when those kids started chasing me. I forgot it has a bunch my good pens in there. Fuck!”

“Valuable stuff?”

“Yeah. I wasn’t worried about a pad and a few pencils, but those pens cost a couple hundred dollars.” He looked at his watch. “They’ll be closed now. I’ll have to go get it tomorrow. Hopefully it’ll still be under the bench, or turned in to Lost and Found.”

Alex sounded startled. “You’re going back there?”

“Why not?” He looked at Alex sharply. “You can’t think those guys’ll come after me again?”

“Mm.”

That was a very noncommittal sound. “I can’t imagine young punks like that would hang around the zoo. Surely they’ll go mug people somewhere else tomorrow?”

“Maybe. I wouldn’t bet on it though. Kids like that, they often have preferred territory, you know?”

“Yeah, but the zoo? Now a skate park or a shopping mall…” Dylan trailed off, as Alex continued to look concerned. “You’re really worried about them?”

“Is there anything in that bag that can identify you? Does it have your address?”

“Well, my home address and my name,” Dylan said. “Not my motel or anything. My cell number…” He reached for his pocket. “Double shit!”

Alex cocked an eyebrow.

“I lost my phone. Damn it!” He patted all his pockets, just in case, and slid forward in his seat to stick his hand into each of them, but no fucking luck. At least it was just a prepaid with about twenty bucks left on it. “It must’ve fallen out.”

“Any chance the guys will find it?” Alex said. “Can they look at your call log and find your motel or your sister?”

“My sister?” Dylan frowned. “Why would they care about Frankie? What the hell’s going on?”

Alex shifted uncomfortably. “I’m not sure. I just… they seemed really determined to catch you.”

Dylan nodded. “I thought the fence would stop them but they came right over it.” He glanced at his palms, slowly bleeding onto the knees of his jeans. “Those spikes were nasty. You wouldn’t think it’d be worth tearing up their own clothes to steal the twenty-five bucks I have on me.”

“I doubt it was the money.” Alex appeared to notice Dylan’s hands for the first time. “Are those hands as beat up as they… look?”

“They’re fine.” Dylan would have tucked them under his arms to hide them, but that would’ve ruined his shirt too. He hadn’t brought that many clothes.

“Do you have a first aid kit in your motel?” Alex asked. “Or I could take you to a drugstore?”

Dylan shrugged. “Don’t want to be that much bother.”

“It’s not a bother.” Alex nodded at the glove compartment. “There’s a towel in there. Wrap it around those cuts before you totally ruin your jeans.”

Dylan fumbled the compartment open and pulled out a small blue towel, marked with a couple of dry beige stains. “This?”

“It’s clean enough. That’s just coffee.”

“Ah.” He awkwardly wound an end around each hand and clamped down, trying to staunch the flow. “I probably got blood on your car.” He looked sideways. Yep. The doorframe and handle. “Sorry. I promise, no infectious diseases.”

“Of course not,” Alex said absently. “Listen, why don’t we stop off at my place? I have first aid stuff there. Let me wrap those hands for you before I take you back to the motel. That way you don’t have to bleed all over a Walgreens.”

Dylan was going to protest but he held the words back. There was something off here, something odd about Alex’s original intensity and now his bland casualness. He clearly knew, or guessed, more about the boys than he was sharing. Dylan flicked another look his way, but Alex just stared ahead calmly as if Dylan’s answer didn’t matter.

Dylan wished his clothes didn’t still hold the smell of the wolves and the zoo. That predator scent was setting his teeth on edge. He had a second’s worry that this might be a setup. What if the boys’ real intention had been to drive him to the road for Alex to pick him up? But he didn’t believe it. Their rage at his escape had sounded too real, and Alex’s worry about the cell phone too believable, to make that theory work.

Remembering the cell phone thing made up his mind. If there was any chance that Frankie might get involved, he was going to stick to Alex like glue until he found out what the hell was going on. Alex wasn’t much bigger than him, and a childhood on tough streets had taught Dylan how to fight. He would let himself be half kidnapped, for now.

Glancing at Alex sideways, he tried to imagine what the guy might want from him. Not money, he didn’t think. Those were perfectly fitting and pricey brand-name jeans, and although the sweatshirt was old, the car was luxurious and new. Dylan had no rich family behind him, no big bank account for a ransom. As for… other forms of payment for a ride, Dylan just couldn’t tell.

His intuition was for shit tonight. Usually he got something, a vibe, almost a smell of intent from guys, but Alex gave him nothing. He seemed like a helpful, nice-looking, ordinary man— he might be a gay rapist or a straight axe murderer or a delusional alien, and Dylan had no clue. Odds were against all of those, though. He’d go with the odds. For now.

“Thank you,” he said. “I’d appreciate it.”

“No problem. I was expecting a boring evening with my beer and seventy-two channels of nothing worth watching. You’ll be a change of pace.”

“Well, you’re totally making me think better of Chicago. Except you’re not from Chicago. Where’d you say was home?”

“Seattle. Washington.”

“Pretty part of the country.”

“Yeah. It is. Very.”

Dylan picked up a deep thread of longing behind the words, surprisingly intense. No doubt even a young rich guy could get homesick. How that fit with recognizing a pack of violent local teens was anyone’s guess. He didn’t comment, just settled himself in the seat, tried not to speculate ahead of his facts, and watched unfamiliar scenery go by.

§ § § §

Alex Corwin cast sidelong glances at the young man in his passenger seat as he drove. He tried not to be obvious about it, but his mind was racing.

Dylan was a werewolf. There was no doubt in Alex’s mind about that. Kin knows kin. Body language, gait and speed, the scent of skin and blood, all told the tale clearly to his wolf senses.

He’d seen four pack youngsters in full cry after another wolf. He’d assumed their quarry was another of their own pack and he’d have driven on by, but Dylan had glanced over with a look of terrified appeal just as Alex drew level. He’d found himself slowing and opening the window.

He didn’t regret it. Hell, he defied anyone to intercept that look from those startling deep-blue eyes and not want to help. But he had to wonder what kind of mess he was getting himself into. Because unless this guy was the best liar Alex had ever met, Dylan apparently didn’t know he was a werewolf…

 

Find out how Alex and Dylan become tangled up with the fate of the packs, including Minneapolis West. Danger and discovery lead to more than one difficult coming out, in

Unsafe Exposure – Hidden Wolves Book 5.
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