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Chapter One

 


It’s time to rock ‘n’ roll. Silas River,
drummer for Bad Oak and currently masquerading as a lowly college
professor, walked to the back of the classroom and unlocked the
door. Early morning sunlight streamed into the space. Once more he
gave thanks for being lucky enough to land one of the rooms that
had air conditioning. It never got insanely hot here on the Maine
coast, but today’s coming temperatures would be enough to make
lecturing in a small room with thirty people unpleasant without
central air.

“He’s here? On campus? Are you sure?” a
student leaning against the wall near the doorway asked. When Silas
latched the door to stay open, the guy glanced at him dismissively,
turning back to his friend as if nothing of importance had just
happened. Which it hadn’t.

Because you are not a rock star here, idiot.
Silas smiled wryly. Why would he expect the guy to treat him like
someone special? He wasn’t. You’re in disguise, remember? He
rubbed the unfamiliar stubble on his jaw and ran a hand over his
short hair. He’d dyed it dark brown. He didn’t look like the
drummer of a multi-platinum selling rock band anymore. The baggy
corduroys he’d exchanged for his usual tight jeans probably helped,
too, as did the overlarge button-down shirt and ratty sport jacket.
He looked like an underpaid and overworked adjunct professor, which
was exactly what he was, for now, anyway.

The student in the hall tugged at his slouchy beanie
and shrugged at his friend. “If he’s here, that would be weird. Why
would he be here? Why would he bother coming back? He left before
we even graduated high school.”

“Yeah, I know it’s weird. I don’t know when he
got back to town, but he’s coming to class. This class.” The
second student’s reply was nearly inaudible. “I overheard my mom
talking about it on the phone this morning.”

Silas couldn’t help wondering who this mysterious
he was the two were discussing. An old friend? A hated
classmate? He turned on his heel and made his way back to the front
of the room.

“Shit. I thought he wouldn’t ever come back
here. His mother married that freak, after all. He doesn’t belong
in our territory.” Beanie guy made a face. “This is going to be a
disaster.”

Silas froze. With those few words he suddenly knew
that at least two of his students were shifters. Fuck. He
thought he’d be on vacation from the whole werewolf thing for a
while. His two cousins and their relationship with Forst Pack over
the past two years had taught him that shifters came with an
entirely new level of drama, above and beyond the usual human
problems. He wanted a nice, three-month break from all the hoopla.
He sighed, hoping the two had their animals under control. He had
no desire to deal with young, impulsive wolves in his
classroom.

“I know what I heard,” the guy’s friend said.
He didn’t wear a hat like the other one, but a pair of big, clunky
eyeglasses perched on his face like a giant insect. They didn’t
seem to be corrective lenses.

All for show, then. Silas frowned,
inexplicably annoyed. The two guys standing outside his classroom
spoke softly, but the urgency in their voices carried their words
to him. I feel bad for the guy they’re talking about. Their
attitude irritated the crap out of him, and his first class hadn’t
even started. He pushed the stack of papers he’d printed for his
students to the other side of his laptop, lining them up with the
desk’s edge. He took a deep breath. He was here to teach, not lose
his temper or get embroiled in something that wasn’t his
business.

“I thought he and his mom moved to New York?”
the first guy asked, now blocking the open door. Silas stared at
him, willing him to move, but the guy didn’t notice. He just
shifted his hipster bag higher onto his shoulder and shook his
head. “I thought after he left high school that they were gone for
good.”

“They did move to the city. And then he
joined the army, or maybe the navy, or something. I don’t know
which it was. My mom is really happy about the whole thing because
she was friends with Mrs. Marrok, and she’s moving back, too, to be
with her son.” He pulled off his glasses and tapped them on the
wall in an uneven pattern.

Silas gritted his teeth. As a drummer, there was one
thing guaranteed to drive him insane: a badly timed beat. These two
young men were treading on his last nerve, and they hadn’t even
entered the classroom yet.

“It’s Ms. Marrok. She was always weird
about that, remember? My mom said she had to take her
husband’s name because he was the son of the old Alpha and the line
had to continue. Mom told me that she refused to be the little
missus, and made everyone call her Ms.,” the first guy said.
“Something about not wanting to give up her own identity or
whatever.” He snorted. “As if marrying the old man’s stunted human
son wouldn’t guarantee that. Anyone who marries into the Alpha’s
family automatically gets status from it, even when the family
genes are fucked all to hell. My mother thought that attitude was
cool, but I think the whole thing is bullshit. Mrs. Marrok was the
wife of the Alpha’s son before he went postal and that’s it. End of
story.”

“Jesus, Pat. It’s been five years since we
graduated high school. How am I supposed to remember every minor
detail of their lives? The freak and his mom left the pack years
ago, so it isn’t important. The pack doesn’t need them.”

“I thought he was banished?”

“Where did you hear that?”

Silas sighed and gave up trying to ignore them. One
thing he knew: pack didn’t treat people like shit. Pack stuck
together and took care of their family, human or otherwise. Forst
Pack, his cousins’ group of werewolves, would never gossip like
this. He was tempted to go yell at the students, but that would
totally blow his cover as an uninterested and absent-minded
professor of music history. He was supposed to be here incognito,
after all. And he was human. Ordinary. No shifter dealt well with a
human butting into their affairs, and especially not young,
impulsive wolves like these two.

Also, this is really none of your business.
Silas didn’t need to get involved in a possible political mess with
some random backcountry werewolf pack. He had a class to teach and
shouldn’t be wondering if the mystery guy the two students were so
worried about would show up in his room and cause trouble. He’d
come here to relax and take a break from his life, and that
wouldn’t happen if he got too curious. You’re deluding yourself
if you think you can keep out of pack problems, some deep
instinct insisted. He ignored it.

“That’s cold, John, even for you. Wulfgang
lost his father. That’s gotta suck. I actually feel bad for him. My
dad might be a pain in the ass, but at least he’s still around,”
Pat said.

At least that one has a tiny bit of compassion,
even if he’s wearing a stupid hat, Silas thought. He wondered
if this Wulfgang guy had any idea that his personal life was the
object of intense speculation to a bunch of his classmates.

“So what if his dad’s gone? Wulfgang’s not one
of us, despite his name. He’s never been one of us. He never
will be one of us, and you know it,” John retorted. “He was
born wrong.”

“I’m starting to see shit in the media about
how dormant shifter genes can suddenly go active.” Pat leaned
against the door so that the knob clicked against the wall. His hat
had slipped up again, exposing messy tufts of blond hair. “Maybe
that will happen with him.”

Silas itched to snatch the damn thing off his head
and throw it in the trash. If they’d been part of Forst Pack,
Bardulf and Ryan would have their heads for talking so openly about
private shifter business in a public place. Plus, they’re still
blocking the damn door. He scowled.

“That’s total bullshit, Pat. I don’t know
where the media is getting their information, but they’re wrong,”
John said, jabbing his glasses on the wall. “Shifters don’t come
out of humans.”

That’s it. I’ve heard enough. Silas cleared
his throat. “Would you please move away from the door? There will
be other students trying to come in soon.” He projected his voice
so the students could hear him. It came out a bit louder than he
intended.

They jumped, looking guilty, and headed into the
classroom.

“Sorry,” Pat muttered. The other one, John,
didn’t so much as glance toward the front of the
classroom.

Entitled asshole. Silas grimaced, but didn’t
say anything more. They shouldn’t have been talking about werewolf
matters where anyone could hear them. And now he’d have to let Ryan
know that the campaign to educate the world about shifter genes
becoming unexpectedly active in some populations wasn’t working out
quite the way they’d planned. Who could have predicted that other
werewolves would end up being the problem, and not the humans? He
shuffled the papers on his desk again, trying to let go of his
irritation. Maybe someday you’ll be able to actually take a
vacation from all this shifter shit. He smiled wryly. Yeah,
like when pigs fly. When hell freezes over. When a half dozen other
clichés come true.

He rolled his shoulders, working out the tension in
his neck, and watched as more students filed in. Maybe he’d never
be able to escape the werewolf politics, but he could sure as hell
try, at least for the next few months. He even wore blue contacts
to cover up the distinctive hazel of his eyes. He’d moved to Desert
Island in Maine two weeks ago and tried to blend in. He hadn’t been
recognized yet.

“This is Music History, right?” an older woman
asked. She shoved hair out of her eyes and dropped a huge bag onto
the linoleum at her feet.

Silas smiled. “Yes, it is.”

She nodded. “Okay, great. Thank God, I’m in the
right place.” She sat at one of the desks and let out huge sigh.
“This is my last humanities requirement.”

Silas leaned against his desk and folded his arms.
“I hope you enjoy it.”

“I hope so, too.” She shrugged. “We’ll
see.”

“Yeah, it might be fun, except this is a
summer class and it’s freaking eight o’clock in the morning,”
another student muttered sitting down. “Man, I hate summer
classes.” He dumped his backpack on the floor and slouched into his
chair.

Silas lifted an eyebrow. “Why didn’t you take a
different class if you hate getting up early?”

“This is the only one that fit my schedule.”
The guy didn’t elaborate.

Silas understood. He watched a few more students
trickle in, and the last one shut the door behind her. They were
truly a mixed bag of age, race, and gender. If nothing else,
teaching this class should be interesting. Especially since I
haven’t done anything like this in at least eight years. He’d
graduated high school early and earned a teaching degree and a
master’s by the time he was twenty-one, not that most people had
any clue about it. He liked to keep that information on the down
low, especially since right afterwards, Bad Oak had suddenly
rocketed to fame with their first chart-topping single. It wasn’t
like he’d had any time to use his education while on tour.

“This is Music History, three-oh-three. If
you’re in the wrong place, you’ve still got a few minutes to run to
the right place,” he said, watching as the class settled in. The
two guys in the last row seemed bigger and rougher than the other
men in the room, despite their hipster attire and sulky attitudes.
Probably a result of their shifter nature, he mused,
wondering if they had any idea that he knew what they were. The one
with the knit hat glanced at him, then looked quickly away and
down.

Huh. Not an Alpha, Silas thought, inwardly
amused. Idly, he wondered who ran their pack. Then he wondered why
he cared. Ryan and his brother would probably laugh at him if they
knew he was speculating about werewolves after his deliberate
attempt to extricate himself from Forst Pack for a few months.
And if they find out, they’ll razz me forever over it.

“You’re human for now, but that will change
soon enough,” Bardulf had said just before he’d left New York. And
dammit, Silas knew the Alpha was right. He could feel a change in
his bones like an itch he couldn’t quite reach yet.

I may be human right now, but I’m going to shift,
and sooner rather than later. He sighed, fooling with his notes
again. He’d be lecturing a classroom full of college students in a
few short minutes, and he needed to focus on the present, not the
past, or what might happen in the future. He knew he could only run
so far before his real life caught up with him, but he was going to
try. He wasn’t trying to deny who he was, he just wanted a break.
Silas snorted softly. He was still the oldest member of Bad Oak, a
Grammy winning and ridiculously famous rock band. He was still
absurdly fond of his growing family: Ryan and Bardulf and their
pup, Fenris, not to mention Ryan’s brother, Josh, and his mate
Gerwulf along with their daughter, Ylva.

And of course there’s always Shane. His
younger brother had been his constant companion for most of his
life. However, Silas wanted more, as stupid as it sounded. Someone
to call his own. Someone who didn’t come with the baggage that his
family’s fame and werewolf genes brought into every
interaction.

He glanced at the clock on the wall. Two minutes
until the party starts. Get a grip, man. The door opened, and
abruptly, Silas’s world dropped out from under his feet.

 



Chapter Two

 


Wulfgang Marrok took a deep breath and opened the
door to the classroom. He knew there would probably be some people
he knew here from his high school days, even though he’d been gone
for five years. Desert Island was a small place. He knew that some
of the people he ran into would give him a hard time, because
assholes didn’t often change as they got older. And finally, he
knew that he couldn’t let their attitude bother him, because it had
been his choice to come home again. He wasn’t about to let a bunch
of petty pricks chase him away. He stepped inside and stopped
short, staring at the man in the front of the classroom. Now
that he hadn’t expected. The professor looked back at him,
seemingly just as startled as he was, but then the man blinked and
shuffled a pile of papers on the front desk as if he hadn’t just
rocked Wulfgang’s world.

Strong. Calm. Rumpled and sexy. Holy shit, he’s
hot. Wulfgang sucked in a sharp breath as his gaze stuttered
over the guy at the front of the room. The man took off his worn
sport jacket and tossed it over a chair. Wulfgang watched as he
unbuttoned the sleeves of his wrinkled shirt and haphazardly rolled
them up to his elbows. Most people wouldn’t look twice at him,
given his messy exterior, but Wulfgang had been trained to look
beyond outward appearances. Quite often, his life had depended on
his ability to assess a person’s true nature, and this mild-seeming
teacher was not at all the absent-minded professor he portrayed. He
let his gaze linger on the man’s muscled forearms. This was his
music history professor? He swallowed hard when the guy glanced at
him again. Intensely blue eyes seemed to stare into his soul.
Damn. I’m going to have a hard time concentrating while this guy
talks.

Wulfgang forced his gaze away and stepped further
into the room. The last row of desks seemed like a good place to
park himself, at least until he got a handle on his libido. He sat
down, and only then saw the two guys who’d already claimed a few
chairs on the right side of the row. He pursed his lips, then
deliberately put his notebook on the desk right next to one of the
bullies who’d tormented him in high school. Bastards. Well,
he wouldn’t let them get to him. Not anymore. He wasn’t the naïve
kid who’d run away to college anymore.

“Hey John,” he said mildly, settling in.
“How’s it going?”

John coughed. “Uh. Hey, Wulfgang. I heard you were
back.” He looked away first.

Probably still wigged out at having to sit next
to a fag. The moment I came out in high school was the moment the
bullying took a turn for the worse. Wulfgang bit back a sharp
smile. “Uh huh.” He knew his mom had been calling all of her old
friends for the past week now and one of them was this guy’s
mother. He wished he could understand his mom’s deep connection
with her packmates, but even though he was her natural born son, he
wasn’t a werewolf like her. He lacked the mental capacity to ever
understand her ties to them. He was human. She was a wolf.
Doesn’t mean she loves you any less, though.

He clicked his pen and straightened out the desktop,
dismissing those thoughts as he had dismissed them so many times
before. He’d be damned if he would let some petty small town jerk
get under his skin. John and his friend Pat might be werewolves,
but they were civilians. And he hadn’t spent the last two years in
Afghanistan learning how to be a coward. He could probably take
them down if he had to, not that he had any reason to bother.

“It’s nice to be home,” he said to them, then
glanced up towards the front of the class. The teacher was writing
his name on the white board: Forest Lester. Huh. Sounds like a
fake name if you ask me.

“So, you’re staying in town now?” Pat asked,
leaning around John to make eye contact.

Wulfgang nodded, not avoiding the confrontation like
he would’ve done in high school. “Yup.”

“Rumor has it you’ve been in the military.”
John fiddled with his chunky glasses.

Wulfgang noted that the lenses were completely
clear. Hipster fashion statement. How droll for a wolf. “And
you listen to rumors?” he asked. He didn’t feel like having any
sort of conversation with these two jokers, but if he had to speak
to them, he may as well have fun with it.

John frowned. “I heard my mother on the phone.”

“You make a habit of eavesdropping?” Wulfgang
said with a smile. He made sure his expression was completely open
and friendly. The best way to get one over on some cocky bastard
was to act perfectly amiable while understanding that you could
totally kick the guy’s ass if necessary. The assurance of that
naturally flowed from experience and confidence. He doubted these
two shitheads had any clue of what he’d been through the past five
years. He doubted that they’d done much of anything besides chase
their own tails. Literally.

“I wasn’t eavesdropping,” John retorted, anger
coloring his tone. “She was in the kitchen. So was I, drinking my
coffee.”

Defensive much? “Sure,” Wulfgang merely said,
turning away. He didn’t care. What John and Pat and their wolfy
friends thought of him didn’t mean a damn thing. The only one whose
opinion counted was the Alpha, and last he’d checked their pack
didn’t have one. Not since his grandfather had died, that is. The
Marrok family had been the pack’s leaders for centuries, which was
why it had been such a massive clusterfuck when his mom had married
his father. No one thought she was good enough for the Alpha’s son,
but as it turned out, she was better than all of them. And her
parents had forced her into it, anyway, wanting the status that
came from having their daughter marry into the pack’s leading
family. The thought of it left a bitter taste in Wulfgang’s mouth.
Whatever. Water under the bridge… “That’s fine, man.”

“I don’t know who you think you are—” Pat
began to say, but the professor interrupted his spiel.

“Welcome to Music History. My name is Forest
Lester, and I’m going to guide you on a journey from the earliest
music created with sticks and a stone and then up through the ages
to our modern rock ‘n’ roll. Here is the syllabus. There’s no
textbook, because we’ll mostly be listening to samples, but for the
first few classes I’ll have some handouts and information posted on
the internet.” The professor handed a stack of papers to a student
in the first row, then crossed his arms and leaned back against the
desk at the front of the room. “Any questions?”

Wulfgang stared at the dot of ink peeking out from
beneath the rolled up sleeve of the man’s shirt. This guy had a
tattoo? He glanced over the rumpled clothes and shook his head
minutely. This guy wasn’t at all what he seemed.

“Good,” the teacher said, when no one raised
their hands. “You can call me Forest. Let’s get
started.”

Two hours later, Wulfgang stood up after most of the
rest of the students had left, glad he could finally stretch his
legs. He’d managed to survive officer training a few years ago, and
that had been twelve weeks of classes. He could handle an easy
summer course, no problem. He gathered up his notebook and slipped
his pen into his pocket. Just as he headed for the door, his old
classmate shoved past him, pushing him into the desks. The chair
screeched across the floor.

“Oh, sorry,” John said, clearly not meaning
it.

Wulfgang rolled his eyes. “No problem.” He walked
past John and Pat and out the door. He headed down the hall for the
building’s exit, dismissing them from his mind. He didn’t have time
to play with a couple of immature bullies. It was nearly lunchtime,
and he was looking forward to some clam chowder and a large
blueberry muffin. He’d missed Maine blueberries, and they were just
coming into season. He opened the metal door and smiled as the
early summer sunlight hit his face. What a gorgeous day.

“Did you hear me?” Pat said, grabbing his
shoulder. The werewolf roughly pulled Wulfgang around.

Christ, they can’t take a hint? I don’t give two
shits about them and their butt-hurt feelings. Wulfgang glared
at the fist still clenched in his shirt. “Hear you say what?” he
asked. He thought longingly about his lunch, then sighed as he took
in the guy’s belligerent expression. He wasn’t going to get out of
here for at least five minutes, maybe more.

“I said, you don’t get to give John that kind
of attitude,” Pat said, letting go.

Wulfgang stared at him, swallowing his irritation.
“Um, okay?” He started down the stairs, ignoring Pat’s low growl of
anger.

“You guys doing all right out here?” Forest
asked, appearing at the door.

Dude must have a nose for trouble. Wulfgang
stopped, still trying to avoid a confrontation. “Yeah. No
problems.” He tipped his head up, smiling crookedly as he took in
Forest’s expression. The professor was glaring at Pat and John as
if he could forcibly make them behave just through the power of his
mind. Ah, if only … but only an Alpha can do that. “I’m
heading out for an early lunch.” He wondered if maybe he should
invite the guy along. He wouldn’t mind getting to know him better.
I know most people don’t approve of teacher-student
relationships, but it’s a short summer class and I’m twenty-three
years old. I’m well past the age of consent, here. He eyed Mr.
Unexpectedly Hot Professor from head to toe. Interestingly, despite
the old baggy corduroys, the guy wore a decent pair of black boots.
The juxtaposition pinged Wulfgang’s instincts. Something here
isn’t what it seems.

“Actually, there is a problem,” John
said, clenching his fists.

Oh, for fuck’s sake. Wulfgang sighed. “No,
there isn’t any problem, John. It was nice seeing you again. Hope
you have a good summer. See you in class on Wednesday,” he said,
hoping to defuse the situation. He wasn’t in the mood for a brawl.
He wanted food, then a nap, in that order. He pivoted away and
walked down the sidewalk. He’d have to ask Mr. Sexy Professor to
lunch some other time. You don’t even know if he swings your
way, yet.

A hand reached out and grabbed his arm again,
jerking him to a stop. Wulfgang looked down at the fingers
squeezing his wrist, then glanced at their owner. He wasn’t
surprised to find John all up in his business, baring his teeth at
him. “Really, John? You still do this kind of shit? We’re long out
of high school, and I don’t feel like getting into it with you
right now. Or, you know, ever.” A quick glance around showed him
they were alone on the sidewalk except for their professor. Back
off, he silently ordered, letting his anger show for the first
time.

Pat growled, always his friend’s sidekick. “You
think you can just waltz back here with no repercussions? No, I
don’t think so, you pathetic fag.”

Wulfgang gritted his teeth and resisted the urge to
drop John on his ass. He almost felt bad for Pat, standing at his
friend’s shoulder. Almost. The guy was still letting John lead him
around in circles and into bad choices. The problem was, Wulfgang
had just spent the last few years of his life leading snot-nosed
idiots like this into terrible situations, and he couldn’t help but
feel frustrated. He knew very well how to teach guys like Pat and
John manners, discipline, and respect. He simply didn’t want to.
That’s why he’d quit the military. Well, that and the part where
people were always shooting at me.

“You know, I can have you thrown out of my
class for that kind of speech, Pat,” Professor Lester said, moving
closer. “This college has a very strict anti-discrimination
policy.”

Wulfgang raised an eyebrow, ignoring the pain from
John’s grip. “This is no big deal, man.” The last thing he wanted
was to get Mr. Sexy Professor embroiled in pack politics, and
that’s what this was, ultimately. The poor man didn’t deserve that
kind of shit. He shifted his weight and jerked his arm to the side,
forcing John to let go. When John growled and lunged for him, he
stepped back and stuck out his leg. John tripped and went
sprawling. “I can take care of myself.”

Sexy professor’s cough covered a laugh. “I see that.
Even so, sexual discrimination is a serious issue and not one I’m
willing to let slide.”

“This isn’t really about my preference for
boyfriends instead of girlfriends,” Wulfgang said. At least he
knows I’m gay now, and doesn’t seem the least bit upset about
it. He eyed Forest, interested to see that the man met his gaze
with no hint of discomfort. “These two just don’t want to let the
past stay in the past.”

“Even so, it’s not going to happen in my
classroom.”

“This isn’t your classroom, professor. We’re
outside, on public property,” John spat, scrambling to his feet. He
turned to Wulfgang. “This is our territory, freak. You’re not
welcome here. Not anymore.” He bared his teeth. “And neither is
your mother.”

“Does your mother know you feel that
way? Because I could’ve sworn I heard her making plans with my mom
to meet for lunch.”

“Fuck you, Wulfgang. My mother doesn’t run
this pack. And she knows her place.”

Okay, wow. This is a bigger problem than I
thought. Wulfgang raised his eyebrows. He’d expected anger and
a few cold shoulders. What he hadn’t expected was John and Pat’s
total lack of decorum. They shouldn’t be making statements like
this in public in front of anyone who might walk by. Bar Harbor and
all of Desert Island was a huge tourist area, especially in the
summertime. It was just sheer luck that the sidewalk where they
stood was
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