
  
    [image: Wolf Wanted]
  


  
    
      Wolf Wanted

      Mark of Lycos

    

    
      
        Marie Harte

      

    

    
      No Box Books

    

  


  
    
      This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and plot points stem from the writer’s imagination. They are fictitious and not to be interpreted as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locations or organizations is entirely coincidental.

      
        
        Wolf Wanted  © 2024, 2016

        by Marie Harte

        ebook ISBN 9781642921304

        print ISBN 9781642921311

        No Box Books

        Cover by Getcovers

      

      

      All Rights Are Reserved.  None of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner without express written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations used for reviews or promotion.

      
        
        https://marieharte.com

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Wolf Wanted: Mark of Lycos Series

          

        

      

    

    
      As nature intended, the world needs a place where animal, man, and magical creatures can come together as one. The Mark of Lycos stories include:

      
        
        ENEMY RED  The magic of love lies in the arms of his fiery enemy. A werewolf romance.   m/f story

      

        

      
        WOLF WANTED  Only a sacrifice can break his curse, and only the love of a maddening werewolf can satisfy his fae heart.  A fae and werewolf romance.   m/m+ story

      

        

      
        JERICHO JUNCTION  A cat, a demon, and a bear, oh my. A bear shifter, cat shifter, and demon romance.

        a m/m/f story

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        
          Wolf Wanted

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

        

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Marie

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Wolf Wanted

          

        

      

    

    
    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            One

          

        

      

    

    
      “Put your name in the goddamn box,” Michael Barton said through gritted teeth, teeth that looked much longer and sharper than they had just moments before. “The Wolf in the Forest is waiting, and you know the spirit has a lot of clans to visit tonight, Anson.” When Anson continued to ignore him, his uncle lowered his voice. “Everyone else is doing it.”

      Yeah, and everyone else looked downright miserable. Anson’s friends and cousins dragged their feet, forced into this stupid tradition because their elders had been forced into it. No escaping mandatory happiness, not for any of them.

      Except maybe for Anson.

      “Boy, move your ass.”

      He pretended not to hear his uncle and edged closer to his escape. He now wished he’d listened to his brother’s warnings. A few more steps and he could scurry between the raised dais and the outer edge of the crowd into the surrounding forest. As long as he kept out of sight until the moon waned from its peak in the cycle, he could avoid the matrimonial noose for another ten years.

      Everyone else is doing it. Please. He wanted very badly to answer, “If all my friends jumped off a bridge, should I do that, too?” But poking a stick at an angry alpha in front of the pack didn’t make much sense, not since he wanted to live to see his twenty-sixth birthday. Hell, he’d only recently come into his full pelt. The pack barely recognized him as a voting member and wouldn’t have allowed him to the mating ceremony if he wasn’t directly descended from Lycos the Bold.

      He tried to step away, to follow his twin who’d made it as far as the woods, when his uncle grabbed his arm and held him there. Anson watched from a distance as Fenris, his mirror image in every way, mouthed something at him, flipped him the finger, and took off while he still could.

      “Uh-uh.” His uncle pulled him forward. “Don’t worry. Fenris isn’t as free as he likes to think he is.”

      “Come on, Uncle Mike. You know this is bullshit. I’m too young to be tied down.” Once mated, a wolf couldn’t stray. And if the great Wolf in the Forest decided against him, he’d be stuck with a shrew for the rest of his life. Considering Uncle Mike was just shy of five hundred, Anson didn’t think his request to wait a while was all that unreasonable. Hell, most of the other matrimonial sacrifices were at least well into their second century. What the hell was Uncle Mike thinking?

      He’s thinking the unmated females in this pack want Lycos’s kin. My damn birthmark is no blessing. It’s a curse.

      He glared at his right forearm, at the star-shaped mark that glowed like the sun in the face of danger. A direct link to Lycos the Bold, beloved wolf, leader, and harbinger of doom to his enemies. A thousand years ago, Lycos had beaten back the sorcerers and claimed the heart of the forest for those with animal blood. Years later, his descendant, Uncle Mike, had thrust the bears, foxes, and the Red Clan beyond the border, where the rest of the magic-bent lived, among the humans.

      “Boy, you will obey me in this. It’s time you passed on your legacy. Lycos lives on in you.”

      Shit. As he’d suspected. He was no more than a wolf out to stud. How embarrassing. Anson pretended to falter on his feet and tugged at his arm.

      His uncle tightened his grip and muttered under his breath, not impressed with Anson’s dramatics.

      “I’ll shrivel into the worst kind of creature,” Anson complained loudly, staring at a cousin who’d recently mated. Poor Shane. “A henpecked shell of a man forced to obey his mate’s every insane whim.” His cousin’s wife didn’t particularly care for his comment, nor did her three ugly-ass sisters hoping to snag him tonight.

      “Boy, pup or not, you’re going to obey me in this.” His uncle’s eyes glowed a bright green, a sure signal to back down. Anson could feel his hackles rise as his uncle tried to put the fear of The Wolf into him—an alpha’s power, to instill fear and subservience in those he led.

      The pack didn’t know that his uncle’s mojo didn’t work on him, a sign that meant Anson could take up the mantle of alpha when the time came for Mike to pass it on. A circumstance Anson wanted to avoid at all costs. Better Fenris take over. He had the fortitude, stubbornness and dominance bred into every male alpha of the Silver Clan—probably why he and Uncle Mike butted heads so often.

      Anson aspired to nothing so grand as being clan alpha. He wanted to travel the forests, to revel in the chase. He wanted to be Master of the Hunt, a title reserved for a lesser wolf than one who was kin to Lycos. But the job would enable him to run through the woods and thrill in the chase with some legitimacy, and without his uncle’s constant complaining that he didn’t do enough for the clan.

      His uncle prodded him once more. Realizing that if he continued to deny his uncle, wolves would talk, Anson swore under his breath and feigned submission.

      When his uncle took a step closer and sniffed him, Anson forced himself to think about mating a wolf like Shane’s mate. Fear, pure and strong, wafted from his pores, and he felt his uncle’s tension fade.

      Apparently satisfied by the display, Mike pushed Anson ahead of him toward the box sitting on a large, green vine. Shaped in a square and made of overlapping brown petals with the strength of solid oak, the box sat above a green stalk of Living Wood, an ancient gift from a time when those in the cities and the wolves had been friends. A dozen bound clumps of hair lay in the box, over which their priest impatiently waited.

      “Anson?”

      Anson glanced from the priest to his uncle and sighed, long and loud.

      His uncle growled, bared his teeth, and Anson hurriedly complied. He vaulted onto the dais, ignoring the steps, and accepted the dagger the priest held out for him. He didn’t need the knife, but allowing his fingers to become sharp claws would only further remind the crowd that Lycos lived strong in Anson. The ability to maintain that transitional form between man and wolf was so rare as to be almost nonexistent. Wolves were either wolf or human, not both at the same time.

      Werewolf—the reason his uncle pushed him into this stupid ceremony. Werewolf—the justification for the many prayers their females whispered to the Wolf in the Forest. They wanted the Mark of Lycos for their future progeny. Anson wouldn’t have minded a mating if the female truly wanted him. But none of them did. They only wanted Lycos’s power.

      He sliced through a small portion of his hair and watched the golden strands fall into his hand. Anson still had time to escape. He glanced at the Living Wood, then at the forest that beckoned.

      A growl interrupted his fantasies, and he glanced over at his uncle and swallowed around a ball of nerves. Mike’s eyes looked like twin beacons promising hell.

      It was going to be a long, long day…
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      Hurrying to comply before Uncle Mike tore out his throat, Lycos or no Lycos, Anson sighed and tossed his hair into the box. In seconds, all the offerings disappeared, fading into the Living Wood’s petals.

      The priest stepped forward once more and chanted the words the crowd gathered closer to hear. Praise to the Wolf in the Forest, thanks to the Living Wood, cries of joy that the Silver Clan would continue to thrive and populate a world needing the rawness only natural creatures, like the wolf, could bring.

      Anson felt a spark deep within, a burning that seared him from his heart, through his blood and lungs and brain. No, not the claiming. I have no mate in this pack! None of these females is worthy of Lycos’s heir.

      His brother had seen a glimpse of his future, and it wasn’t tied to anyone here that he knew. Twin orbs of fire would light Anson’s way, whatever that meant.

      Concentrating, Anson pushed past the pain filling his body. He jumped to the ground and watched as several women flocked to the dais, around which stood the other helpless candidates. The newly mated wolves tried to look brave. A few managed grins, pretending enthusiasm for their mated status. But Anson knew what they truly felt, what he felt. Dread. Oppression. Doom.

      The seconds ticked into minutes as he continued to wait next to his uncle. Another woman claimed her mate, dragging him with her back into the woods. Older wolves laughed, enjoying the ceremony. A few couples began mating in earnest, undressing and fucking before one and all. With their young tended to in the deep forest, what few inhibitions the wolves held disappeared. Soon, the festivity turned downright carnal as an orgy unfolded.

      And still, no one stepped forward to claim Anson. The tightness in his chest eased.

      “I don’t understand how you did it.” His uncle growled. “Damn, Anson. You really are a stubborn bastard. Just like your father.”

      “Who was your identical twin.”

      Mike shook his head. “Go find your brother. I’ll give you three days. Then I expect you home. And tell Fenris his bride will be waiting for him.”

      Anson stared in horror. “You contracted a match for Fenris? You can’t do that.”

      Mike shoved Anson to the ground and put his hand around Anson’s neck. “I love you, pup, but you really have to stop telling me what I can and can’t do.”

      The urge to snap at his uncle shocked him, and Anson deliberately shrunk into himself. “Sorry, Uncle Mike,” he rasped.

      His uncle let him go and yanked him to his feet by his shirt. “You don’t fool me, Anson. I know you don’t fear me,” he said in a low voice as he tugged Anson close. “You and Fenris are one day going to fight to rule. And I couldn’t be prouder that a Barton will once more lead the clan.”

      “I’m not sure what you mean.” Anson looked anywhere but at his uncle. No way would he ever fight Fenris to the death, and especially not for a title he didn’t want.

      His uncle sighed and gave him a gentle shove. “Go on. Keep to notions of freedom for as long as you can. But you can’t outrun the Wolf in the Forest. It’s in your blood. You’ll do great things someday, pup. Great things.”

      Panicked at the yoke of responsibility drawing close around his neck, Anson tore off his clothing—the damn ceremonial garb clung to him like a second skin—and shifted into his wolf. He didn’t plan on going after Fenris just yet. Anson needed time to digest all that had happened tonight. Racing on four feet through the forest, he settled into a comfortable gait, away from the sexual energy frothing in the pack. Unfortunately, some of it remained within him, the urge to fuck, to take pleasure in the joining of souls.

      Magic still burned in his blood, and the taste of brewing power called to him. Since he’d never gone through the ceremony before, he didn’t know if what he felt was normal or not. But he’d never heard a wolf mention so much heat inside him when he mated.

      To his surprise, thoughts of the burn caused it to flare. Inflamed with lust, Anson slowed down. Running with an erection was less than comfortable. Shit, he really ached. Pausing, he wondered just how badly he’d offended the Wolf in the Forest by rejecting the notion to mate. He said a silent prayer asking for forgiveness.

      Between one blink and the next, the forest changed. Then it changed again, as if Anson had leapt miles away from the familiar. Beyond the trees he smelled oil, the rot of excess and decay—humanity—and knew something was seriously wrong with him. Because despite his alien environment, his body trembled with the need to release.

      A sudden blow knocked him off his feet and singed his fur. After rolling to his side, he tried to rise but couldn’t. Then his vision faltered, and his nose filled with the overpowering scent of sandalwood—nonwolves. Enemy spore.

      Shit.

      He snarled but could manage no more than a half-hearted yip before strong arms lifted him and pressed him to a broad chest. Muscles rippled under his fur, and without meaning to, he shifted back into his human form. A steady heartbeat thrummed against his ear.

      “So pretty,” a deep voice rumbled. Others joined him, commenting on everything from Anson’s unusual golden hair to the size of his shaft, which, to his embarrassment, swelled with his every inhalation. Thankfully, the man holding him didn’t seem to notice. He stroked Anson’s forearm over the mark of Lycos. “My wolf is truly a prize.”

      Before Anson could question his circumstances, time and space compressed around him, and he knew nothing more.
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