

Wolfsbane
Werewolves of Boston Book One


SJ Himes


[image: SJ Himes]



Copyright © 2020 by SJ Himes

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Editing by Alyson Roy of Royal Editing Services

Cover By Morningstar Ashley of Designs by Morningstar


Dedication


Love is transformative

For everyone who needs a change
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Chapter 1


“Did you see the pack alert?” his mother called across the house, and Rael Morrow sighed. Of course, she heard him. “Don’t sass me! Did you check your phone?”

Scylla Morrow was a werewolf, and as her son he had many of the same gifts. They didn’t need to text each other room to room like humans, they just needed to talk. The walls of their tiny house in Southie were paper thin. Though, Scylla yelled regardless. She liked to be emphatic.

Rael sat up in bed, the covers falling away, and dug about for his phone. It vibrated, and he found it under his pillow. Opening it, he stared in dismay at the pack alert.

All pack members are to attend the moonrise meeting on Friday. NO exceptions. –ALPHA MERCER

He groaned, falling back onto the bed, and stared at the ceiling. His hopes of avoiding the pack for another moon had evaporated. If he didn’t show, Alpha Mercer would send his betas to drag him by his ear to the meeting, kicking and screaming. He was eighteen and had yet to turn. Hardly surprising, considering his father had been human. He had the enhanced senses, the speed, healing, strength and resiliency, but he couldn’t transform. Full-blooded children of the moon transformed either at puberty or, if they were alphas, even younger. Most alphas transformed for the first time by the age of ten.

Rael went through puberty, the eyes of the pack on him, and... nothing. Years passed, and while he smelled like a werewolf, and in all ways was a werewolf in human form, he never found another form. Not the full transformation from man to wolf, or even the monstrous, bipedal lycanthrope form reserved for the strongest of their kind.

He couldn’t even grow out his fur. The closest he got was being able to grow out his fangs and claws, though it took effort. His eyes glowed blue under the sway of the moon, and when his emotions ran high. There were a few perks, though, that full-blooded werewolves didn’t have, but none of it really made up for the fact that his position in the pack was endangered by his parentage.

“Rael!”

“Yes, I got the message!” He shouted back, though his mom could hear him just fine, even on the opposite side of the house.

“Don’t yell!” she shouted back at him, and he snorted, tossing his phone on the nightstand. Saying he got the message wasn’t enough, as he heard her coming his way.

The bedroom door opened, and his mother leaned on the doorjamb. She sighed, rubbing her face with one hand. Two hundred years old, and she didn’t look a day over forty. She had long, brown hair that hung down past her shoulders, bright blue eyes, and a hint of fangs in her smile. Tiny lines around her eyes were the only hint of age she carried. Most wolves who could bear pups had them younger, but Scylla Morrow never did anything the expected way. Hence her half-human son and the fact that they lived inside city limits instead of just working there. Most wolf packs worked in Boston and lived outside the city limits, leaving the denser, more populated areas to the mundane humans and the practitioners. But his mom had been a nurse at Boston General for longer than he’d been alive, so living in the city made sense.

“Just because Alpha Mercer is ordering everyone to attend doesn’t mean he’s going to single you out,” Scylla said, though Rael heard the doubt.

“First full moon after my eighteenth birthday, Mom.” Rael sat up and swung his feet to the floor, looking down at his bare toes. If he focused really hard and had the benefit of the full moon, he might be able to grow some claws. As it was, they were just regular human toes. His mom said nothing, though they were both thinking the same thing. “I’m not a kid anymore. Alpha Mercer doesn’t want anyone in the pack who isn’t a wolf.”

Scylla growled and came to sit beside him on the bed, arm around his shoulders. “Alpha Mercer is an asshole and a bigot. Over half his pack has human bloodlines, including his oh-so-perfect mate, Abigail. You’re young and strong and healthy, and smart as hell. You’re going to college next semester, pre-med! You’re going to be a doctor. Anyone who doesn’t want you just because you can’t shift is losing out on so much.”

He smiled, but it had a bitter twinge to it. “Everyone else with human blood can transform, Mom. I’m the only one who can’t.”

“And there is nothing wrong with that,” Scylla said, echoing the same sentiments she’d been expressing his entire life. Sometimes he believed her, but their pack didn’t hold the same views. He wasn’t a werewolf unless he could transform. Otherwise, he was just a mixed-blood hybrid who was too human to be pack.
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The moonrise meeting was exactly what it sounded like—the hour the moon rose in the sky over Boston, the pack meeting would begin. Which was a pain, as moonrise was never at the same time each night throughout the year, so sometimes the meeting was held during the afternoon, or late at night, the only time they didn’t meet was when it interfered with Alpha’s sleep. Tradition was important, right up until it inconvenienced their alpha—never mind that not having a set time was a hassle to his entire pack.

Rael walked with his mother down the street outside the alpha’s house, the McMansion an anachronistic blip on an otherwise historic street. According to Scylla, the old mansion that once stood there for a couple hundred years was torn down and replaced by the current eyesore before he was born. That always made him sad and angry, all that history destroyed because it wasn’t shiny and new. As it was, the house was three stories tall, clunky, and took up nearly the entire lot; the only thing making it tolerable was the tiny yard in the back that abutted a greenway along a river and part of a nearby park.

Pack members greeted each other as they all headed for the house, some people were dropped off, others double-parked on the residential street, not caring how their vehicles blocked traffic for everyone else who lived on the block. Alpha Mercer was a selfish dick—most of the top tier wolves in the pack emulated his behavior. Only a couple were decent people.

He caught sight of one such pack member, standing tall amongst those around him, broad shoulders and rich mahogany hair making him easy to spot in the growing mass of werewolves all heading for the front door.

“Jameson looks nice tonight,” Scylla said with a sharp smile. He cast her a glare then went back to staring, tucking his hands into his pockets so no one saw how his fingers clenched. Every single atom of his body wanted to reach out and touch, but Jameson wasn’t his. Hell, Jameson was single and had been for longer than Rael could remember.

“He looks nice all the time, Mom, and you know it.” He tried to sound annoyed, but he knew he failed when his mother snorted out a short laugh.

“Honey, just talk to him. Jameson is a nice guy, and a strong alpha.” Scylla lowered her voice as they reached the house. “He looks at you just as much as you look at him.”

He doubted that. Jameson could do better than a hybrid who couldn’t transform. He was just a really nice guy and made an effort to talk to Rael when no one else did. They just weren’t friends. Jameson was six years older than Rael, and they hadn’t grown up together. Never mind that Jameson always made time for him during pack runs and meetings, and treated him with respect, and never avoided him, and every time Rael found himself in trouble with a less-than-open-minded packmate, Jameson interceded and protected him. Each time Jameson treated Rael like he mattered, Rael fell that much more in love with him.

It hurt to talk to Jameson sometimes, and it got worse a year ago after his seventeenth birthday, when his childhood crush morphed into a painful, unrequited love. Rael did his best to hide how he felt, but when surrounded by people with powerful, heightened senses, it was almost impossible. His only option was to limit his interactions with the members of the pack who taunted him for his feelings, and with Jameson himself.

Jameson Mercer was Alpha Bertram Mercer’s nephew, the son of Bertram’s deceased younger brother. Jameson lost his father when he was five, and while Rael never knew his own father, he felt a kinship to Jameson through the shared loss of their fathers. It was a connection that was tenuous at best, but Jameson never made fun of Rael for not having a father, or for his late father being human.

Since Jameson was Bertram Mercer’s closest relative who was an alpha, Jameson was also the presumptive heir of the Southside Pack. Rael had spent a few shallow moments in the last few years wishing Bertram Mercer would get struck by lightning or piss off a necromancer and Jameson would take over, magically making Rael’s life easier.

Alpha Mercer had plenty of offspring, but none were alphas. His new mate, Abigail, was pregnant with their first kid together, and it was too soon to know if the unborn pup would be an alpha or not. Until the pup’s caste was determined, Jameson remained the heir. More progressive packs had betas or gammas as alphas, setting aside the old traditions that handicapped packs from putting the best person in charge regardless of caste, but that wouldn’t fly in the Southside Pack.

Luckily for them, Jameson had every leadership quality a pack could want, on top of an MBA and a master’s in Communications from UMass. Jameson graduated high school at sixteen and breezed through undergrad and graduate school in half the time it would usually take. At twenty-four, he ran his own business and had half the pack on his payroll already, along with numerous humans and practitioners. Unlike Alpha Mercer, Jameson embraced working with different supernatural species and mundane humans. His employees in the pack spoke of how fair and open-minded Jameson was, and that he never spoke down to anyone or took his people for granted. Alpha Mercer inherited money and the position from his father, and he augmented his income with tithes from pack members rather than work. Mercer made no effort to curb his inclinations to insult and demean those he saw as lesser, and no one was safe, not even his own pack members.

Now that Rael was eighteen, he’d have to start paying tithes to the alpha. Unless Alpha Mercer kicked him out before then. He had a part-time job at a tattoo parlor, but it didn’t pay a ton. Paying tithes to Mercer would sting for certain, making him more than grateful that he’d earned a scholarship to his college of choice.

They entered the house in the rear of the group, keeping their jackets as they didn’t plan on staying after the meeting was over. His mom had an early morning shift and Rael didn’t feel like getting harassed by the assholes in the pack. The house echoed with dozens of voices, and he hated the noise. Everyone was loud and boisterous, some pack members roughhousing as they greeted each other. Rael and Scylla dodged a tumble of wolves and headed for the rear of the house. The meeting room was huge and just off the kitchen, leaving little room for a backyard.

Scylla led the way to the corner closest to the doorway, and they leaned on the wall out of the way. Rael hated drawing attention to himself, and Scylla had no desire to draw the alpha’s regard either. Before Mercer mated with Abigail Lauder, he’d made overtures to Scylla, who politely rebuffed them. Rael was grateful Mercer didn’t make a bigger deal out of it, though his new mate Abigail hated Scylla for that very reason. His mom was educated, a highly talented and skilled nurse, had a steady job and numerous degrees, and had caught the eye of more than one pack member over the years.

Abigail Mercer sat near her husband’s throne at the other end of the room, eight months pregnant and supremely smug about it. Twenty-three years old, blonde, and petite, with light, golden skin free of blemishes, curves, and a girl-next-door kind of appeal, Abigail was gorgeous and knew it, and made sure people recognized her new status. Mated for nearly a year, Rael figured by now she would be more secure in her position, but she still acted like Scylla would swoop in and steal her mate, and that Jameson would refuse to relinquish his position as heir to her pup. It didn’t help that every pup Bertram Mercer ever sired was a beta or a gamma, and none of them stuck around once they reached adulthood. Abigail was absolutely certain her unborn pup would be an alpha, and while she played nice with Jameson in public, everyone knew she loathed the other alpha. It didn’t help that Jameson and Abigail were peers or had been before Jameson left high school after his sophomore year and went to college. There was a year between them, and Abigail acted like they were still in high school.

Jameson entered the meeting room from the kitchen, and Rael failed at not staring. Jameson was a big guy—thick with muscle, his biceps were bigger than most people’s thighs. Jameson wasn’t overly muscled though—his muscles fit his large, six-foot-four frame. He was perfectly proportionate, and Rael spent every second he could cataloging Jameson’s fine qualities. And he had many. His wolf form was gigantic, easily the biggest in the pack, and he could assume the bipedal werewolf form that only the strongest wolves could achieve. That form was the one that characterized werewolves the world over in movies, television, and books—the ‘monster’ form popular in scary stories.

Dressed in a fine, tight forest green cashmere sweater and dark blue jeans with black leather boots, Jameson was attractive as hell, and he acted like he didn’t notice the covetous glances sent his way. Hell, maybe he really didn’t notice them. As far as Rael knew, Jameson didn’t fuck around with pack members, and he did know for certain that Jameson was unmated. Even Abigail had tried to get Jameson’s attention before eventually giving up and settling for Bertram. Most of the single wolves had tried attracting Jameson and been ignored or gently rebuffed. Rael hadn’t tried, too scared of the almost certain rejection and the hazing from pack members for his audacity.

Jameson was out of his reach.

Dark brown eyes laced with gold met his, and Rael blushed hot when Jameson caught him staring. A wicked grin lifted soft, kissable lips and made Jameson instantly go from attractive to stunning. Rael looked away but couldn’t resist another peek. Jameson winked at him, and he forgot how to breathe.

Alpha Mercer entered the room, and everyone talking and fucking around settled down, the room quiet enough to hear a mouse sneeze. Rael tensed, and his mother inched closer so their shoulders touched. He calmed as much as he could, though his heart skipped a beat when Alpha Mercer looked around the room and his cold eyes landed for a second on the pair of them. Rael wanted to glare back, but he dropped his eyes after a second, hiding the fear and antagonism he felt.

He sensed when Mercer moved on, and then his booming filled the room. “Welcome, Southside Pack, to the month’s first moonrise meeting. My mate and I welcome you to our home.” Rael lifted his eyes to see Mercer gesturing to Abigail, who simpered and batted her eyelashes, then glared at those she disliked once Mercer looked away. Rael and Abigail were five years apart, but he had dim memories of her horrible behavior at pack meetings and other events when they were younger, and from what Scylla had mentioned more than a few times, her parents did nothing to curb their daughter’s entitled attitude.

Mercer continued. “This month we had several young pack members turn eighteen, and I want to congratulate them on becoming full members of the pack, with all the responsibilities and benefits due to an adult wolf. Next weekend we’ll celebrate with a pack run at Wompatuck State Park. Pack an overnight bag, I’ve arranged for accommodations at the cabins in the southern campgrounds. If you can’t get free from work or school for the run, you’ll need to let me know by Wednesday.”

Mercer paused, and Rael went cold when the alpha deliberately made eye contact, smirking, before he addressed the pack again. “It’s time for our newly matured wolves to make their oaths of loyalty to the pack and their alpha.”

Alpha Mercer called out the name of one of Rael’s peers, the young wolf excited and all but bouncing as he scampered to the front of the room and knelt before their alpha, his proud relatives beaming and cheering.

One by one, Alpha Mercer took oaths from the handful of wolves who had turned eighteen since their last pack meeting, each one getting applause and cheers from their family members and pack mates.

Scylla reached down and took Rael’s hand in a tight grip when Alpha Mercer finished.

He didn’t call Rael.

Pack members snuck glances at Rael and Scylla, and Rael shook with impotent rage and bitter hurt, fear snaking through him as the silence grew. Whispers broke out, along with a few muffled snorts of laughter.

A lone wolf, without pack bonds for support or the protection of an alpha, didn’t last long. The nearest progressive pack who would accept a hybrid who couldn’t shift was an hour to the north, and he would need to move from Alpha Mercer’s territory. And that all depended on the other pack accepting his request to join—he had a part-time job but minimal savings, and while he had a full-ride scholarship to Harvard, that scholarship money wouldn’t help his mother if he had to leave. His mom had a small college fund for him, but she’d worked his whole life to save that for him, and he didn’t want to hand that over to another pack in order to be admitted.

He risked lifting his head and immediately wished he hadn’t. Abigail smirked at him, her eyes cutting to Scylla, and Alpha Mercer did nothing to quiet the pack. Rael shivered when more pack members turned to look at him, speculation about his fate clear on their faces and in their whispered comments.

Scylla stepped forward, her displeasure sweeping the room. She might not be part of the pack hierarchy, but she was one of the oldest wolves in the pack, powerful and well-respected. “Alpha Mercer, you’ve not asked Rael to take the traditional oath. He turned eighteen this past month.”

Everyone knew that Mercer was aware of how old he was—rumor mill fodder had Mercer contemplating his fate for years, since Rael first passed the average age of transformation.

“I won’t be asking Rael to take the oath. He isn’t a wolf. He might as well be human. Rael has a week to leave my territory.” Whispers exploded and Rael burned in humiliation when he saw money exchange hands. Abigail looked even more smug. They couldn’t ask Scylla to leave unless she broke pack law and having a child with mixed blood was treading the line. Not to mention, it would be eighteen years too late for that judgment.

“If you kick out my son, I’ll be leaving with him.” Scylla’s declaration was met with sudden silence. Alpha Mercer frowned, though Abigail all but beamed. She wanted them both gone. Alpha Mercer wouldn’t want to lose Scylla—she was too powerful, experienced, and educated.

“Now, Scylla, you’re a valued member of the pack…” Mercer began, and his mom dared to interrupt.

“Either you take my son’s oath and Rael stays a member of this pack, or you lose the both of us. I will not stay where my son is not welcome.” Scylla lifted her chin and stared back at the alpha. People gasped and the room went still, fraught with tension.

Rael went to protest, not wanting his mom to lose her pack, but she squeezed his hand so hard pain raced up his arm. He shut his mouth and waited.

Challenging Mercer openly was going to backfire, and Rael knew it. But his mother was never one to back down, and she was fiercely protective. She’d take the blow of losing her pack, and guilt pooled in his belly.

“Sir,” a voice broke the standoff, and everyone looked to the speaker in surprise.

Jameson stood, towering over everyone. Shock ran through Rael, and Scylla stepped back and put her arm around him. He had no idea why Jameson would be speaking now of all times.

“Jameson? You have something to say?” Mercer tried to keep his tone level, but there was a hint of unease running through his words.

“Many of the wolves in this pack have human ancestry, as recently as two generations back. We live long lives, and while there hasn’t been a human mate in this pack in nearly twenty years…” Jameson paused, and he looked at Rael for a moment. He meant Rael’s father, who died when his mother was still pregnant. Hit by a car while crossing the street. After that, pack members weren’t encouraged to date humans. It wasn’t outlawed, but was heavily frowned upon. Breaking eye contact with Rael, Jameson continued, addressing Mercer. “While there hasn’t been a human mate in this pack for a generation, it is still allowed per pack laws. Since you do not consider Rael to be a wolf, but human after his father, then we can solve this issue entirely without losing two valued pack members.”

Rael’s jaw dropped. There was no way Jameson was about to suggest what he suspected—and then he did, rocking the entire room. “I wish to court Rael, and if he agrees to be my mate, then there’s no need to kick him out, or lose Scylla along with her son. Since wooing a mate traditionally takes a month, I ask that any decision made about Rael and Scylla Morrow be postponed until after the next full moon.”

Alpha Mercer looked as shocked as Rael felt.


Chapter 2


“Are you serious? You would mate with this failure of a wolf? Why? This is ridiculous.” Alpha Mercer was flabbergasted, as were most of the higher-ranking wolves. “If you want a mate, we have more than enough wolves who’d take you up on it, no courtship required.”

“I don’t want to court anyone but Rael,” Jameson stated firmly. Rael swayed on his feet, heart thumping in his ears, his mother’s grip the only thing holding him upright. “I will not contemplate another wolf in his place, and if you don’t agree, then the Southside pack will lose not only Rael and Scylla, but me as well.”

“Now, Jameson…” Alpha Mercer sounded confused, and a bit alarmed.

“I will not be swayed from this course, Uncle. Agree to the courtship, give us a month to decide if we suit, and perhaps this pack won’t suffer a splintering it may not recover from.”

It took Rael a second, but then it clicked. Jameson employed a ton of the wolves in the pack, who in turned supported their families. If Jameson left, he would likely move his business, and he wasn’t the type to lay off employees—they’d follow him. The pack would have divided loyalties regardless of the outcome.

Jameson and Alpha Mercer locked gazes, and the silence brewing between the two alphas was fraught with sharp-edged tension. Rael shivered, a faint whine escaping his throat despite his best efforts, terrified that Jameson and Alpha Mercer would break the standoff with violence.

“If you and Rael mate by the end of the traditional courtship period, then he may remain in the pack,” Alpha Mercer growled out through gritted teeth. He couldn’t deny that Jameson’s proposal was legal, as per pack laws, and Jameson’s implicit threat to leave with half the pack meant that Mercer couldn’t outright deny his nephew that option. Mercer grimaced. “I wish you luck in your wooing.”

“Thank you, Uncle.”

Rael barely heard the rest of the meeting. He couldn’t breathe. He just stared at Jameson, who went about the meeting like he hadn’t just upended Rael’s entire life and worldview and dear goddess he was going mad…

Did he agree? Was anyone even going to ask if he was okay with being wooed? That word was so old-fashioned. Who even said that word without laughing? His thoughts went haywire and he tried breathing but nothing wanted to work properly.

Scylla propped Rael up as he stumbled out the back door of Alpha Mercer’s house into the postage-stamp sized backyard, feeling the heavy weight of numerous gazes like daggers in his back. Reality was suddenly surreal and nearly suffocating. Rael tried to realign his thoughts to fit a new reality where Jameson was going to be wooing him. Rael dragged in a lungful of fresh, damp night air, heavy with gathering dew, the moon gilding the grass in an otherworldly silver gleam.

Silver. One thing he didn’t fear, unlike his full-blooded brethren—he was immune, thanks to his father’s blood. Thoughts a jumble, Rael tried to fathom if he were awake or dreaming, maybe even hallucinating. The alpha he’d been mooning over—he giggled again—since he was a kid was going to be wooing him.

He snorted out another hysterical giggle, and Scylla shook his arm. “Rael, honey, breathe,” she ordered, looking back toward the house. They were in full view of everyone through the big windows overlooking the miniscule backyard. “Rael!”

He shrugged off his mother’s grip and bolted for the dark shadows under the trees.

She called after him, but he kept going. The paths were well worn under the mature trees, the greenway along the stream that abutted the small park behind the alpha’s house empty of pedestrians, especially at night. He didn’t fear being made a snack by another supernatural—his senses were equal to any werewolf in their human form.

It was cooler under the trees, each footfall as he ran echoing around him, the ground thick with dry leaves. The heavy odor of slow-moving water and wet greenery of the river clogged his nose, and he breathed out hard, sucking in a fresh breath, checking to make sure he wasn’t being followed. He didn’t hear anyone chasing after him, but their kind could move silently if they transformed.

No signs of pursuit but there was a tightening of muscles along his neck, an instinctive need to check over his shoulder as he went. A shadow moved, imagined or not, but he put on a burst of speed and left the darkness of the greenway, sprinting out into the wide-open grassy field that was deep inside the interior of the small park. The park wasn’t huge, and it was empty at this time of the evening, since people were at home eating dinner. His stomach growled, and he wished for a burger and some hot French fries, fresh from the deep fryer.

The paths were lit with tall iron lampposts, gentle golden light falling over the grass and a few trees planted around the edge of the field. As a kid he’d played here with other kids from the pack, all of them young enough that castes didn’t matter. Beta, gamma, alpha, none of it was important.

He kicked at the grass and went to sit on an iron bench on the path under a lamppost. He remembered when he was about five or six, and a kid in his age group had transformed in the middle of playing soccer. Super young, but not unheard of, and everyone was so proud, the pup’s parents bragging for weeks. He went home that night and for months afterwards, tried to make himself transform in his bedroom. Never worked, of course.

Too human.

Rael stared out across the grass, and the shadows moved, a tall figure striding out from the darkness. Heart seizing, he thought it was Alpha Mercer until Jameson’s handsome features were illuminated by the lamplight. Jameson’s scent was calming, alluring, and Rael’s entire body ached in confused yearning.

He shivered, not cold, but overwhelmed. Jameson was going to tell Rael it was all just a big misunderstanding, and he was just buying them time to figure things out. No way he was serious.

Jameson stopped a few feet away, a gentle breeze tugging at his hair. His scent was addictive, a fine mishmash of lavender, cedar, a hint of coffee, and fresh paper of all things. Rael had no idea what Jameson did aside from owning his own company. He was always too afraid to ask, to talk to Jameson in more than a few awkward sentences about mundane things like the weather or pack politics whenever they crossed paths.

They said nothing, and Rael found the courage to look Jameson in the eye, wondering what the hell was going on. His thoughts must have been clear on his face, as Jameson exhaled roughly, and cautiously sat on the bench on the far end. A foot or so apart, it was the closest they’d been in years.

“Are you alright?” His voice was husky and gentle, making Rael shiver again. Gentleness shouldn’t hurt, but pain curled in his heart nevertheless. Everything he was afraid to want was being offered to him, but in the most unpalatable manner.

It took Rael a minute to find his voice. He swallowed. “I don’t know.” Breath catching, Rael tried to hide the upheaval he was feeling, but knew he failed. “I knew he was going to do that. Toss me out. I knew it. I’ve known it for the last year. I was just hoping I could escape to college before it happened.” He cleared his throat. “I just… I don’t…” He stammered, voice trailing off.

A big, warm hand gently covered both of his where he was twisting them in his lap. Strong and solid hands bigger than his by half. He wasn’t a small guy himself, but Jameson made him feel small. And not in any bad way, aside from Rael’s slight jealousy. Jameson had everything and didn’t need to be afraid of losing it like Rael was.

Jameson squeezed his hands, then slid their fingers together and held Rael’s hand in a secure grip. Rael stared at their joined hands and didn’t know what to do or say. Jameson seemed to realize that and kept holding his hand, anchoring Rael as the night deepened around them. The moon was high overhead, a week away from full.

“What’s gonna happen when we don’t mate?” Rael finally asked. “I don’t want the pack to split. Maybe Alpha Mercer will back down.” Unlikely, but he could dream. The whole evening was surreal enough to be a dream.

Jameson shifted on the bench, and Rael finally turned to look at him. Kind eyes and a soft smile turned the frighteningly handsome alpha into someone more approachable, less intimidating. His eyes caught some of the moonlight and flashed gold.

“If my wooing fails, then I’ll help you and Scylla in any way I can. Uncle Bertram might come around.” Jameson’s voice was deep and growly, and Rael trembled, trying to hide his reaction. “If you don’t want to mate with me, then we’ll figure something out. You start college in August, so we have time to move you and Scylla if he can’t be swayed.”

“You mean… the wooing?” He stuttered over the unfamiliar word. “I... you don’t even like me,” Rael stammered. He frowned. “We can’t afford to move. Mom saved everything to give me a college fund. I might have a scholarship, but it only covers school stuff. Mom is gonna be livid if we have to spend that money on moving and then tithes for a new pack to take us both.”

“You assume my proposal isn’t sincere?” Jameson tugged on his hands, and Rael turned on the bench, facing Jameson, who turned toward him as well, their knees an inch apart.

Jameson wasn’t someone to play around or mess with another wolf for fun. He was a serious man and generally kind, and he always gave off this aura of calm competence and quiet strength. Jameson was so fucking handsome and sometimes it hurt to look at him. Rael struggled to understand what Jameson was doing—maybe Jameson was just trying to save him, because that was the type of person he was.

“You meant it?” Rael tried keeping the hope out of his voice, but he feared his infatuation was obvious. He shook his head. “You’re just trying to save me. Buy us time until we can move, or Alpha Mercer changes his mind.”

A corner of Jameson’s mouth quirked up in a tender smile. Jameson leaned down a bit, their faces mere inches apart. Even sitting on the same bench, he had to look up at Jameson. The alpha leaned in farther, Rael’s view entirely made up of golden brown eyes. Rael could feel the alpha’s body heat, and he wanted to lean in that last bit and offer himself up.

A hand came up and cupped his jaw, a thumb sweeping over his lower lip. Jameson took his mouth in a soft kiss, and it stole his breath away. He gasped and Jameson slipped his tongue into his mouth, languid and wet and Rael growled, suddenly needy, demanding. Fingers aching, claws scraping over expensive cashmere, Rael pulled himself onto Jameson’s lap. He was kissing the wolf he’d fantasized about for years.


Chapter 3


Jameson bit back a moan as Rael opened to his kiss and crawled into his lap. The young man was fraught with anxiety, lust, and the trembling of his lithe frame made Jameson want to wrap Rael tightly in his arms and never let him go. Rael’s hands scratched down his chest, red-hot lines of pain and want flaring across his flesh and down to his stomach, following Rael’s fingers as they drew daringly close to his waistband. He growled, Rael shivering in response, needy gasps escaping past his lips.

What he’d meant to offer as a sign of his sincerity, a kiss to show how he felt, was quickly becoming a heavy petting session in a public park. No one was around, but he didn’t want Rael to think he only wanted sex. Jameson caught Rael’s hands and tugged them up, encouraging Rael to wrap his arms around his neck.

They broke apart for air, and Rael all but vibrated as Jameson gripped his hips and held him in place, afraid Rael would run again. Though, he would let Rael go if he was insistent—Jameson wanted Rael to want to be with him, and not out of fear of being banished from the pack.

The whole situation was a mess, but he was determined to fix what he could, and make sure Rael was happy. He had planned on asking Rael out regardless, but his uncle’s ear was bent by Abigail spewing her anti-Scylla bullshit and Bertram was already inclined to discriminate against non-wolves given the chance, so Jameson found himself crafting a plan by the seat of his pants to give Rael and Scylla some protection.

Rael’s eyes were a bright, effervescent sky blue glowing with arousal and his heightened emotional state. He could smell anxiety and fear, but it was fading with every deep gulp of air Rael took. Jameson leaned down and slid his lips along Rael’s neck, nosing under the collar of his jacket and shirt, breathing deep. A faint hint of wolf, but even stronger was the strange and alluring mystery scent that was entirely Rael. A year spent wondering what the scent was, and Jameson could only surmise it was due to Rael’s human bloodline. Jameson had been a child when Callum Redmayne died in a hit and run, so Jameson didn’t remember much about him aside from that the relationship with Scylla was still new when he passed.

Rael clung to him, and Jameson forced himself to stop and think. Rael was overwhelmed and scared, and while he wanted nothing more than to continue what they were doing, Rael deserved an honorable courtship, full of romance and respect and every ounce of devotion Jameson felt for the younger man.

“Sweetheart.” The endearment slipped out, but he couldn’t regret it when Rael gasped quietly and a blush swept across his high cheekbones, eyes glowing brighter in response. Jameson smiled, and the blush deepened. “Will you let me court you?”

He hated seeing the doubt creep into Rael’s beautiful eyes, the glow dimming. “You can’t mean that.” Rael swallowed hard. “You’re just trying to save me.”

Jameson sighed, knowing he had his work cut out for him—Rael had little reason to believe him, and that was his own fault. They went from casual greetings and inane chitchat to all but having sex on a public bench in a single evening. Jameson turned on the bench and gently sat Rael beside him, long legs draped across his lap. He kept one hand on Rael’s thigh, taking the chance, feeling Rael tremble, hearing his heart jump in response to the touch.

Jameson knew how Rael felt about him, and hoped it was more than infatuation, more than a crush. He breathed in deep, and focused on meeting Rael’s gaze, holding it. Rael had to believe him. “I want you, Rael. I want you safe, and happy, and you don’t deserve to be booted from your pack and forced from your home. I want to see you flourish and thrive, and I hope you can do all of that with me in your life.” Jameson took another breath, hoping he wasn’t coming across as too much. “If you accept my courtship and agree to mate me, you’ll make me very happy, and I will do my best to make you happy in return.”

He wanted to mention that he'd always planned to ask Rael out, but he was sure that Rael wouldn’t believe him if he mentioned that right now. Rael blinked at him, stunned, his body rigid and unmoving, eyes once again a bright blue so intense it was incomparable. Jameson rubbed his hand over Rael’s thigh, trying to soothe him.

Finally, Rael snapped out of his shock, and he looked away into the small field. Crickets sang, a gentle breeze rustling the grass and leaves lining the path.

“You mean it?” His voice was tiny and hesitant. Jameson ached to hear the doubt.

“I do,” Jameson promised. Rael blushed again, eyes darting up to look at him as if checking his sincerity. He didn’t take it personally. Rael had received little welcome in the pack as the years passed and it became apparent he would never transform. Friends fell away and pack members already uncomfortable with Rael’s parentage took the excuse to distance themselves further. Rael had little faith in his own people, and they deserved that mistrust.

He held his breath as Rael seemed to come to a decision. “I agree to your… courtship. If you’re serious about it.”

Jameson let the relief flow through him, and he smiled wide, cheered when Rael smiled back, cheeks bright and eyes aglow.

“Come on, let’s get back to the pack meeting. I think your mother needs to head to work.” Rael scampered off his lap, and Jameson stood. He reached out and took Rael’s hand, entwining their fingers, and he gently tugged, leading a blushing Rael back into the trees.
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Rael rolled out of bed the next morning with a groan. His joints ached, and he rubbed hard at his face, wishing the buildup to the full moon wasn’t so draining. He might not be able to transform, but he still felt the moon’s pull, the instinctive desire to become a wolf, to run and hunt. As a result, his body ached for a week or so before the full moon, attempting to answer the moon’s call and falling short.

Scylla poked her head around the doorframe. “Heard you groaning. How bad is it?”

“Horrible, as usual,” Rael grumbled, staggering to his feet. He blinked at his mother, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.

She was dressed in a white blouse, tan slacks, and heels. He stared, wondering if he was dreaming. He even smelled perfume, lavender or something. His mom was a jeans, t-shirt, and leather jacket kind of person when not in scrubs, and the last time he saw her dressed up like this was for a funeral for a coworker. She frowned, then looked down at her outfit before laughing. “I’ve got a job interview this morning.”

“For what?” Scylla loved being a nurse. She’d done it for decades. “A new job? Did you get fired? What’s going—”

“Rael!” Scylla shouted over his nervous rambling. She came into his room and rubbed his arms, pulling him into a quick hug. He gasped at the tugging on his shoulder joints, and she gentled her embrace. “Everything is fine, I promise.”

“Then what’s going on?”

Scylla pulled back and shrugged. “There’s an opening for Chief Nursing Officer at Boston General,” she said, looking nervous and excited. “I’ve been there for thirty years—I figured it was time to aim higher.”

“Sounds important?” He had no clue, but his mom was an NP, nurse practitioner, and she made an effort to keep up with current medical issues and stuff, going back for a refresher course every ten years or so. Tons of medical professionals at Boston General were long-lived supernaturals, his mom one of them. He was admittedly not caught up on everything his mom did, since blood and internal body fluids made him lightheaded and Rael didn’t need another reminder of how different he was from his werewolf kin. His mom’s stomach was made of steel.

“Very important,” Scylla said. “Come on, I made breakfast. I need to head out, but your plate is in the oven. Text me if the pain gets worse, I’ll run home. The aconite is in the fridge.”

“I’ll be alright,” he replied, following her out of his room and down the hall to the kitchen. She grabbed a suit blazer hanging from the back of a chair at the table and her purse from the counter, heading for the kitchen door that led to the garage. She hurried back, hugged him gently, kissed his cheek, then sprinted for the door. He called after her. “Good luck!”

She waved over her shoulder as the kitchen door shut behind her. A moment later he heard her car start, then pull out of the garage, the garage door shutting with a soft thump. The house echoed with the hum of the central air running, and the fridge kicked on. He gingerly went to the oven, turning off the warmer, and he pulled out the plate covered in tinfoil. He set the plate on the table, went to the fridge, and saw the six-pack of aconite tonic sitting on the top shelf.

He grabbed a beer-sized glass bottle of the tonic and sat at the table, grimacing as his hips and knees complained. The glass bottle was cold, and the bitter tang of the aconite filled the air as he ripped off the plastic top. Scylla got the formula from an apothecary in Beacon Hill, an unfortunate necessity for people like Rael.

Too human to be a werewolf, but not human enough to resist the moon’s call. Others out there had the same issue. Enough that a local apothecary carried it. He didn’t know any other first-generation hybrids with a problem like his, but werewolves were insular and stuck to their own packs. He got more information from healers and medical professionals like his mom than he did from werewolf histories. There was no shared historical archive—packs had their own histories, and that was it. And they rarely shared information.

He had no idea what was in the tonic aside from aconite—wolfsbane—but that was enough. Tiny pureed pieces of purple flowers floated in the off-green smoothie, and he unfortunately knew how bad it was going to taste. He exhaled, then chugged the whole bottle as fast as he could manage. It burned as it went down, and he struggled not to inhale, not wanting the fumes to get in his lungs until he swallowed it all.

Throat on fire, Rael forced himself to swallow the last mouthful, then slapped a hand over his mouth as he waited out the instinctive urge to vomit the poison back up. Cramps hit his stomach a moment later, and he groaned, waiting for it to pass. Pain wracked his whole body as the poison spread, dulling everything. Smell, vision, hearing, even taste all felt smothered, lessened, as the aconite reduced his inherited werewolf traits.

The side effects would last for a couple hours, and he would be sluggish and cranky, but the stressed joints as a result of the waxing moon would ease, and the pain would stop. Sometimes a whole bottle left him pain free for an entire day, and when he had first begun taking the tonic a year ago, one bottle would last him half a week.

A year later, and now a single bottle lasted only twenty-four hours.

He didn’t start getting the joint pains in a severe fashion until he was seventeen or so, and his mother could only guess it was due to the fact that his body wanted to change, expected to change, but he was missing the key genetic components in his DNA to finish the transition. Most first-generation hybrids could still transform, the werewolf DNA dominant. Except in Rael’s case. His human genes were dominant, and most of the markers responsible for the transformation were recessive. All he could manage was claws, fangs, and heightened senses and physical abilities. And the eye glow, but that wasn’t so special. Plenty of supernatural species had glowing eyes.

The pain from the tonic receded, taking with it the joint aches. He straightened in the chair and carefully went about eating breakfast, taking his time in case his stomach rebelled. He was just finishing up and putting his plate in the dishwasher when a knock came at the front door.

Frowning, he went and answered it, a woman in a brown delivery uniform smiling at him from the front stoop. “Hi! Are you Rael Morrow?”

“Um, yeah?” He’d never gotten a delivery before in his life, and after she had him sign on a tablet that she held out to him, she gave him a blue silk bag with something flat and slim inside.

She left before he could ask who it was from. Heading inside, he shut the door then tugged open the strings of the bag.

He stared in befuddlement at the dark blue velvet box, and he stopped breathing when he thumbed it open. A black leather cord sat nestled in the velvet lining, and a bright blue gem in a silver filigree setting shaped to look like leaves glinted up at him. He squinted, and saw tiny silver spires of flowers, and he wondered what kind they were meant to be, but the gem caught the light, glittering brilliantly and distracting him.

He pulled out the pendant, putting the box on the table next to the door, and let the cord unwind, the pendant swinging gently. A piece of paper fluttered to the floor, and he bent down for it.

He stopped breathing again as he read the note.

The gem is no match for your eyes, but I hope it conveys how beautiful I think they are. Love, Jameson.

The pendant was silver, the gem it held the size of a robin’s egg, and he marveled at it. And the fact that Jameson knew Rael was immune to silver. Werewolves couldn’t handle silver, it burned and poisoned, but Jameson sent him a gift that Rael could wear safely.

He blushed despite no one being around. Rael clutched the pendant to his chest and tried to wrap himself around the gift.


Chapter 4


Rael headed to work that afternoon with a silly grin on his face, and he got a ribbing when he walked through the front door of the tattoo parlor. Inks & Stings was owned by a fae artist named Saoirse, and she was working on a client when he walked through the front door.

He passed her on the way to the employee rooms in the back, and she caught sight of his face before he managed to sneak past. He ducked his head and put his jacket in the break room, and then went about restocking the stations out front. Saoirse didn’t say anything, though he felt her gaze on him several times as he worked. Eventually she finished with her client, and Rael made himself busy as she rang them out.

“Alright, what’s up with you,” Saoirse demanded as she cornered him at the door of the stock room.

“What do you mean?” He tried to avoid her piercing gaze, but she was far, far older than him and way better at reading body language. Tall, with short black hair and dark brown skin, Saoirse had rich bourbon-colored eyes and spell-infused tattoos that followed her hairline and disappeared behind her left ear before trailing down her neck. Fae symbols and designs, and she wore silver studs carved with the same designs in her ear lobes and one through her left eyebrow. Clad in a sleeveless white tee and tight black jeans and shiny black leather shoes, she was eye-catching and intimidating. He only considered her scary because she once beat a would-be robber with her tattoo gun and then tied him up with an electrical cord and waited for the cops to arrive, all while reassuring her stunned client and Rael that she’d finish the tattoo she’d been doing shortly. And well, she was just a badass and he felt like a puppy who’d peed on the carpet whenever she lifted a pierced brow at him when he messed up or said something foolish.

“Quit the shit,” she crossed her arms and blocked the door. “You had a pack meeting last night, and I was expecting you to be depressed as fuck because Mercer is a bigoted fuck and he kicked you out of the pack, but instead you’re smiling and have this dreamy look in your eyes.”

“Oh, um,” he was very aware of the pendant hidden under his shirt. It almost tickled—he wasn’t used to wearing jewelry, so he was hyper-aware of the pendant hanging between his pectorals. He really shouldn’t be wearing it out since it was probably horribly expensive but the thought of putting it down was unimaginable. She narrowed her eyes when he didn’t answer, and he coughed, deciding to give her an abbreviated version of the previous night’s events.

“Mercer wanted to kick me out of the pack since he considers me human, and humans can’t be pack unless they’re mated to a werewolf, and then Jameson said I could mate with him and that way my mom and I don’t need to leave the pack, and so Jameson is courting me and we have a month to decide if we suit and then get mated or the pack might split when Jameson leaves if we don’t mate.”

“What?!” Saoirse’s jaw dropped. She held up a finger when he opened his mouth to explain, and she went to the front of the parlor and flipped over the closed sign, locked the door, and then gestured him out to the seating area near the counter. He sat, and she moved to the center of the seating area and then nodded. “Okay, explain that again, but go slow and don’t leave out a thing.”

He explained the whole evening, though he left out the kissing on the park bench. Her brows disappeared into her hairline with each word that passed from his lips and she looked ready to commit murder by the time he finished. Rael did tell her that he’d agreed to Jameson courting him, and she eyed him suspiciously when he blushed, but she didn’t mention it.

“Mercer needs a sword run through his gut. What a waste of an alpha.”

He grimaced at the gory imagery that evoked, but he agreed with the sentiment. Mercer was an asshole.

“Jameson sounds amazing, though. Is he that alpha you’ve been mooning over since you were a tween?” She smirked when he rolled his eyes, face going hot, and he stood, heading for the counter. “Oohh, he is the alpha you’ve had a crush on! What do you want for a mating gift?”

He sighed loudly at her teasing. “He doesn’t mean it,” Rael said quietly, checking to make sure the receipt printer had paper and that the display case holding piercing jewelry was clean.

Saoirse was quiet for a long moment, and he looked back at her. She was frowning at him, brows pinched.

“What?”

“If Jameson is really such a selfless person to court you in order to keep you from being kicked out of the pack, I don’t think he’s also selfish enough to cause so much potential upheaval in the pack by not going through with the mating and causing the pack to split along loyalty lines. That makes no sense. Either he genuinely cares about you and the courtship is real, making him a good person with sincere intent, or he’s a selfish dumbass who can’t see that the trouble is only delayed and not resolved when the courtship goes nowhere. Which is he?”

Rael gaped at Saoirse. “Jameson is not selfish! He’s one of the kindest, smartest people I know.”

Saoirse gave him a smug smile and headed for the door. “Well then. I think you know which is which. Maybe enjoy yourself and take this chance to see if your crush can be something more than a childhood infatuation.” She flipped the sign over to Open and checked her phone. “I’ve got an appointment in twenty minutes. Help me restock my station?”

“Yeah, sure,” he murmured, absently heading for the supply room and his interrupted duties. He felt the pendant against his skin, and it felt heavier, though it wasn’t—his awareness of it was stronger, along with the reminder of who sent it to him.
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The night air was damp, the wind picking up, made worse by the buildings lining each side of the street. Athens Street ran parallel to West Broadway where the tattoo parlor was located, and home was a short walk of four blocks to the northwest. Their tiny home was nestled between new condos stacked nearly atop each other, new construction as far as the eye could see. At least most of the condos made an effort to look like houses with wooden siding and not concrete blocks of boringness. If they had to move in a month, Scylla would get a decent price for the house from the condo developers. It would get torn down, but it wasn’t a landmark. Not important.

He wondered how his mom’s interview went—she was scheduled to work a full shift, so she should be home already. It was late, after midnight, and he was tired. The parlor stayed open later than most mundane-run establishments to accommodate nocturnal supernatural species. A long day of wondering and worrying and overthinking everything left him with little energy.

He was two blocks from home when the wind changed from blowing hard against his back to swirling against his face, pushing back dark strands of brown hair away from his eyes. Scents went by too fast for him to parse them out, though ozone and tar were ever-present. He squinted against the wind and ducked his face into his jacket collar.

A hint of something musky zipped by on the breeze, and he paused, trying to figure out what it was, when a shadow moved along the alley wall of a building not too far ahead. Warped by light angles, he couldn’t tell who or what cast the shadow, but it was moving toward the end of the alley where it met the sidewalk. He stopped walking, taking his hands from his pockets, and thought about crossing the street to get some space. It might be someone who lived in the area just out for a late-night walk, or maybe a cat on a midnight hunt.

The wind changed again, and scents of musky fur, hot breath, and blood swamped his nose.

Werewolf.

Breath hitching, he took a step back, boot scraping on the pavement. The shadow jerked, forming into the silhouette of a long snout full of fangs with ears laid back in aggression. His brain was screaming at him that there was no reason for a werewolf to be transformed in the middle of Southie when the shadow rose up on two thick legs, claws extended, and a figure covered in dark steel gray fur stepped out around the corner of the alley.

The bipedal form of a mature werewolf was gigantic, wide shoulders, long arms that ended in long-fingered claws, a thick chest and hips that bent forward, slouching a bit, and legs thicker than any human could achieve, long feet with padded toes and claws to match the hands. Yellow eyes stared down at him from a height of about nine feet, and he took another step back. The wind died in that moment, and he was denied a chance to scent exactly who it was being dramatic in Southie by stripping naked in an alley and trying to intimidate him.

“What the hell are you—” he yelped in alarm when a huge arm slashed out, and he nearly lost his head but managed to pull back, claws a hairsbreadth from slashing his throat. The other arm swung in from the side and landed a blow to his ribs, throwing him backward several feet. He caught himself on a car parked on the curb, fingers desperately grasping to keep himself upright. The security alarm went off, the horn blaring loud enough to make his ears hurt, and pain bloomed on his side, ribs complaining. The werewolf prowling toward him with lips pulled back in a snarl flattened their ears in discomfort. They roared, spittle flying, and a meaty fist plowed through the hood of the car, the alarm dying with a forlorn wail, the whole vehicle rocking from the impact.

Rael pulled himself upright and ran around the back of the car, sprinting across the narrow street, a bone-rattling roar spurring him on. Heavy, hot, and harsh breathing down the back of his neck flooded him with adrenaline—he was no match for a fully transformed werewolf intent on tearing him apart.

The sidewalk was empty, people inside and sleeping, no cars passing by on the one-way street. A loud snarl gave him just enough warning to duck, one long arm swiping and missing, claws scoring along a brick wall. Rael spun and ran between two parked cars, looking over his shoulder as he went. Metal crunched under the werewolf’s weight and it crouched to leap after him.

Headlights nearly blinded him, and brakes squealed. Rael staggered backwards, arm over his face in a futile attempt to protect himself. Forget becoming werewolf chow, he was about to be roadkill.


Chapter 5


Jameson parked his black BMW 7 Series at the curb outside the Morrow household, shutting off the engine. He opened the door and just as he got out, he noticed Scylla standing on the front stoop of the tiny single-story house. The front light was off, but he saw well enough with the waxing moon overhead and the random, poorly spaced streetlamps. He was able to see Scylla’s expression from the curb. Scylla crossed her arms and quirked a brow at him, clearly wondering at his timing.

Jameson couldn’t help the shrug and wry grin, and she shook her head at him, chuckling. “It’s the middle of the night, Jameson.”

“We’re werewolves, Scylla. This is close to the middle of the day for us,” he teased, and the corner of her mouth twitched. The night was calm, and his voice echoed down the street and off the houses with darkened windows and parked cars. The area was mostly human mundanes, and a majority of them were asleep at this hour.

“Maybe for hotshot business execs who drive fancy cars and send expensive gifts via courier,” Scylla held up the silk pouch he’d sent the pendant in that morning. “Rest of us work mundane hours.” Jameson didn’t deny any of it, though he hoped Rael’s reception of the gift went over better than it did with Scylla. She dropped her hand and stepped down the stoop, and he went to meet her at the sidewalk. “He’s not home yet.”

Jameson pulled out his phone and checked the time. “I guess I’m early.”

“Does he know you’re coming? He worked a late shift, so he usually grabs a snack then crawls into bed.”

Jameson was about to answer when a roar echoed over the houses, muted with distance, but full of fury. He spun, Scylla on his heels, and he sprinted for the street corner, looking down Athens. They heard a shout, and it was unmistakably Rael.

“Rael!” Scylla screamed, running down the middle of the road, heedless of the few cars driving past.

Jameson ran after her, soon overtaking her and speeding ahead. Rael was a few hundred feet away, running from the massive predator that chased after him. A single block passed in seconds, and Jameson was less than a hundred feet from Rael when a werewolf, their identity obscured by shadows and the glare of a truck’s headlights, leapt for Rael, who was standing in the middle of the road. Rael was seconds from being obliterated by the front bumper of the truck.

“No!” Jameson shouted, helpless to do anything but watch as Rael died, but he pushed himself harder regardless.

The yellow-white glare of headlights obscured his vision, adrenaline and terror filled his heart, heartbroken denial pushing a shout past his lips—

A vibrant green light and a swamping pulse of magic boomed outward from where Rael stood silhouetted against intense verdant green light, everything slowed. A dome of dark green magic erupted, Rael a shadow against the brilliant explosion that originated from within.

Jameson ran, each step taking forever to touch the ground, heart laboring, his blood like sand in his veins.

The blast knocked him off his feet, his body rolling a few times before coming to a hard stop. Gasping for air, Jameson rolled to his side, managing after a few attempts to get his hands under himself. Pushing upright, he staggered to his feet and squinted through thick smoke, the air heavy with ozone and the stench of scorched metal.

“Rael!” Jameson called, rushing through the smoke in the direction he believed he last saw Rael.

The pavement was torn asunder, black chunks and bits littering the road. The streetlamps were dark, the headlights of the truck were extinguished, and he could no longer hear a running engine. The street was quiet, his heart beating loudly in his ears. His nose was useless, the overwhelming odors from the magical explosion obscuring everything else. Jameson coughed into his arm and forged ahead.

He cleared the worst of the smoke and saw the truck. It was a single-axle moving truck, stopped at an angle, as if the front end hit a telephone pole or median, metal frame and panels punched inward, the engine smoking. The driver kicked his door open and then jumped to the curb, staring around in shock.

A crumpled form lay a few feet in front of the truck. “Rael!” Jameson knelt beside the body and gently turned him over. Rael was covered in dirt and debris, though he could see no injuries, and he ran his hands over Rael checking for wounds and broken bones. There was a huge bruise blooming along his rib cage, but Jameson couldn’t feel any broken ribs under the deep red marks. Rael didn’t wake.

“Rael! Jameson!” He heard Scylla running before he saw her, and she appeared out of the smoke, leaving swirls in her wake. She saw them and hurried to kneel next to Rael, immediately checking for a pulse. “He’s alive.” She grabbed her phone from her back pocket and clicked on the flashlight, peeling back Rael’s eyes one by one, the brilliant blue irises slowly dilating in response to the light.

“I haven’t found any open wounds, and no broken bones. He’s got a huge bruise on his side.”

Scylla pulled Rael’s shirt up higher, and palpated the bruise, then tugged it back down when she came to the same conclusion Jameson had. Scylla looked up at the truck. The dent was deep and wide, vaguely circular, and in no way looked like impact with a person. Rael should’ve been a smear on the windshield. “He should be dead,” Scylla whispered, shocked. “We need to get him to the hospital. He may have internal injuries.”

Claws scraped on concrete, and Jameson leapt to his feet, spinning to face the sidewalk to their left. A flicker of thought and claws extended from his fingers as the transformation gathered in his muscles, preparing to defend Rael and Scylla. The smoke cleared enough he caught sight of a werewolf, fur scorched along one side, flesh blackened and seared, yellow eyes brimming with frustration and rage.

“You’re fucking dead,” Jameson growled, fangs growing longer as his jaws widened, elongating to hold sharper teeth than blunt human cuspids. His vision deepened, the flares of body heat and pheromones appearing like fireflies through the smoke. The stranger crouched, one arm tucked close to their side, the air heavy with the stench of pain and bitter rage. Jameson roared, windows shaking and debris scattering before him, and the other werewolf flinched back into the shadows. Their form twisted, as if the pain from their injuries were wrecking their focus. Some betas and gammas could achieve the monstrous biped form, but it was harder for them to maintain it if hurt or over long periods of time. Under stress they reverted back to human form.

A second passed, then the unknown werewolf slinked away, Jameson’s senses confirming the retreat through the stink of fear left in their wake. Jameson let go of the change, his body returning to its human form.

Jameson went to Rael’s side and knelt just long enough to scoop Rael’s limp form into his arms. He stood and jogged back toward the Morrow home, Scylla keeping pace at his side. She kept glancing at her son, worry evident on her expressive face. The human truck driver shouted after them, but neither of them paused or looked back.

He made it back to his car in less than a minute and he paused long enough to gesture to his pocket. “Keys in the front left pocket.” Scylla dug out the keyless fob attached to his house keys, and the doors of the BMW unlocked with a soft chirp.

“Put him in the back,” Scylla ordered, and she opened the door before jumping inside. He maneuvered Rael into the back seat of the sedan, Scylla pulling her son along the seat so he lay flat on the cushions, head in her lap. “Boston General, I’ll call ahead to let them know we’re coming.”

Jameson shut the rear door with a thud and got in the car, starting the engine with the push of a button and getting it into gear, pulling away from the curb. He took off to the north, glad for the late hour traffic, listening to Scylla as she called one of her coworkers, passing along what she could of Rael’s condition without any instruments.

Jameson bit his tongue and held back his worried questions, focusing instead on getting them to the hospital in one piece as fast as possible.
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The headache was the first thing he was aware of when he managed to crawl out of the darkness. The second was the acrid scent of sanitizers and underlying odors of sickness and pain. He groaned, swallowing hard, fighting the urge to vomit. His ribs ached, but the pain was dull, though annoying enough to drag him out of slumber.

“Rael, honey?”

His mom’s voice cut through the pain and made lights explode behind his closed eyelids. He moaned, rolled to the side, and threw up. He heard people exclaiming and moving around, his mother directing people and ordering them about, and he lay panting on his side, ignoring it all.

Fingers gently brushed damp hair back from his forehead, and he whimpered, needing more contact. Strong, gentle hands carefully manhandled him into a more comfortable position, and eventually the room was quiet again.

“Is he awake?” someone whispered, and Rael tried to answer, but the darkness came back for him.

He woke again sometime later, the headache less severe, though still present between his eyes. Ribs still hurt, too, but the pain had lessened. He felt a bit disconnected and recognized the aftereffects of painkillers. Sounds were muffled, and scents weren’t as overpowering. His joints ached too, but vaguely, so he wouldn’t need a wolfsbane tonic for a short while yet.

He slowly opened his eyes, glad the lights were off, and took in the hospital room. He recognized the style of the room as belonging to Boston General—it was where his mother worked, so he’d seen plenty of hospital rooms when he was younger and with his mom when childcare was hard to find on a nurse’s schedule. An IV line of saline ran to the back of his hand, and that told him his mother was there somewhere—Rael freaked out having a needle stuck into a blood vessel in his forearm, and she knew that. Sure enough, he slowly turned his head and saw his mother asleep on the loveseat that converted into a sleeper, curled under a lightweight blanket. This was one of the private rooms, and he wondered how his mother managed to get him into the pricier option, hoping she wouldn’t get in trouble if her bosses didn’t approve.

It was near dawn, and since the windows opened eastward, he could see mist rolling in from the gray waters of the harbor through a small sliver of a view between tall buildings. The light increased gradually, and his vision cleared the longer he was awake. His improved vision revealed Jameson sitting low in a cushy armchair at his bedside, long legs crossed at the ankle, head tilted to the side, long strands of hair covering his eyes as he slept.

He took the chance to stare and refused to feel like a creeper for doing so, as Jameson had been watching him sleep in turn. He blushed a bit at the thought of Jameson keeping watch over him in the hospital, then frowned as he tried to figure out why he was even in the hospital to begin with.

Rael remembered walking home from work after the shop closed. Getting a couple blocks from home and then a stranger tried to kill him. Not much after that, just headlights, a horn blaring, and blinding light. That explained why his ribs hurt but not how he was still alive.

“Rael?” Jameson sat up slowly, rubbing at his face as he woke up. Jameson was adorable while sleepy. Screw it, Jameson was adorable all the time. Jameson reached out and took Rael’s hand, gently squeezing. “How are you feeling?”

He did his best not to freak out that Jameson was holding his hand and had clearly watched over him all night. “I’m a bit tired, and my head hurts. Ribs, too.” He hurried to clarify when Jameson frowned in concern. “It’s okay, nothing major. What happened?”

Jameson eyed him suspiciously but didn’t fuss. He carefully pulled his chair closer with one hand and leaned in, talking quietly. “Someone attacked you last night.”

“Werewolf,” Rael interrupted. “Didn’t recognize them.”

Jameson nodded. “I didn’t recognize them either. I’ll go by the spot later once you’re outta here and see if I can pick up a trail, figure out who the hell we’re dealing with.”

“The truck,” Rael said, still confused about how he was alive, and from the lack of broken bones, how the truck hadn’t hit him. His ribs ached, but as his mind cleared, he remembered that it was from the werewolf hitting him, and surely if he was run over by a truck, he’d have more than bruises.

Jameson’s expression went a bit sheepish. “Why didn’t you tell Scylla you could do magic? I understand not telling Bertram, but your mom is worried that she did something to make you think she wouldn’t be supportive if she knew you were a practitioner. She’s not mad, though. Just confused. I understand not telling me about it, we’ve only just started courting and it’s okay if you weren’t ready to share.”

“What?” Rael had no idea what Jameson was talking about. None. “What magic? I’m not a practitioner.”

Jameson stared at him, speechless. He sat back in his chair with a thud, and Scylla jerked upright at the sound.

“Honey, you’re awake,” Scylla shot off the sleeper couch and ran to his bedside, leaning down to hug him. “I was so worried about you, but you’re going to be fine.” He hugged her back with one arm, refusing to let go of Jameson’s hand. She straightened and then brushed his hair back from his face. “Dr. Cranston said it was just a case of sudden magical overexertion, and you’ll be fine with some rest and hydration. How’s your head?”

“Tiny headache,” he replied vaguely. “Magical overexertion?”

They weren’t making any sense. He let go of Jameson’s hand and pushed so he was sitting upright in the bed. His head swam and his rib muscles pulled. He groaned softly when he got dizzy. Jameson fumbled for the bed controls before Rael figured it out and raised the head of the bed.

He rested against the pillow and squinted at his mother and Jameson. “I don’t have any magic.” Both Jameson and Scylla stared at him like they were waiting for the punchline to a bad joke. “I haven’t been hiding anything, I swear. I don’t have any magic.”

Scylla frowned at him. “Sweetheart, Dr. Cranston is a medical wizard, and he confirmed the diagnosis for us twice. He’s still on shift, so let me go page him and he can talk to you about it.” Scylla left after sharing a long look with Jameson, and the door swung shut behind her, cutting off the murmur of nursing staff out in the hall.

Rael bit his lip and stared at the door, deeply aware of Jameson’s presence so close to him. He wanted to grab Jameson’s hand and beg him to not let go.

Scylla came back faster than he expected, leading a middle-aged white dude with thinning gray hair in dark blue scrubs with a white name badge that said Dr. Craig Cranston. He came to Rael’s bedside and smiled. “Glad to see you awake. Your mother tells me you have some questions?” He pulled out a penlight and checked Rael’s eyes in a quick, casual manner with that bedside tone of voice he recognized from spending a few of his formative years playing in the kids’ ward of Boston General while Scylla worked.

“I don’t have magic,” Rael said, repeating it for what felt like the millionth time. His headache was getting worse and he had to piss. Dr. Cranston checked his vitals and then gave him a small smile.

“Let’s get this IV-line out, some breakfast in your belly, and then I’ll come back in an hour and talk to you about what happened last night. Sudden breakouts of magic in hybrids aren’t unheard of, though they are even more rare at your age, but it’s nothing new to medicine. I’ll have a nurse come in with some Tylenol and get that IV out. We gave you some morphine when you came in, but it should be wearing off right about now.”

Dr. Cranston smiled at everyone, nodded to Scylla, and left. The room got quiet, but no one said anything. A nurse soon bustled into the room, carrying a tray and smiling. The nurse gave Rael two huge white pills and a small cup of water, and he took them quickly. She removed the IV while making small talk with Scylla about some mutual coworkers. Rael tuned them all out, too overwhelmed.

Jameson took his hand again, and Rael clung. Finally, the IV was out and breakfast soon arrived, though Rael ignored the hospital food and drank down the orange juice and the coffee in seconds. Jameson took away the tray when Rael refused to touch anything else and went back to holding his hand. The other nurse left, and Rael was left alone with his mother and… suitor? His Jameson? He blushed at that thought and avoided looking Jameson in the eye, though he didn’t relinquish his grip on Jameson’s hand.

The drinks helped, and his headache backed off enough that he wasn’t ready to cry at any random loud noise. Scylla went to use the attached bathroom, and Rael was left alone with Jameson.

He sat up too fast and his head spun, forcing him to grab the bedside rail. “Where’s my stuff? The necklace? I was wearing it last night. Did I lose it?”

“Hey, easy. It’s right here,” Jameson stood and reached into his pocket, pulling out the pendant by the leather cord. The blue gem caught the light and sparkled. Rael sighed in relief and slumped to the bed. Jameson hesitated, then carefully, watching Rael the whole time, he leaned over and gently dropped the cord over his head, letting the pendant rest on top of the hospital gown. Rael grabbed it and was happy to see it was unscathed.

“I hoped you’d like it,” Jameson murmured, and Rael looked up at him, feeling absurdly happy to see Jameson gazing at him and not the gem.

“I really do, thank you.”

A finger gently brushed along his jaw and was gone before he could lean into the touch. “You’re welcome.”

Dr. Cranston came into the room at that moment, carrying a metal stool and a thick file. Rael sat up nervously, trying not to panic. A warm hand gripped his again, and Rael held on as tight as he dared. Scylla left the bathroom and came to hover at Jameson’s shoulder. Dr. Cranston sat on the stool he’d brought at the other side of Rael’s bed.

“Feeling better?”

“Yeah,” Rael replied. “I’d like to know what’s going on, please.”

Dr. Cranston nodded, and opened the file. “I’m not sure how much you know about practitioners, but there are some genetic markers that are indicative in humans of the ability to use magic. This isn’t a widely studied phenomenon, as one practitioner can easily identify another just by being in their proximity. For instance, I can tell you have magic, even without examining your aura—which is unshielded, I might add. I’m a practitioner, and I can feel your presence in the ambient magic field in this room. If you had any training in accessing your magic, you would be able to recognize me in turn.”

Rael just stared. Dr. Cranston gave him a tiny smile and continued on with his explanation. “When you came in last night, we did blood tests. You’ve got the markers for a practitioner, and we used the medical protocols for a practitioner who is experiencing overexertion of their magical reserves. I can’t tell you what your affinity is, or why you’ve never presented before, but I think it might have something to do with which side of your nature was going to be dominant. Human—the practitioner bloodline—or the werewolf side of your genetic makeup. Humans and werewolves mixing isn’t rare—but a werewolf bloodline mixing with a practitioner bloodline is rare enough that the medical field still doesn’t have a good baseline on what to expect.”

“He’s never shown any magical talents before,” Scylla interjected.

Dr. Cranston held up a sheet of paper from the file. “Looking at his blood workup has given me a clue. You’re on a wolfsbane tonic to mitigate the effects of the moon-call, right?”

Rael nodded. “I took the first one yesterday morning. I need it the week building up to the full moon.”

“The tonic suppressed your werewolf side enough that when you experienced a life-threatening situation, your magical abilities instinctively reacted. I think without last night’s incident your affinity would have presented itself soon regardless. Practitioners learn their affinities in their late teens and early twenties, so the timing lines up. This is, in my opinion, just a lucky combination of events leading to your magic and your affinity presenting simultaneously when you were in danger. And without any training or stamina built up, your breakout event exhausted you, leading to your collapse. I can tell your affinity is active, but I’m not able to tell what type it is.”

“I don’t know anything about magic,” Rael whispered, and he struggled to fit magic into the vision he had for his future. He was feeling less and less like a werewolf every moment and was afraid to look at his mother. He had no idea what she was thinking and was afraid to look, afraid to see worry or shame or condemnation or any emotion for that matter on her face.

Practitioner children were taught from a young age how to use their abilities, and many went to specialized private schools as teenagers to finalize training. Rich families paid for highly sought-after tutors, especially once their kids’ affinities presented. Full-blood practitioners and full-blood werewolves all became aware of their powers and abilities at a younger age, and it figured that Rael would be stuck waiting until a near death experience forced the magic out of him.

“Luckily, you live in the best city for this to happen in,” Dr. Cranston smiled, though Rael could only stare at the doctor in shocked dismay. “Boston has the highest concentration of practitioners in the country, and there are more schools of magic in this city and the surrounding areas than half the states combined.”

Rael could only lay there and stare.

“Any questions for me?” Dr. Cranston asked, standing, clearly done. “Scylla knows how to reach me, and I will be leaving a list of contacts for training with the nurses to include in your discharge paperwork. As long as you eat enough calories to replenish and stay hydrated, you should be feeling better by tomorrow at the latest. You’ll be discharged today after lunch, so make sure you eat everything they bring you. Good luck, Rael, and Scylla, I’ll see you around. Have a good day.”

Dr. Cranston left, taking his stool with him, heedless of the bomb he’d detonated in the middle of Rael’s life.


Chapter 6


Scylla dropped the house keys on the small table by the front door and Rael jumped at the sound. He shot his mother a quick glance but bolted for his room before she could say anything. Jameson drove them home after he was discharged from the hospital, and the ride home had been fraught with tension. Though Jameson made every effort to be kind and patient, Rael was having trouble figuring out everything in his head. Scylla didn’t say much but she did hug him and tell him she loved him, which helped calm his emotions a bit. She spent the ride home lost in her own thoughts, upset and trying to hide it from him.

Rael sat on his bed for at least an hour before he worked up the motivation to move. He was sweaty and dirty and hadn’t brushed his teeth since he got ready for his shift the day before. His mom was talking on the phone and Rael took the chance to grab his shower kit and a towel and head for the bathroom. He thought she might be talking to the police, but he had no answers for them or his mother, and he was selfishly reassured to know she was handling it. He took the world’s fastest shower, brushed his teeth, shaved, and then got back to his room without his mom seeing him. She heard him, but he hoped she was distracted by whoever she was talking to on the phone enough to give him some space.

It wasn’t even 3:00 pm yet and he thought about crawling into bed and hiding under his pillow, but he felt trapped and wanted to move. He had no idea where he should go or what he should do. He got dressed and checked his messages. A text from Saoirse telling him he had the night off and to come to work tomorrow at his normal time. Which meant Scylla called her and spilled the entire ordeal. Having the time off was a relief, but he could use the hours. Rael sighed, adding it to the growing list of stressors dismantling what was left of his life.

Rael paused at the door of his room; his mom was still on the phone, using her talking-to-strangers voice, and he figured he was safe to leave without her screaming at him to wait. He made sure he had his wallet, phone, and keys, and then left the house as discreetly as he could.

He ran smack into Jameson, literally. Rael bounced off Jameson’s chest and strong arms caught him before he landed on his ass on the stairs. He looked up and couldn’t help the shy smile that crept out of hiding at the blatant heat and affection he saw in Jameson’s eyes. He was never going to get used to seeing that. Ever.

“Sneaking out?” Jameson teased.

Rael shrugged. “Kinda.”

“Come with me,” Jameson said, and Rael could only nod eagerly. Jameson leaned into the house and called out. “Scylla, Rael’s with me for the evening. I have my cell.” And then promptly shut the door and tugged Rael after him toward the curb.

Sure, he was eighteen, and Scylla wasn’t a helicopter mom, but he still felt like a kid sneaking out in the middle of the night, breathless and excited and eager for the future. He hoped he would survive the next month without getting his heart broken.

Jameson opened the door of the BMW for him and Rael slid inside, Jameson shutting it once he was settled. Jameson got in and started the car, the engine purring in a deep, subtle growl that made Rael grin.

“Where are we going?”

Jameson sent him a cautious glance then focused on driving. “I went by the scene of the accident before I came back to get you. I don’t know the scent markers for whoever that was who attacked you last night, and the trail died off at the end of the alley where they got into a car and left. They were injured, and I will know their scent if they attack again or I meet them in their human form. I will find out who attacked you. They won’t get another chance.”

Rael looked ahead at the roadway, trying not to think about what happened the night before. He tried to control his riotous emotions, and feared he was failing, then Jameson took his left hand and squeezed, resting their joined hands on the center console. “Don’t worry about it right now, yeah?”

Rael nodded once. “Yeah, sounds good.” Rael also noticed Jameson hadn’t answered his question, but their destination became easy enough to guess the more they drove. He squinted at their surroundings. They were heading southeast and would eventually hit the shoreline. He was right, and Jameson turned onto William J Day Blvd and headed toward Castle Island. A popular tourist spot, it was the site of Fort Independence and sat on a small peninsula that poked out into the innermost regions of the Cape. Pleasure Bay was a small, oddly shaped, somewhat circular, nearly enclosed waterway with Head Island locking it in to the south and Castle Island with the fort near the northeast side of the bay. The roadway was busy with tourists but being a weekday, the congestion was tolerable.

They parked in the visitors’ lot, and Jameson grabbed an insulated lunch bag from the back seat before they strolled slowly toward the point, the gray walls of the fort and the rolling green lawns surrounding it bright under the clear, blue sky. The sea waters were choppy, the wind blowing strong across the surface and over the peninsula, and the air was thick with the scents of hot stone, warm grass, sunscreen, and people.

Together they went into the fort, the thick stone walls offering blissfully cool shade for a moment before they entered the wide grassy courtyard. A shaded table along the south wall was unoccupied, and Jameson led him over to it. They sat side by side, people watching and breathing in the sea breeze. Gulls squawked and fought over a few bits of trash, a few tourists foolishly tossing bits of food for the birds. Rael rolled his eyes when a tourist in a floppy sun hat lost their granola bar to a swooping seagull that decided it wanted a bigger piece.

Jameson opened the lunch bag and offered an ice-cold water to Rael, and he gratefully drank some down. Replacing the cap, he eyed Jameson and nudged his side with an elbow. “Nice spot. I haven’t been here since a field trip in middle school.”

Jameson chuckled. “I jog out here sometimes in the evening after work. It’s closed by then, but I jog the perimeter along the shore and then head back home. I like it. It’s peaceful.”

Right then, a seagull shrieked and a tourist family at the next table over screamed and yelled as their table was overrun by birds attacking their picnic. A woman nearby in athletic gear with a smartphone strapped to her upper arm paused in her jog next to the chaos. A flick of her wrist, and a tangled sphere of silvery white energy shot over the table and smacked the birds. Feathers rained down as the seagulls retreated, the flock dispersing over the wall of the fort. Neither birds nor people appeared to be hurt, though there was plenty of embarrassment to go around. The jogger gave the tourists a wave and then resumed her trek around the interior of the fort walls.

Rael felt like the earth beneath him had tilted and he was falling. Without thinking about it, he leaned over and rested his head on Jameson’s strong shoulder. A kiss landed in his hair, and he sighed, suddenly tired. Dr. Cranston was right—they lived in the city with the largest concentration of practitioners in the entire country. Hard to avoid magic.

“We don’t need to talk about it if it’s too much,” Jameson said softly.

Jameson wrapped an arm along his back and a big hand rested on his hip, so he took his chance and snuggled right into Jameson’s side. Jameson encouraged the snuggling, and he had to remind himself that they were in public surrounded by dozens of people. “I don’t know what to do,” Rael said in a small voice.

“Hmmm.” Jameson hugged him gently. “Can I be there for you while you figure it out?”

“I like that idea,” Rael replied, closing his eyes, listening to the beat of Jameson’s heart and the petulant cry of seagulls in the distance.


Chapter 7


The next morning had Jameson at the Alpha’s house. His uncle was less than pleased to see him, but Jameson ignored his uncle’s ill mood and entered the mansion, heading for the living room. Bertram grumbled and shut the front door with a solid thud.

Jameson turned and waited for his uncle. Bertram glowered then sat in his favorite armchair and waved at Jameson. “Sit down, boy, don’t tower over me in a foul mood.”

He sat on the couch opposite, though begrudgingly. He kept his emotions off his face and focused on Bertram. “Rael was attacked the night before last by a werewolf. He managed to fight off his attacker. Their identity remains unknown. I’d like to know what you know about what happened.”

Bertram grew red in the face. “Are you accusing me of something, pup?”

“Your hatred for Rael is well-known, and until I interceded, you were willing to kick him out of the pack for a matter outside his control. My intervention must have embarrassed you, and while I am sorry for that, I won’t apologize for keeping Rael and Scylla safe.”

Jameson refused to back down. Bertram growled low in his chest, and his eyes went yellow for a moment before fading back to human. “I gave you the month. Got no reason to attack the little punk. I think you’ll come to your senses before then, anyway. That mutt has no place in this pack.”

“Watch how you speak of him,” Jameson warned.

“Every word out of your mouth is a challenge, boy,” Bertram’s eyes went bright yellow.

“I will defend Rael against anyone who insults him or threatens him. Anyone.”

“You would tear this pack apart for that… human?” Bertram changed out the insult he was going to use.

“Yes.”

The room was quiet. Bertram stared at him uncomprehendingly. His uncle shook his head and his eyes faded back to human from belligerent yellow. The part of Jameson that couldn’t stand his uncle was rueful that yellow was so damn common a color for werewolves’ eyes when emotions ran high. It would make things so much simpler if Bertram was the culprit hiding behind a scent-masking spell.

He was capable of defeating his uncle in a challenge. He just really didn’t want to take the whole pack, and he wasn’t sure if Bertram would tap out. There was no way he wanted to kill his uncle, and Bertram was stubborn enough that submitting to his nephew in the fight was not an option. Bertram’s pride approached hubris levels when the pack was watching. Half the pack were willing sycophants to his uncle’s brand of leadership—overbearing, bigoted, greedy, callous—and there was no possibility of guiding people to better behavior when they enjoyed treating others like shit. People only changed if they wanted to. Forcing people to change only fostered resentment and backlash and a deeper entrenchment.

Jameson was seriously contemplating leaving the pack regardless. Forget challenging his uncle for leadership—he would move his company to Cambridge and help any of his employees move if the commute was too much. He’d need to negotiate residency rights with the local Cambridge pack, but that was the least of his worries. Jameson wouldn’t make a decision until he and Rael came to an agreement.

Or not.

“Any new werewolves in the area stop by to notify you that they’d be in town? Strangers, or tourists who’ve notified you they’d be here for a quick visit?” Jameson asked, and Bertram took the chance to dial things back.

“No one new.” Bertram replied shortly. “Abigail’s parents and brother arrived from Worcester last night. The Lauders are staying here. The baby is due soon.”

Jameson’s suspicions rose at that bit of information but accusing Bertram’s in-laws of attempted murder was bound to end up in violence. Abigail hated Scylla to an irrational level that bordered on obsession, and Rael caught the overflow just by being Scylla’s son. The Lauders moved to Worcester after Abigail graduated from high school when her father got a new job, and they came and went regularly. Jameson didn’t know them well, so he might not know their scents well enough to ID them if one of them was Rael’s attacker. He would do some discreet scenting, though if any of them bought some scent blockers he was out of luck. If they were in the house, he might be able to narrow it down to one of them, but there were too many people in and out of the alpha’s house on a daily basis for him to parse the scents sitting in the living room. If he could get upstairs, he’d have a better chance.

“I’m glad her family could come visit so close to her due date. Are they coming to the pack run later this week?” Making idle conversation was killing his self-restraint. He wanted to barge upstairs and see if any of the visiting wolves were responsible for attacking Rael.

“Lauder Senior and her brother Chad will be attending, but Mrs. Lauder will be staying here with Abigail. She’s too far along to transform and run with the pack.”

“I’m sad to hear she’ll be missing the pack run. I hope the last few weeks of her pregnancy are trouble-free.” And hopefully she had an alpha and Jameson could gracefully bow out of the pack leadership dynamics. Hell, if this pack was more progressive, Jameson would bow out immediately to anyone who earnestly wanted the position of pack heir and was even halfway competent.

Bertram frowned but managed to ask without sounding too disgruntled. “Will you and…” Jameson narrowed his eyes, and Bertram changed course. “… the Morrows be attending the pack run?”

He knew Rael had the night off, as did Scylla, though if either were in the mood to participate was currently unknown. He would ask Rael once he left his uncle’s. “I’ll let you know if our plans to join the pack run change.”

He heard Abigail approaching before she came around the corner. She pretended to be surprised to see him, a wide fake smile on her face and her hands resting proudly on the swell of her belly. “Jameson! How nice to see you! Did I interrupt an official meeting?”

“No, dear, nothing so important. How is your family settling in?” Bertram stood and went to his mate, hugging her with one arm while patting her stomach. She simpered, batting her eyelashes at Bertram.

“Mom wants a better set of bed linens and I told her you’d have someone go get her what she wants before she takes her afternoon nap. That won’t be a problem, right?”

Abigail sent Jameson another wide smile, this one approaching a smirk, like she was expecting Jameson to run to the nearest department store to buy higher thread count sheets. Not going to happen. Jameson decided it was time to leave. He’d find a better time to discern the scent markers of the wolves upstairs. He would take the chance to do so at the pack run. “Uncle, since you have guests, I’ll be taking my leave. I took the morning off to come talk to you, and I’m due back at the office after lunch. Have a great day, Uncle, Abigail.”

He stood before either could reply, and he could practically feel Abigail’s hateful stare zeroed in between his shoulder blades as he walked to the front door.

Jameson was by no means an investigative expert, but even he could figure out that Abigail wanted him, Rael, and Scylla gone. Her family visiting in the same time frame as Rael being attacked by another werewolf was too big of a coincidence. She wasn’t due for another month, and the drive between Worcester and Boston was a matter of an hour.

He left the mansion and headed down the street to where he’d parked the BMW. He checked the time and saw he had a couple hours to grab something for lunch and stop by Rael’s place before he was due back in the office.

He texted Rael to check if he was home. Have lunch with me? I can stop and get something.

Jameson got an answer just as he got to the car. If you get me a turkey BLT and a coke, yes. At home.

Sure thing. See ya soon. Jameson chuckled. He put the phone away and started the car, heading for his favorite deli to get sandwiches, cheered by the thought of seeing Rael again.
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“Jameson is bringing me lunch,” Rael said when he saw his mom sitting at the kitchen table. “Want me to see if he can grab you something?”

Scylla checked her watch and shook her head. “I have to leave for my shift in a few minutes. You two have fun.”

Rael fidgeted with his phone before he decided to bite the bullet. He sat at the table and looked across at Scylla. “Mom, are we going to talk about this?”

She was dressed in deep pink scrubs, dark hair braided back away from her face, and for the first time in a long time, she looked tired. “Mom? You okay?”

She blew out a sharp breath and seemed to gather her own courage. “I’m not sure what to say. I love you, and I’m worried about you. I feel like I should have known. Seen the signs. Breakout events in hybrids aren’t unheard of, and I guess I was so worried about the pack and your werewolf side that I failed to see that you got more than your human genes from your father.”

“Was my father a practitioner?” He never really called Callum Redmayne his dad. He never met the man, as he died before Rael was even born.

Scylla did something Rael rarely saw her do before—she blushed. “I didn’t know him well. I loved him, but we weren’t together long before I got pregnant. He was gone a few months later.”

“Werewolves tend to mate fast,” Rael offered. It was normal for wolves to mate first then get to know their new mates afterward. He nudged at the question she hadn’t answered. “Was he a practitioner?”

She gave a slow, shallow dip of her chin. “He was wizard-ranked. He always said his talents were mediocre at best, and his family considered him something of a black sheep. I think they were all stronger, more powerful than him, and made him feel bad about it, too. Callum never made a big deal of his magic, and didn’t use it; he worked at a construction company. Worked with his hands. The most mundane practitioner I ever met.” She looked close to tears, and Rael reached across the table and took one of her hands in his.

“I’m sorry, Mom,” Rael whispered. It was obvious his mom had really loved his father, no matter how short their relationship might have been. “You never talk about him, and I guess I never really thought about him, either. I should have asked more questions about him.”

“No.” Scylla wiped at her eyes before tightening her grip on their clasped hands. “None of this is on you. Magic wasn’t part of our relationship, and after he passed, I never really gave it any thought. I had a baby to raise on my own, and then the strife started over whether or not you’d ever transform, and I never considered that you’d inherit his magic. Werewolf genes are almost always dominant in hybrids.”

“Do you know what his affinity was?” That was the question bothering him the most. He didn’t know much about practitioners, but affinities tended to run in bloodlines, though the more famous practitioner families had a good spread of all the more powerful affinities, and even some of the rarer affinities. Older families tended to breed for exactly that access to variety. No one living in Boston could escape the Salvatore name, and in three generations, they’d had earth, fire, air, and death magics.

“I’m trying to remember, but I’m not sure,” Scylla shrugged, and he tried not to be disappointed. “I asked Dr. Cranston if that mattered, and he said that your affinity could be any of them, it’s more common for parents and kids to have different affinities than to have the same. The same affinities would appear over generations more often, though. Anything you remember about what happened?”

“Just intense pressure, and a mossy green light.” He tried to focus on what exactly had happened, but the last he remembered was the truck headlights and thinking he was going to die. A flare of dark green light and then nothing until he woke up in the hospital.

“Dr. Cranston said the color of your magic would be a hint,” Scylla sounded more animated, more hopeful. Her phone beeped at her, and she checked it. “Crap. I’m going to be late if I don’t leave now. Do you want me to call in and stay with you?”

“I’ll be okay, Mom. Jameson should be here soon. Go to work. You’re still in the running for that promotion, right? Calling in will look bad.” She deserved that promotion and staying home when he was fine might hurt her chances.

“I think I could risk it, but I appreciate the thought, honey.” She stood and grabbed her stuff. “Call me if something happens, and please take a Lyft to work instead of walking. I don’t want another werewolf mugging to happen. Please text me if Jameson has any news on that front, okay?”

“I will, I promise,” he followed her to the door and hugged her goodbye. “Love ya.”

“Love you, too!”

He shut the door and listened to her start her car and then pull out of the driveway. He locked the door after thinking about it. A locked door that wasn’t sealed with a ward wouldn’t stop a werewolf if they wanted in, but it might slow them down long enough for him to get away. Moon Goddess knew he was in no shape magically to do a thing. He couldn’t even feel if he had magic.

Swearing under his breath, he pulled out his phone and searched for magical affinities based on colors. Might as well act like it was actually happening instead of sulking in his room. He needed to know before he went to college.

Head swimming with all the different affinities and the conjecture about what the colors meant and the numerous exceptions to the rules made him want to hurl his phone at the wall. He was still standing in the middle of the kitchen when he heard a car out on the street, and instead of passing by, it came to a stop and idled out front. Thinking it was Jameson, he went to the front door at a sprint, excited. He unlocked and then flung open the front door and stepped out on the stoop. Shielding his eyes, he squinted, confused.

A long black limo idled at the curb in front of his house, double-parked. The closest he ever got to a limo was during prom season, not that he ever had a date to prom—he always went stag and hung out with classmates then left before the stupid shit started. He’d graduated from high school the month before and had another month and change before college started.

Whoever it was in the limo must have seen him standing there staring, as the back door opened, and a short guy climbed out. The guy was hot for an older man—probably thirty or something. Jameson was twenty-four, but he was a werewolf, and they lived for a few centuries. Practitioners rarely made it past one-fifty. Longish dark brown hair, dark eyes, and a trim, athletic build—as much as Rael could tell due to the bulky, dark fisherman’s sweater the stranger was wearing, which meant he was one of those humans who were cold all the time or it was spelled to regulate temperate no matter the season. A whiff of magic was on the breeze, a hint of something metallic like copper or even blood, and a shiver of something intangible but powerful swished over Rael. Rael jumped, glaring around suspiciously, and the stranger’s brow rose in a high arch, his expression both smug and giving the impression he was trying not to laugh.

The stranger closed the door of the limo and went to the curb, and Rael, curious and somehow trusting that the practitioner wasn’t there to hurt him, went down the steps and the walkway to meet him. He stopped about six feet away, and they stared at each other. He was taller than the stranger by a few inches, and probably outweighed him by twenty pounds of muscle, but the shorter man carried himself like he could handle himself in a fight. Confident, chin up, shoulders back, arms and hands loose, eyes bright and seeming to take in everything around him. Rael was used to reading body language—werewolves had the same basic behaviors as mundane humans with some extras thrown on top due to their magical natures.

This man was dangerous, and he knew it, and he didn’t care if anyone else knew it too.

“Nice limo,” Rael said after a minute, for lack of anything else to say. He had no idea why this guy was hanging around in Southie, much less right in front of his house. The limo and the clothes and the way he held himself said money. Definitely Back Bay or Beacon Hill. “You lost?”

The stranger grinned, a quick flash of teeth that was definitely predatory, but not at all creepy.

“Not lost at all, though I was searching for someone,” he replied, and Rael pegged the posh influences despite his attempts to mask it. This guy was money.

“Was? That mean you find whoever you were looking for?” His heart thumped loud in his chest. There was no way.

“Just now, in fact.” The stranger tilted his head, then stepped forward a couple more feet and carefully lifted his hand. “My name is Angel Salvatore, and I have been looking for you since the night before last.”

Surprised by the gesture since practitioners rarely touched strangers, he accepted the hand and shook it before the name registered. Holy shitballs. Angel Salvatore.

Rael gaped and tried to find his body since he was sure he just died and his brain was flatlining in shock. This high-class retired twink was the most powerful and dangerous sorcerer on the East Coast—hell, probably the entire country, and he was looking for Rael.

“Breathe,” Angel teased, and he carefully squeezed Rael’s hand, helping to break him out of his shock.

Rael dropped his hand and wiped his palms nervously on his thighs. “What can I—fuck. Looking for me? Why?” he stuttered, hoping that made sense.

“Well,” Angel began, looking around the street casually before putting his hands in his pockets and rocking on his heels. “I was coming back from my family home, it’s along the coast to the south of here—and a little after midnight I sensed a sudden burst of magic, uncontrolled and explosive. I didn’t recognize the signature, but it was powerful, and it strongly reminded me of an instinctive reaction made by untrained practitioners.” Rael’s eyes went wide. Angel continued. “I’m a tutor—I train sorcerers in the more difficult high magics that aren’t taught in private academies and schools of magic. I know the signs of a breakout event in a young practitioner. My teaching partner and I asked around, and eventually we got pointed in this direction.”

Angel hooked a thumb over his shoulder in the direction of Athens Street. “I found where you blew up the truck. Checked with the cops, and they had an incident report saying a young man named Rael Morrow almost got hit by a truck and used magic to save himself.”

“Are the police…” Rael flushed, worried. His mom had been on the phone with the cops the day before, and he was worried he might be in trouble. She said it was okay, but he thought she just might be hiding things from him.

“You’re not in trouble,” Angel said. Rael slumped in relief. “You were close enough to a crosswalk, and the truck was speeding, so it’s being written off as an accident so neither you nor the driver are getting charged.”

Rael squinted suspiciously at Angel, thinking this guy must have done something to make it fall that way. Cops never did anything helpful for people in his neighborhood. Angel smiled innocently, and Rael called bullshit, but he wasn’t going to openly question it. Unless… “What do you want in exchange for making that go away? I have a boyfriend, and he’s an alpha in my pack.”

Shock, mirth, and something close to disgust all coalesced in Angel’s expression and then he was shaking his head, hands out. “No. Gross. No.” Angel pointed at Rael. “Get that nasty thought out of your head. I am not perving on you. I am very happily perving on my mate, thank you very much, and have no interest in sleezeballing high schoolers. Ew.”

Rael laughed. “College freshman, thank you.”

“Oh hey, good for you. Where at?”

“Harvard,” Rael answered a bit cockily, “I start next month.”

Angel gave him a slow smile. “Not bad.”

“What do you want?”

“Let’s talk inside. I promise you’re safe with me.”

Rael shrugged. “I’ll turn you into a chew toy if you try anything.” Rael managed to flash his upper fangs at Angel, who just quirked that doubting brow at him in reply.

Rael led the way to the house as Angel waved off the limo, the vehicle finally departing in a slow roll, clearing the narrow street. Rael checked for Jameson, who honestly ought to show up at any time, but there was no more traffic.

The house felt tiny when Angel followed him into the living room, and he had a minor mental freak out when Angel sat on the couch and looked around curiously. When was the last time they vacuumed? Rael went and sat on the loveseat that was older than he was, and stared at Angel.

“I’m gonna be rude and ask some private questions,” Angel started. “Your mom is a werewolf?”

That was private? That was about as public as anyone could get. “Yup.”

“Who’s your father? You’re a practitioner, so he must be as well, or at least with a family history of magic.”

Rael hesitated for a moment but figured it didn’t hurt anything. “Callum Redmayne. He died before I was born.”

Angel sat back in his seat. “That sucks, I’m sorry. Mine died a while ago, too.” His expression was thoughtful. “Redmayne, huh? Not an East Coast family. There is an old practitioner clan by the name of Redmayne out in San Francisco. If he’s listed on your birth certificate, you can see if he was born in San Francisco, might help narrow it down.”

“Mom says that he was a practitioner, but something of a family embarrassment. Something about how he didn’t use his magic. I got the impression he wasn’t strong enough for his family, so he left. I don’t know much more than that. Mom told me all this an hour ago.”

“If memory serves, that clan is lousy with earth and water mages,” Angel frowned. “She told you an hour ago? You didn’t know?”

Rael shook his head. “No clue. I thought he was a mundane human until the truck incident.” Rael sighed long and tired. “Alpha is gonna love this,” he grumbled.

“Who is your alpha?”

“Bertram Mercer.”

Angel grimaced. “Oh.”

“You know him?”

“No, but I’ve heard of him. One of the traditionalists, right? Not human friendly.”

“Yeah, I’m too human for him. He wants me out of my pack.”

“What? Why?”

Rael paused but then shrugged. He had nothing to hide. Everyone would know soon anyway. “I can’t transform, the most I can do is fangs, claws, and heightened senses. I’m strong, but I can’t transform fully. I’ve got the human form traits of werewolves, but that’s it. He said I was too human, and humans aren’t pack. Me having magic is just gonna make him kick me out sooner. Practitioners aren’t welcome either.”

Angel went from causally friendly to livid in a heartbeat, though he was composed. Rael could smell the anger rolling off Angel until it filled the room. Angel crossed his arms and asked, “Want me to kill him? I don’t mind killing bigots.”

“Please don’t,” Rael said, though he was cheered by the offer. “Thanks, though.”

Angel grumbled about convenient accidents and coincidental hellfire exposure and Rael snorted out a laugh. The scent of anger faded away. Angel gave him a tiny smile. “So, onto why I’m here. You need training or you’re going to hurt yourself or someone else.”

Rael blinked in surprise. “Um, okay. Yeah.” He didn’t disagree, but how to go about getting training was something he needed to figure out still, never mind how much it would cost.

“You’re too old for the schools, and most practitioner children get the basics from their families before schooling anyways. You haven’t had any training at all.”

That wasn’t a question, but Rael nodded anyway. “I was thinking maybe next semester at college?”

Angel shook his head. “College programs are built around students who already have the basics down, with experience in using their magics. Classes in college for practitioners are geared toward teaching students how to use their magic to assist in whatever their fields will be after graduation, all depending on their majors. You’ve already aged out of the state-funded programs for low income practitioner families, too. Having an adult breakout in both ability and affinity at the same time is rare enough that there’s no coverage for training.”

“I’m screwed, then?” Rael drooped. He was afraid Harvard wouldn’t take him once they learned he was untrained. His scholarship didn’t cover magic lessons.

Angel stared at him for a long moment. “I mentioned earlier what my job is, do you remember?”

Rael did not. All he really knew was that Angel Salvatore defeated the Macavoys in the Blood Wars and a bunch of people died. “You’re rich as fuck, everyone knows the Salvatores are loaded. You have a job?”

Angel snorted. “Even rich fucks get bored. I’m a high-magics tutor. I train youngsters once they graduate from the magic academies or need training that their families can’t provide. Usually my students come to me already trained in the fundamentals and I teach them the finer details, the rarer magics.”

“I bet you charge a shit ton, too. I’m on a full-ride scholarship. I can’t afford you.”

“Pro bono.” Angel declared, leaning forward. “I trained my little brother from the age of thirteen on. I’ve never taught a student from scratch before, but my teaching partner has, and Dame Fontaine is the best technical instructor I’ve ever met. Between the two of us, we’ll have you surpassing your peers in no time.”

“I…” Hope welled. “What about my classes?”

“We can work your sessions around your class schedule. Fall semester starts in five weeks. If you put the effort in, I can get you in control enough that you won’t be a danger to yourself or others by the time classes start.” Angel paused again. “You’re a sorcerer, Rael. One day something may happen, and you’ll reach instinctively for power to protect yourself, and you might reach for the veil. If that happens, it can kill you in moments if you don’t know what to do. Or you’ll kill someone else.”

It felt like he was doused in ice water. He knew next to nothing about magic, but he knew what the veil was, learned as much from his History of Magic classes in high school. Some magical barrier all living magic fell into once it outgrew this plane of existence—and it held all magical energy ever, from the dawn of time. The blood drained from his head and he got dizzy.

“Scared is good, Rael. Scared means you’ll think before you act. It’ll keep you cautious until you have control. Look at me,” Angel ordered, and Rael managed to drag his eyes up and meet Angel’s gaze head on. “I will teach you for free. All I ask for is diligence and an earnest effort to listen and learn. Will you let me help you?”

Rael nodded, thinking he better or his life could utterly collapse around his ears. “Yes, thank you.”

Angel didn’t say anything, just reached into a pocket, pulled out his wallet, and then leaned forward, giving Rael a card with shiny ink printed on thick, expensive card stock that gave Angel’s name, a phone number, and an address in Beacon Hill.

“That number is my cell, and the address is for my studio. Fourth floor above the University Bookstore. I got your number from the police report. I’ll call you after the full moon and we can discuss a training schedule. Call me if you need help, for any reason, before then.” Angel gave him a reassuring smile and then stood, prompting Rael to do the same. Angel held out his hand again, and when Rael took it, he felt a surge of something travel between their clasped hands. Angel tilted his head and hummed softly, as if listening to something only he could hear. “I wouldn’t leave if I thought your magic was an immediate danger—I think if you can avoid any life-threatening experiences in the next week or so, you’ll be alright until I can fit you in.” Angel paused, and his eyes went unfocused for a second before snapping back into focus. “Your affinity is active, too. Want to know what it is?”

“I…” He took a deep breath. “Yes, please.”

“Earth.”

Rael grinned wide. “Wicked cool.”


Chapter 8


“Angelus Salvatore? The Necromancer of Boston?” Jameson asked incredulously for the millionth time over the picked-clean wrappers from their late lunch.

“Yup,” Rael said, again, tapping the card from the necromancer in question where it rested on the table between them. Jameson picked it up and examined the card, even going so far as to sniff it.

“Wow,” Jameson pulled the card away from his nose. “Vampire, a scaled creature, maybe a lizard, and more magic than I’ve ever encountered. I had no idea death magic had a scent.”

“I can smell ozone and something like stones, a hint of blood. What’s the scaly thing?”

“No idea, but I really don’t want to find out.” Jameson gathered up the trash from the table and threw it away in the garbage under the sink. He leaned back on the counter and crossed his arms, and Rael was distracted by the way the fabric of his shirt stretched over thick muscles. “Are you going to take him up on his offer?”

Rael pointed to the counter by the door. “Mom left the list of resources from the doctor for magical instructors, and I googled all the programs. I can’t afford to pay anyone for even basic classes, and Salvatore is so out of reach he isn’t even listed on the resource sheet. I even called a few of those numbers and asked, and when I mentioned Salvatore every single person acted like I won the lottery. I don’t think turning him down is smart.”

Jameson nodded, lips tightening like he was trying not to say something.

“What?”

Jameson let out a hard sigh. “I could help you pay for lessons if you don’t want to go to Salvatore. Dangerous shit happens around that family a lot. I don’t want you hurt.”

“A werewolf tried to rip my head off a couple days ago, and I hadn’t even met Salvatore yet. I don’t think I’d be in any more danger as his student. I’d be able to defend myself without collapsing or destroying stuff.” He was too mature to roll his eyes, but he wanted to. “Plenty of practitioners are also doctors. Dr. Cranston is! I’m just starting a lot later in my training. Anyways, I get the impression Angel is the best at what he does. I want to be the best, too.”

“What about Harvard? Classes are going to be brutal.”

“He’s willing to help me around my classes,” Rael replied, and he shook his head when Jameson looked like he was going to ask another question. “I really want him to teach me.”

Jameson shut his mouth, then rubbed his face. “Sorry. It’s your choice. I’m just worried, and tense after my meeting with Bertram. I shouldn’t be projecting my bad mood.”

“Do you really think it’s one of the Lauders?” Rael stood and went to stand in front of Jameson, who reached out and pulled them together, and Rael flushed happily when strong arms wrapped around his waist. He slid his hands up Jameson’s chest, reveling in the warm, hard muscles under his fingers.

“Abigail hates you, Scylla, and me. I’m certain it’s either the brother or her father who tried to kill you. I’ll be able to parse the scents better in person at the pack run.”

Rael slid his hands around the back of Jameson’s neck, playing with the soft brown hair at the nape. Jameson smiled down at him, leaning down, and nosed along Rael’s jawline to his neck, scenting and breathing deep, soft lips leaving shivers along his skin. He gasped and pushed into their embrace.

Rael nuzzled into Jameson’s shoulder, breathing in, and his head swam from the delicious scents. Soap, cotton, a gentle hint of leather, and wolf. A strong wolf. A low growl echoed up from his throat and his fangs grew out from his jaws; he nipped along Jameson’s collarbone, cloth rending a tiny bit as he went. Rael leaned into Jameson hard, and a soft chuckle broke him out of his scent-induced daze.

Golden eyes full of heat made his belly tremble. He licked at his dry lips, all but panting, and fingers like steel gripped his chin and held him still, even as he wanted to crawl up Jameson’s body and devour him. He whined, needing, wanting, and Jameson holding him immobile was enough to make his human mind devolve into an incoherent, needy, howling creature.

Jameson pressed a soft kiss to his lips, brief and teasing. Rael growled, tugging and yanking on Jameson’s shoulders. He wanted skin and hot flesh under his mouth, his hands.

“Rael!”

He blinked and shook his head, arousal easing back. Jameson was a mess, hair and clothes askew from Rael’s hands. He blushed and looked down. “Hey now, none of that,” Jameson put a finger under his chin and lifted Rael’s head so they could look at each other. “I want nothing more than to carry you to bed and spend days exploring each other, but I also want to get to know you, and for you to know me. I want this courtship to work.”

“No sex?” Rael whined, and hated how young and needy he sounded.

Jameson cupped his face with his big, warm hands and Rael leaned into the touch. “Yes, to sex, just maybe not the same week you agreed to the courtship. I don’t think we have any trouble with chemistry. Let’s see if our lives are compatible first. How does that sound to you?”

Rael slowly pulled back from Jameson and went about straightening his own clothes, running a hand through his hair. “Okay. I’ll try not to spontaneously combust. How are we going to determine if our lives are compatible?”

“Well, I was thinking some dates, long conversations, a few stolen kisses here and there,” Jameson gave him another quick kiss and Rael couldn’t stop the goofy smile on his face if he tried. “How about I take you to work tonight and pick you up? I have to get to the office for a few hours, but I’ll be back before you need to go to work.”

Taking the opportunity that offer provided, Rael had another idea. “Since I have no idea what you do or where your company is, can I tag along? If that’s okay.”

“You want to see my company?” Jameson appeared to be both surprised and pleased.

“If you’re serious about mating with me, I think I kinda need to know what you do?” Rael bit his lip. “Make sense? I’m sorry I don’t know what you do, I never wanted to ask and seem like an idiot for not knowing or come across as a stalker or…” A kiss pressed firmly to his lips interrupted his ramble.

Jameson pulled back and grinned. “I would love for you to come and see the company.”
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Jameson was nervous, and he hoped Rael would find his work interesting, and not horribly boring. Jameson had tried dating a few times, outside the pack, and every time the person he was dating found Jameson’s business to be dull and boring, a couple even pressuring him to leave the daily running of it to someone else so he could spend more time with them. He wasn’t averse to delegating, but simply being a hands-off owner and wasting his degrees was something he wasn’t interested in doing.

Hand in hand, he led Rael into the lobby of Moon-Called Consulting. Half of his employees were pack members from the Southside Pack, but the rest were a variety of mundane humans, practitioners, and other supernatural species. Jameson took a deep breath and gestured to the reception desk, where the company’s logo of a silver full moon coming out from behind cloud cover with MCC etched into the moon’s surface hung on the wall.

“Moon-Called Consulting is a company geared toward helping supernatural charities and non-profits run effectively, efficiently, and with transparency. We have marketing and advertising specialists, fundraising campaign managers, networking and merchandising analysts and support staffing, and social media managers and specialists. Next up, I’m working on expanding the accounting division of MCC so that we can help start-up non-profits until they get big enough to have their own accounting departments. Right now, we have nearly a dozen major account clients, and if we get any more, I’m thinking about expanding the company.”

Phones rang quietly within the inner reaches of the building, murmurs of people talking, the rustle of feet moving over carpets and hardwood floors—the bustle of a busy company, and the overall hum of contented employees. One benefit to having heightened senses was he could generally tell if his people were unhappy, and he made sure to pay them all well, with decent hours, and a benefits package that put comparable positions at other companies to shame.

Rael gazed at the emblem hanging over the wall, and his brilliant smile full of incredulity and something like pride warmed Jameson’s chest. Rael turned to him and threw his arms around Jameson’s neck and hugged him tightly before pulling back and pressing a kiss to his cheek. “You’re amazing and awesome and I had no idea you were doing something so…so…so…”

“Boring?” Jameson supplied with a barely concealed flinch.

“No.” Rael glared at him. “Fucking cool as hell and important.”

He stared at Rael for a long moment, not at all prepared for the vehemence from the younger man. “Really? The last person I dated thought this was all boring and expected me to be a billionaire who could spend all day spoiling them rotten while someone else ran the business.”

“I’m glad your taste in boyfriends has improved.” Rael grinned. “Now, show me around and introduce me to people.”

Jameson knew how he felt about Rael. Falling in love for him had been a quiet, easy glide into adoration for Rael’s stubbornness, pride, and determination to survive in a hostile pack environment. Rael cared about other people, and his drive to become a doctor was something Jameson admired in someone who would live for centuries—Rael knew what he wanted, worked hard for it, and got himself into Harvard on his own merits. What wasn’t to love? His heart was already there, but seeing Rael’s earnest support and admiration for him and the company that was Jameson’s own dream—he tumbled even deeper and marveled at the depths love could go. He didn’t know it was possible to love another person so damn much.

Jameson leaned down and hugged Rael, pressing his face into Rael’s neck, breathing him in. Rael hugged him back, and he vowed to make sure this courtship worked. Taking Rael and his support for granted was never going to happen.
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Rael was sprawled out on his back on the long leather couch in Jameson’s office, and Jameson was finding it impossible to focus for long on anything else except the beautiful young man in his space. His office door was open, but the couch was out of sight from anyone walking by, and Jameson was selfishly glad, in a primitive manner he was finding hard to banish, that no one else got to see Rael looking so relaxed and happy. Rael was scrolling on his phone idly, though he didn’t appear to be bored—he seemed happy to be present and not demanding of Jameson’s attention. Rael had greeted his staff and employees warmly and with a quiet respect that left Jameson in awe and thinking that he didn’t know Rael as well as he thought. Rael was indeed young, but mature where it mattered.

He sat at his desk, the windows overlooking the street to the right, the door to rest of the main floor to his left, and Rael an unobscured masterpiece of sexiness and eye-catching beauty in the middle. He stifled a lovesick sigh before it escaped. The pile of contracts sitting in front of him needed to be thoroughly examined before he gave his final approval. With one last, thorough glance, Jameson forced himself to pay attention to the paperwork in front of him and not the sexy man he wanted to claim right then and there.

An hour passed in quiet companionship, and Jameson set aside the last contract with his notes written in the margins and leaned back in his chair, smiling when he saw that Rael was asleep. His phone was resting on his chest, hands relaxed, chest rising in slow, deep breaths, face free of stress and worry. Rael no longer moved as if he were in pain, the blow to his ribs having healed swiftly. A practitioner he might now be, but Rael was still blessed with a werewolf’s rapid healing and resiliency.

Jameson quietly stood and gathered up the contracts, checking the time. The office closed at five every evening, and he had about an hour to go. Rael slept undisturbed, and Jameson tread carefully out the door and went to his executive assistant’s desk.

“Jameson, all set to go?” Miles asked, hands already reaching for the contracts. “I’ll get these down to Legal before they close up for the day.”

“Please let them know that tomorrow is early enough. No need to stay late.” Miles merely yanked the contracts out of his hands and headed for the elevators, full of energy and casting off sparkles of faerie light as he went. The sparks were bright yellow and green, and a hint of mint hovered in the air in his wake. Miles was fae, a brownie, though very young for his species, only forty years old, and yet he kept Jameson in line and on schedule with the skillset of a thousand-year-old taskmaster. Miles loved nothing more than taking charge and making things run smoothly, and Jameson suspected it was less a species trait and entirely a Miles thing.

“Goodnight!” Jameson called after his assistant, who waved a hand in response before disappearing around the corner.

The workday was winding down, and the office was growing steadily quieter as people tidied up and left. Jameson went back to his office and checked to make sure he had the afternoon of the pack run cleared, and then shut down his laptop and locked his desk. Rael slept on, and Jameson hated to wake him, but he figured Rael would appreciate getting some food in him before he started his shift.

Kneeling next to the couch, Jameson ran a hand through Rael’s dark silky hair. Rael sighed and rolled toward Jameson, face burrowing into the cushion. Recovered from his injuries and overexertion he may be, but he was still stressed out and facing difficulties on too many fronts—pack, personal life, his uncertain future. He wanted to let Rael sleep, but Rael would be upset if he was late for work. The temptation to support Rael financially was strong, but Rael worked hard for everything he had, and Jameson did not want to step on Rael’s pride by offering. Maybe if the courtship was successful and they mated, Rael would be more inclined to accept help. Jameson could hope.

“Sweetheart,” Jameson murmured, hoping to ease Rael awake so as not to startle him. Rubbing Rael’s shoulder, his breath stalled when brilliant blue eyes slowly blinked open, their depths warming as Rael woke. “Hey.”

“Hey,” Rael breathed out, then sat up just enough for their lips to meet. The kiss was languid and sweet, stealing Jameson’s resolve to get Rael to work on time.

Rael pushed into the kiss, tongue inquisitive and daring, and Jameson let Rael in, their hands tugging and pulling, and Rael slid from the couch to land with a giggle on Jameson’s lap. Senses full of Rael, Jameson growled low and gently nipped along Rael’s jaw and down the side of his neck, breathing in deep and wishing he could bite. There was some reason they shouldn’t keep going but he was damned if he could remember.

An alarm blared from Rael’s forgotten phone, breaking them apart, and Rael groaned and scrambled for the device, fingers fumbling, eventually turning off the reminder. Rael grumbled under his breath. “I really need to go to work but I want to finish what we were doing.”

“I know,” Jameson said on a sigh, and gently disentangled them, helping Rael to his feet. “I’m done for the day, so how about we grab something to eat on the way to dropping you off for work.”

“Are you spoiling me?” Rael asked, suspicion coloring his tone.

“Yes, yes I am.” He would do it for centuries if Rael let him.

“Okay, that’s fine,” Rael quipped with a bright smile.

He couldn’t help the grin or the happiness that welled up from the center of his chest. Jameson led Rael from his office, locking the door behind him. The security company that covered the building would do routine sweeps as soon as the official day was over. The building was located in the Financial District on Pearl Street, and Jameson’s office had a limited view of the south side of Leventhal Park. It was an arrow-shaped wedge of green in the district, surrounded by concrete and glass high-rises.

They left the office and crossed the intersection of Pearl and Franklin, heading for the glass-covered entrance to the Post Office Square public parking lot under the greenspace. The late afternoon sun was bright and warm, and the air was heavy with exhaust from traffic and the heat-drenched scents of flowers planted along the sidewalk. Bees zipped by from flower to flower, and birds scolded from the tree branches high overhead. Rael slipped his hand into Jameson’s, and they entered the glass structure. The roaring air conditioning pushing up the escalators made it damn near frigid, but it felt good after the heat of the summer sun on the streets above.

They got on the escalator and headed down, Rael leaning into his side. It was a steep ride down, and Jameson took the chance to cuddle Rael. He was heartened to see Rael losing the shyness he always exhibited whenever they were near each other, each interaction growing more natural and relaxed.

“Are you up to going on the pack run?” he asked quietly as they neared the bottom of the escalator at the Lobby Level.

Rael shrugged. “I kinda want to stay home, since I won’t actually be able to run with the pack. I always end up feeling bad for Mom, who cuts her runtime short to hang out with me and the younger kids at the BBQ area. Are you going?”

“Required attendance.” For now, at least. Jameson was less inclined to remain in the Southside Pack with each passing day. “Abigail’s family will be present, according to Bertram. I’d like to know if either her father or her brother are the wolf who attacked you.”

The parking structure was busy, the end of the workday meaning people and vehicles were moving all around. They got off the escalator on the Lobby Level and then they stomped down the stairs to the next level. The staircase was wide and the sounds of rush hour loud in the confined concrete space until they hit the landing for Level One.

“What are you going to do if my attacker is one of them?” Rael asked as they headed down the nearest row of cars to where Jameson had parked earlier. Echoes boomed throughout the space, the hum of engines and tires over pavement a constant background noise. It was well lit and ventilated, but his heightened senses were not much of a boon in the current environment.

“I’ll confront them and drag them before Bertram. If Bertram refuses to act with impartiality or it comes to light that he condoned the attack, I will challenge whoever I need to in order to get justice.”

They reached his car and Rael left his side to walk around to the passenger door as Jameson unlocked the doors with the fob. Rael paused and frowned at him over the roof of the car. “Abigail hates me and my mom. What if she put someone up to it? You can’t challenge her, she’s pregnant.”

“I think that might be the case, honestly,” Jameson rested his forearms on the car roof. “I interceded and kept you from getting booted out, and I bet Abigail was counting on Scylla leaving with you. No one was expecting me to get involved. If it turns out Abigail is responsible, then I’ll voice my complaints, beat the fuck outta the patsy she had attack you, then leave the pack with you and Scylla. We can figure things out easily enough on our own.”

“Easy for you, maybe! Moving packs means money, and…” Rael went to open the door and stopped, shocked. His face went pale and he stumbled back from the car.

“Rael? What is it?” he asked as he rounded the front of the car and came to a stop beside Rael, who pointed at the passenger door.

Five deep rends in the metal of the door panel ran from the side mirror all the way back to the handle. Some gray strands of fur and smears of blood remained from the metal cutting whoever had vandalized the car. The blood was just beginning to dry, and the fool who did the damage left behind evidence. The mirrored finish was covered in prints and failed attempts, like whoever did it had to figure out how to transform enough to gouge that deeply into the metal without drawing too much attention to themselves, and it took them too long.

Jameson lifted his head and surveyed the area, keeping Rael behind him, the minivan parked next to the BMW at their backs. “Jameson?”

“They might still be here.” He took his time, trying to listen, but whoever did it picked a good time to fuck up his car. Scents were cloudy from exhaust and the chemicals used in the car wash area. “Dammit. Keep an eye on the area, I’m calling the cops.”

“Shit, Jameson, I’m so sorry,” Rael said, misery thick in his words.

“I think this is about both of us now, and not just you,” Jameson said, one hand on Rael’s hip as the younger man clung to him, forlorn, and with his free hand he dialed the manager’s office number for the parking structure. Thankfully, he knew the number by heart since his employees all parked there. It was staffed 24/7, and surveillance cameras were everywhere, so they might have caught the vandalism on video. Once the call connected, he told the staff on duty where he was parked and what happened, and the staffer said they would call the police for him. He hung up and went back to keeping an eye on their surroundings. “Damn. I can’t get a scent, can you?”

Rael slipped out from behind him and leaned down to sniff at the damage. He jerked back and sneezed. “Ugh, gross. Don’t recognize them, but it’s the same werewolf who attacked me the other night. I think I smelled Abigail, though.”

Brow arching, Jameson leaned down and took a brief inhale through his nose. Scents flooded his head, and he wiped at his face as he straightened. “I think I can confirm it was someone who was with Abigail recently. The scent is close to hers, so probably a relative.” He picked a tiny puff of dark gray fur off the sharp edge of one of the rends and held it to his nose. He got hints of anger, frustration, and the same musk belonging to the werewolf he faced down on Athens Street. And definitely a hint of Abigail—her scent was stronger with the pregnancy. She wasn’t the one to do it, but she knew who did. He would bet anything that it was one of the Lauders.

A white security car with yellow flashing lights pulled up behind the BMW, and a guard and a staff member got out and approached. Jameson tucked the fur into his pocket and went to meet them, thinking Rael was about to be late for work.


Chapter 9


“Mom, I think I’m just gonna leave the pack,” Rael said over the phone, making sure the stockroom door was locked as he helped Saoirse close the shop down. He was almost late for his shift, but Jameson thankfully got him a Lyft to work while the BMW was towed to the shop after the police cleared the vehicle. “Jameson is getting shit from Abigail and I bet Mercer knows what’s going on and is using her family to do what he’s too cowardly to do on his own. Jameson scares Mercer—always has.”

Scylla was on break at the hospital, and her worry was loud in his ear. “Honey, be careful saying that stuff aloud. You don’t know who is listening. I don’t want Mercer hurting you. I can’t protect you if I’m at work.”

“Mom,” he tried not to whine, wishing she didn’t make him feel both loved and unable to defend himself. Of course, he couldn’t, not against an alpha werewolf, but still. “Don’t worry about me. Jameson is here. He got a rental. And I think Saoirse could handle an alpha.”

“Mercer is a bastard and not trustworthy. He won’t come alone if he decides to punish any of us.”

“Then you need to be careful, too.”

He shut off the bathroom light, checked the fire door that opened into the rear alley, and then turned off the hallway light as he headed toward the front of the shop. Saoirse was at the register, putting money in a dark blue deposit bag and locking it. Jameson lounged in a chair in the waiting area, thumbing through a binder full of photographs of tattoos.

“Mom, we’re closing up. I’ll see ya tomorrow morning,” Rael said.

“Be careful! Have a good night.” Scylla hung up and he tucked his phone into his pocket.

“Scylla unhappy?” Jameson asked as he stood and returned the binder to its spot by the register. Saoirse locked the cabinets under the register and powered everything down, leaving the security system running, which she armed while grabbing her keys and gesturing to the front door.

“Yeah, Mom thinks we need to be careful. She thinks your uncle is gonna attack us directly at this point if he thinks we’re conspiring or something,” Rael ushered Jameson out in front of him with Saoirse bringing up the rear. She locked the door and then waited to hear the double beep of the system engaging. “I told her I want to leave the pack.”

Rael looked up at Jameson, worried how he would react. Jameson put a warm hand on the back of Rael’s neck and squeezed. “If that’s what you want, we can make that happen.”

“I’d feel a whole lot better leaving on my own terms instead of letting Bertram kick me out, or letting Abigail continue to fuck with us over this. Most of the pack is full of shitty people happy to follow Bertram’s example. And it’s a shitty example to follow.”

“Then we leave,” Jameson said quietly, pressing a kiss to Rael’s forehead, and Rael sighed happily, leaning into Jameson.

“Goddess almighty, you two are excruciatingly adorable,” Saoirse sniffled dramatically before cackling, spinning her keys around her finger. “It’s late. Go home.”

“Want a lift home?” Jameson asked, tilting his head toward the rental parked in front of the shop.

“I’ll be fine,” Saoirse grinned. She flicked her keys one more time, and with a flash of silver, a long dagger appeared in her hand, the blade catching the light. Another flick, and she went back to holding her keys. “Get home. Rael, I’ll text next week’s schedule to you.”

“Yeah, see ya.” He waved, and Saoirse walked off into the shadows.

Jameson watched until she was completely lost in the night. “I keep forgetting fae can do that.”

“What? Glamour? Yeah, I think she’s armed all the time. I stopped trying to see through it a couple years ago, though if I know what weapon she has I can see it if I concentrate.”

“How long have you worked for her?” Jameson unlocked the rental and they both got in, Jameson checking the street in both directions before he shut his door and turned on the car.

“Started after I turned sixteen, so two years,” Rael said as he clicked his seat belt. The headlights came on, and he grabbed at Jameson’s arm when the lights reflected off a car parked several spots away on the curb. He sighed, embarrassed.

“Sorry, I thought for a second that I saw eyes reflecting the light,” Rael’s face burned, and he tried to pull away from Jameson, but his hand was held in a firm grip.

“It’s okay. I’ve been on edge all night, too.” Jameson kissed his knuckles and Rael looked at him, catching a hint of a smile in the shadows. “Let’s get you home.”

The drive was short, the streets deserted, and soon enough they were pulling up outside Rael’s house. The lights were off, Scylla still at the hospital.

“When is Scylla due back?” Jameson asked.

“She should be home in a couple hours,” Rael answered after looking at the clock. “I usually grab a snack then go to bed.” He paused, thinking about it. Jameson didn’t seem in a hurry to leave and Rael didn’t want to be alone. He decided to take the risk. “Or I could grab my toothbrush and a change of clothes, and you can take me home with you.”

The look he got from Jameson was scorching, his grin entirely predatory, and Rael shivered in his seat. “Sounds like a plan. I’ll come in with you.”

Rael looked back at the house and frowned. The exterior light over the front door was on, and there was a dim glow through the curtains from a light left on in the kitchen, but that was it—he saw nothing, but he knew better than to trust only his eyes. His instincts were on high alert, and the thought of going into the house kept him in his seat.

“We can just go to my place. I have a new toothbrush you can use, and we can wash your clothes.”

“Yeah, let’s do that,” Rael replied quietly. The house suddenly looked ominous cloaked in shadows, nebulous threats hiding where childhood memories of love and comfort once lived. “Take me home, Jameson.”

Without hesitation, Jameson drove away from Rael’s house, and took them west.
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The apartment was not what Rael had been expecting. Jameson’s place was open and airy, the tall windows overlooking the intersection below, streetlamps the only illumination coming through the glass. It was on the third floor of a pricey apartment building on the southern edge where Back Bay met Columbus, the area bisected by I-90 just to the north. The brownstone townhouse on the corner lucked out and had multiple vantages, providing more than a frontal view of the facing street, letting Rael see a few blocks down each street on the intersection. Brownstones as far as the eye could see, pops of color from flower boxes and in flags hanging from windows. Jameson had a wrought-iron balcony along the side of the apartment not facing the front door, big enough for a few people to walk out and look down on the street below. A Pride flag hung from the balcony rails, gently ruffling with the light breeze.

Low-slung dark brown leather couches surrounded a huge coffee table sporting a few short stacks of folders and some scattered pens, a forgotten coffee mug next to the folders. The couches were under the windows in the corner, and to the right, a bar and island combo separated the kitchen from the rest of the apartment, the counters bare but for a pod coffeemaker and an empty takeout bag. Glass-fronted cabinets revealed a few plates and bowls, a couple mugs. Hardwood floors gleamed a rich mahogany and his footsteps echoed softly as Rael walked into the center of the living room and gazed off down the single hallway leading deeper into Jameson’s apartment.

He could hear Jameson down the hall, and a light came on through a doorway, the sound of running water echoing faintly. Rael smiled, and with his belly growing tight and his heart racing, he turned away from the view and headed down the hallway.

He assumed it was the guest bathroom, as Jameson was digging in a small closet for towels, a couple small bottles of toiletries in his hand already. Jameson saw him in the doorway and gave him a huge grin, speaking hurriedly as he gestured at the running shower, steam just starting to rise from the tiles. “The water in the guest bathroom needs a minute or two to get hot so I started it for you.” He put towels on the wall rack beside the shower stall door, then handed Rael the small bottles.

Rael set them carefully on the edge of the sink. Jameson stared at him as he reached down and pulled his shirt up over his head and tossed it aside. The intense visual examination from head to toes that Jameson gave him made him flush, fingers shaking the tiniest amount as he unsnapped the button at his waistband.

“Rael, you don’t have to…” Jameson protested, and Rael smiled. He unzipped the fly of his jeans and pushed them down past his thighs, boxer briefs following. Jameson came to him, hot fingertips gently grazing over his hipbones, featherlight and scorching.

“I want to.” Rael tipped his chin back as Jameson leaned down, and their lips met in an open-mouthed kiss, slow and wet. Rael pulled back to breathe, Jameson’s eyes golden and fiery with arousal. Rael whispered against Jameson’s lips. “Get naked.”

Hands and arms bumping into each other, Jameson and Rael struggled to get their clothes off while they kissed, each tilt of their heads and sweep of their tongues becoming more frantic, desperate. Rael tried to kick off his pants, hampered by his shoes, and he pulled back from the kiss with a laugh.

Jameson knelt at his feet, and with a sure, quick grip, tugged off Rael’s shoes one by one, tossing them aside to thump into the wall. Steam filled the air as Jameson stared up at him, and Rael shivered as heat coiled and unfurled low in his belly, muscles taut, breath ragged.

Warm fingers pulled away his socks, and caressed his ankles, then carefully slid higher, rubbing gently over calf muscles, the hairs on his legs rising, tingles left in the wake of Jameson’s touch.

Rael found it impossible to take his gaze away from Jameson, for once not worried about what Jameson was thinking or feeling. The heat in his golden eyes was unmistakable. The reverence in his touch was invigorating. The slide of hands over his knees and slowly up his thighs made his heart skip in his chest, breath stalling. Jameson was tall enough that even kneeling at Rael’s feet, his head was level with Rael’s sternum, and he leaned forward, gently placing a soft kiss just above Rael’s navel. Rael sucked in a harsh breath, his own hands coming forward, carding through thick golden-brown strands, so soft and silky. Jameson trailed kisses across his belly, and while an incredibly hard and insistent part of his anatomy wanted Jameson’s mouth to move south, Rael was relieved and reassured when Jameson continued to kiss upward along Rael’s chest.

Hands gripped his hips and Jameson stood in one long, smooth movement, graceful even though he was huge. His admiration impossible to hide, Rael let Jameson carefully tug him forward and into the shower. The spray was hot, steam rising from the floor tiles. Jameson stood under the spray and blocked the hot water, pulling Rael to him, and Rael closed his eyes, every fiber of his being focused on how Jameson felt, naked and hard and hot against his abdomen. His own cock was pressed unabashedly to a rock-hard, thick thigh, and he whimpered in amazed joy at the novel sensations.

Slippery fingers glided over his back and shoulders, suds running down in rivulets, and he leaned into each stroke, each touch, pushing back even while clinging to wide shoulders, pulling Jameson closer. A throaty chuckle made him lift his head, eyes blinking open from a haze of thought-obliterating lust. Lips caressed the shell of his ear. “Let’s get clean first, then we can get to bed.”

Rael nuzzled along a chiseled jaw, nipping and kissing scruffy flesh, the taste of Jameson on his tongue, a small growl inching up from his chest. “Bed.” He nipped Jameson’s chin and suddenly his mouth was taken in a deep, dominating kiss and he growled again, encouraging more. They broke apart, panting, and Rael could feel his fangs and claws, eyes hot, surely glowing that bright blue that Jameson appreciated so much he spent a fortune on a gem to match them. The same gem that hung still from Rael’s neck, dripping with water, and Rael recalled enough sense to lean back, keeping the silver from touching Jameson’s skin. “Alpha. Bed. Now.”

Each word was a growl, and Jameson heeded them, angling the shower head to wash away the soap from their bodies, and Rael wondered how out of it he was if he couldn’t recall Jameson cleaning them both. He didn’t care all that much, though—he wanted Jameson’s hands back on him, immediately.

The water cut off and Jameson lifted him with one powerful arm, and Rael wrapped his arms and legs around Jameson tightly as he could. Jameson knocked the shower door open, and he carried Rael from the bathroom, both of them dripping water in their wake, the air in the hallway cold, the contrast to wet, hot skin electrifying.

The rest of Jameson’s apartment passed in a swift blur, and they landed on a soft surface with a bounce, Rael under Jameson. He tightened his legs around Jameson’s lean waist and rolled his hips up, hands tugging and gripping muscled shoulders. Jameson chuckled, the sound morphing into a deep growl, and clawed hands held him down, pressing him into the bedding. He whined, needing more. “Jameson,” he breathed out, fangs making the alpha’s name rougher than he intended, but Jameson responded exactly as he needed him to—mouth taking his, heavy torso holding him in place, hips rubbing so their cocks brushed, and sensations exploded through Rael’s nerves.

Gold eyes glowed in the darkness of the bedroom, and Rael wanted to feel those eyes on him forever. The gaze of a predator, which made his nerves thrill and squirm to escape, and a conflicting desire to bite and be bitten hit him. Flight and fight and fuck.

A big hand grabbed his cock and stroked, and he thrust his hips upward into the touch. A thumb rubbed the slit at the head, gently revealing the crown as the foreskin receded. Tightening his legs around Jameson, Rael tugged insistently on silken strands of hair and gripped Jameson’s head, pulling their lips together, the kiss deep and drugging.

He whined into the mouth over his as that big hand squeezed and stroked, and then his whole world exploded when the grip changed, and the long, thick length of Jameson was pressed alongside his cock. Jameson stroked them both, and he panted and bit the lush bottom lip of the alpha torturing him.

Jameson growled quietly, a deep sound that pulled at half-formed instincts that yearned to answer from deep within Rael’s spirit. He wanted to come, his orgasm gathering at the edges of his body and yet it wasn’t enough. He wanted, needed, more.

Rael slid a hand down between them, their kiss full of teeth and tongue, and found where Jameson stroked them both, adding his hand to the mix. Jameson slid his other arm under and around Rael’s shoulders and held him tightly, unrelenting in his touch and kiss. Rael gasped at the heat he found beneath silky skin when he slid his fingers around the base of Jameson’s cock, then downward to gently pull on heavy balls.

“Sweetheart,” Jameson growled in his ear after breaking from the kiss, hips thrusting hard before he reined himself in. “Tell me what you want.”

“Come all over me,” Rael whispered brokenly, pushing his hips up, wanting more friction.

“Anything you want,” Jameson promised, and nudged Rael’s hand away.

Rael grabbed Jameson’s shoulders and held on tightly. That big hand wrapped around their cocks gripped harder, tighter, and that damned thumb rubbing the crown slicked by precum made Rael squirm. Teeth gripped the side of his neck and suction left him gasping, and the rolling destruction of his orgasm exploded inwards, unraveling him down to his bones. Cum spurted over his stomach, and Rael keened, arching his head back into the bedding, and Jameson’s huge frame stilled and grew taut, a growl rending the air, full of primal satisfaction. Jameson came in long spurts over Rael’s belly and up toward his pecs, hot lines marking their mutual pleasure.

Breathing hard, Rael went limp, legs falling wide, shaking, and he jerked as Jameson gently released his grip on their cocks. He gathered Jameson to him, encouraging the bigger man to rest on top of him, his weight holding Rael together. Sweat-slicked skin under his fingers shivered as Rael trailed his fingers over the hard muscles and long lines of Jameson’s back and shoulders, glorying in the ability to touch as much as he wanted.

Kisses along his neck sent a ripple down his spine and Rael laughed, breathless. He felt Jameson smile against his neck, another kiss making him giggle. He slapped a hand over his mouth and tried to wiggle away, and Jameson lifted his head to reveal a massive smile, eyes glinting. “Ticklish?”

“Not usually,” Rael said through a grin, too tired to squirm anymore.

“Just after sex, huh?” Jameson pecked a tiny kiss to the tip of Rael’s nose. “Good to know.”

“No, no tickling,” Rael whined, getting a devilish wink in response.

“Be right back, just relax.” Jameson rolled off of Rael and left the bed, heading for a darkened doorway off to the side, and Rael figured it was the en suite bathroom when he heard water running. Jameson came back, and Rael flushed at the sight of a naked Jameson prowling back toward the bed. Long legs and arms, broad shoulders, a six-pack, and hard thighs. A thick, uncut cock and a neatly trimmed groin clearly visible in the light from the street and Rael felt his body stir in response.

A cold washcloth swiped at the sticky mess on his stomach and Rael jumped, making Jameson wince. “Sorry, but neither of us want to be stuck to the sheets in the morning.” He finished and then tossed the washcloth across the room, and Rael thought he heard it hit a wall, and he burst out laughing, arms lifting to Jameson to encourage him back to bed.

Grinning, Jameson yanked at the blankets, and Rael climbed under them and then wasted no time slipping into Jameson’s arms when he joined him. He snuggled into powerful arms, legs entwined, and pressed his nose to warm skin and hard muscle. Sated, happy, and smiling, Rael sighed contentedly when a kiss landed in his hair. Jameson held him securely, and the steady thump of the alpha’s heart followed him into sleep.


Chapter 10


Waking up in Jameson’s bed was better than he ever dreamed it might be—especially since Jameson was still in it, wrapped around him like he feared in sleep that Rael would slip away.

Rael was warm and happy, and for once didn’t feel like he was still in need of hours’ worth of sleep just to crawl out of bed. He was not a morning person at all, but he felt like he’d gotten meaningful rest after having sex.

His face went hot and he buried his nose in the pillow they shared. Jameson mumbled in his sleep and his arms tightened around Rael. Sunlight fell over the bed, bright and inescapable, and Rael was wide awake, despite the enticing lassitude of a soft bed and his lover’s warm body.

He had to pee. Grumbling about inconvenient bodily functions, he slid down a bit until he was out from under most of Jameson’s bulk, and after a slow breath, Jameson let him go enough that he could climb awkwardly out of bed. The entire room smelled like Jameson, not at all unpleasant, and a part of him relaxed even more, content to be in his alpha’s personal space.

Thinking of Jameson as his alpha made his heart jump.

He made sure Jameson was still covered so he didn’t get cold and went to the attached bathroom. He took care of his bladder and found a new toothbrush under the sink. He brushed his teeth and flicked on the light, only to wince at the mess made from sleeping with wet hair. He rinsed his mouth out and wet his hands, running fingers through the chaotic strands, thinking he might need to take another shower, but a part of him was deeply reluctant to wash away Jameson’s scent.

“Rael?”

Jameson sounded sleepy and grumpy and Rael smiled wide, going to the bathroom door. He forgot he was naked right up until brown eyes went liquid gold, taking him in from his hastily straightened hair down to his bare feet. He barely kept his hands from covering his groin, but when Jameson got out of bed, just as naked and half-hard, Rael absolutely forgot about being shy and stared wide-eyed at the sexy predator with hunger in his gaze.

“Good morning,” Jameson said as he slid one hand around Rael’s hip and buried the other in his hair before pressing a kiss to his mouth. Rael went limp and reached for Jameson, murmuring in approval as the hand on his hip went to his ass and squeezed.

“Good morning,” Rael gasped out, going up on his toes when Jameson tilted his head to the side with the grip he had in his hair and nibbled along the exposed flesh from just below his ear to his shoulder. “You’re frisky in the morning, huh?”

“Just for you,” Jameson promised as he gave Rael’s shoulder a smacking kiss. “Been up long?” His alpha let him go and headed for the bathroom, and Rael blushed when Jameson went for the toilet. They were pack and such things were natural but being so easily accepted into Jameson’s personal space was pushing him past every imagined hiccup he’d worried about with getting into a relationship with the alpha. Jameson acted like Rael belonged and that made his heart beat harder and skip, and his skin tingle in excitement and happiness.

He scrounged around for his clothing, not finding any of it, then he recalled with sheepish pride that it was all in the other bathroom down the hall. He found his boxer briefs and clothing, bundling it all up, and went back to the bedroom just as Jameson exited the bathroom. Jameson grinned, a sexy expression that made Rael want to drop everything and jump him.

“Let’s get your clothes washed, then I’ll make you breakfast.”

Just as easy as that he found himself wearing a pair of sweats that he had to tie off extra tight since they belonged to Jameson, and he was sitting at the bar/island watching as Jameson cooked. The alpha was chopping away while a cast iron skillet sizzled on the range, and the smell of mushrooms and sausage cooking made his mouth water. “Onions in your omelet?”

“Yes, please,” he answered, almost regretting it if he wanted to get more kisses later. “If you’re having some.”

“I am,” and Jameson stopped his heart with a swift wink. He tossed chopped onions in the skillet, then went to the coffee maker and retrieved the freshly brewed mug and handed it across the island to Rael. He took the mug and reached for the cold steel pitcher of cream but stopped.

He hadn’t had a wolfsbane tonic in days. Not since the first one, and he hadn’t felt the joint aches or the sharp pains he usually experienced in the lead up to the full moon.

“Rael? You okay?”

He blinked and met Jameson’s concerned gaze. “I haven’t had any wolfsbane in days.”

Jameson put down the knife. “Do you need it? I can take you to the apothecary nearby and get some.” Jameson looked ready to turn off the stove and hop in the car and go. Rael shook his head.

“I don’t need it.” He flexed his fingers, and stretched his arms out, rolling his shoulders slowly, waiting for the pain to start, but nothing happened. “For a year I’ve needed the tonics, every full moon week.”

“No pain?”

“None.” A grin came out and he wanted to jump around and scream but restrained himself to reaching for the creamer and pouring some into his coffee. Once he put the creamer down, he was swept off the stool and swung around in a circle. He laughed, hugging Jameson as he was put down gently on his feet and kissed soundly.

“I’m so happy for you, sweetheart.” Another kiss, and he sank into it. He would never get tired of kisses from Jameson.

Jameson went back to cooking, and Rael took his seat again. Watching Jameson move around the kitchen was soothing and he was awash in contentment.

“Are we leaving the pack?” Rael blurted out. Jameson sent him a swift glance but went back to whipping the eggs in a glass bowl.

“I’ll call the Cambridge alpha after we eat breakfast, see what our options are. I do know they get a lot of temporary members due to the campuses there, and that the Cambridge pack has no problem with mixed species members. It’s the most progressive pack in the area.”

“Most expensive, too.” Rael grumbled, and sipped his coffee.

“I know you don’t want me to support you financially, but I’ll help anyone who wants to leave Bertram’s pack, including my employees, not just you and Scylla. Let me help. Maybe we can negotiate the pack tithes, or get them waived entirely. You’re going to school to be a doctor, and Scylla is a nurse practitioner, which is a valued skill set. And after you get training, your magic is high value in and of itself. There’s options, and lots of things we can do to make this easy for everyone.”

Rael stared at Jameson, his impassioned speech finally landing past Rael’s doubts. Jameson wasn’t a fool or naive—if he had faith there was a workable option out there for leaving the Southside Pack, then he could lean on Jameson until he believed it himself.

“Okay.” Rael smiled, blushing a bit when happiness and pride crossed Jameson’s expressive features.
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Scylla eyeballed Rael when he walked into the kitchen back at home, grinning unrepentantly. She sniffed, then did a weird exasperated sigh and disgusted groan thing, eye roll included. He burst out laughing. “What? I showered!”

“Didn’t even last a month,” Scylla said, sipping her coffee. “A whole week. But that’s normal for wolves. I’m just glad you can’t get knocked up.”

She winced a bit, thoughts obvious, but he was in too good a mood for his status and the changes to it within the pack to dampen his happiness. He shrugged. “I don’t care about the pack, not after what’s happened. I want to leave.”

“What does Jameson think?” Scylla asked, putting her mug in the sink and rinsing it.

“He’s leaving with us and will help anyone who wants to follow him.” Rael grinned at that, thinking about how much had changed in a week and that he was happier than he ever expected to be about leaving his pack. “And I have a couple things to tell you.”

“You are pregnant?” Scylla asked with an exaggerated gasp.

He snorted out a laugh. “No. I got myself a mentor yesterday and I don’t think I need the wolfsbane anymore.”

Rael took out his wallet and withdrew the card from Angel Salvatore, handing it to his mother. She frowned, looking at it curiously, and then shock swept across her features and she fumbled for a chair at the table, sitting heavily. “Is this for real?”

“Yup,” Rael scuffed at the linoleum with the toe of his shoe and hoped she would take it as well as Jameson did. Scylla was protective and Angelus Salvatore tended to run headlong into trouble.

“He has to be expensive?” A question and a statement, her brow furrowed, concern in her eyes.

“Pro bono,” Rael said with a shrug. “I believe him.”

“I want to meet him and talk to him before you start anything with Salvatore,” she said with a frown, but that wasn’t a No, and he relaxed. He would do it with or without her support, but he wanted her to support his choices, to be happy for him.

“I don’t think he’ll object. Seems really upfront and honest. Zero bullshit kinda guy.”

“What’s the other thing you wanted to tell me? I got distracted by the Necromancer of Boston wanting to mentor you in magic.”

“I don’t need the wolfsbane tonic anymore,” he smiled wide, still thrilled and incredulous and thankful he didn’t need to drink that poison anymore.

Scylla got up and went to the fridge, opening it, and the wolfsbane tonic still sat on the shelf within, sans the one bottle he took earlier in the week before his breakout event. She shut the door and then came back to the table to pull him into her arms. “Oh, honey, I’m so happy for you! By now you’d be curled up in bed and sick to your stomach, and you’re fine!” She pulled back, looking at him from head to toe, hands holding his shoulders. “No pain? No aches? Are you sure?”

“Nothing. And this is easier, now,” he said, holding up a hand and willing his claws to grow. It took zero effort, appearing in a heartbeat, and then he relaxed, his fingers returning to their human appearance. “Maybe the pain was my magic and my werewolf blood fighting to see which would come out as the dominant side. I think whatever struggle was going on inside of me is over.”

She kissed his cheek and gave him a monster of a hug, and he squeaked, but hugged her back. She was safety and love and home. The last week was a mess of wonderful and horrible, but having her in his corner made up for a lot. Scylla pulled back and wiped at her eyes, smiling. “I have some good news too.”

“You got the promotion?” He asked, and when she nodded, eyes alight with accomplishment and pride, he cheered and gave her a high-five, both of them laughing.

“That means we can get packing. I start next week.” Scylla looked around the kitchen and shrugged. “Time for a new start. I can move to Cambridge with you, and we can afford to find a new pack with higher tithes and get away from Bertram Mercer and the Southside Pack and all their mess.”

“Yes!”

Scylla laughed at his exuberance and ruffled his hair. “Call your boyfriend and tell him the good news. Is he going to the pack run tonight?”

“He said it was mandatory, and that he was going to use the time to find out who attacked me and vandalized his car.” He wanted to call Jameson and have him come back, just leave the pack and all the bullshit behind. If they left, he really didn’t think the person harassing them would follow—Mercer wanted them gone anyway, so what did it matter?

“I hope he’s careful,” Scylla worried.

“Jameson is the best fighter and the biggest wolf in the pack,” Rael shrugged. “I’m not worried about him getting hurt, whoever started this shit is gonna get it. I just wish he would blow the whole thing off and stay with me.”

“Jameson isn’t the type of man or alpha to blow something off, though.”

He grimaced. “Yeah, I know.”

“Call Jameson. I’m going to call the alpha of the Cambridge wolves and see if I can arrange a meeting this weekend,” Scylla shooed him out of the kitchen.

“Jameson called him and arranged a meeting with him on Monday afternoon. If you get out of work on time, we can all go and see him?”

“Jameson doesn’t waste time, does he?” Scylla chuckled. “I’m gonna hope for a good result for the meeting, and plan on moving. Think about what you want to take with you. Might as well start packing for college now since we’re going to be packing up the whole house.”

“Good point!” He headed down the hall to his room and then threw himself on his bed, pulling out his phone.

It wasn’t even an hour since Jameson dropped him off, and he was probably just getting to the alpha’s house before they all headed south to the park for the full moon run. The phone rang and he waited for Jameson to answer.

“Rael? Are you okay?” Jameson said as soon as he answered, and Rael could hear the sound of traffic in the background, Jameson talking via the hands-free in the rental car.

“Sorry to call while you’re driving, just wanted you to know that Mom and I talked. She got that promotion and she agreed to leaving the Southside Pack and moving to Cambridge. You still want to come with us?” He knew Jameson had made the offer several times and all, but now it was actually happening, so he was nervous.

“I just parked outside Bertram’s house, it’s fine,” Jameson said, and the engine cut off. “I meant it. I’ll follow you to Cambridge, I don’t mind. You can live on campus and I can get a place nearby and commute to work, or you can move in with me, or whatever you want to do, sweetheart. I just want you to be happy and safe.”

Rael heard the ding of the car door opening, and then Jameson sighed. “I’m going to tell Bertram we’re leaving, then I’ll come back and see you in a bit.”

“Aren’t you going to find out who tried to attack me?”

“I just did,” Jameson said, his voice deeper, a rumbling growl. “The asshole in question is standing in the driveway. I’ll call you back in a few minutes.”

“Jameson!”


Chapter 11


The wind carried the scent right to Jameson, and he knew. The guy standing in the driveway next to a large gray minivan with the annoyed expression on his face was the werewolf who attacked Rael, and the same asshole who tore up his BMW.

Jameson put his phone away, and carefully shut the door to the rental, feeling bad for hanging up on Rael, but there was no way he was letting this guy get away before he had words with him. He looked vaguely familiar, and as he walked up the driveway toward the house, he recognized Abigail’s brother Chad, and then Mr. Lauder coming out of the garage carrying some luggage. He hadn’t seen either of them in person in a few years, but they recognized him right away, if the startled expressions on their faces were anything to go by.

Chad tried to turn and run, but Jameson was on him in seconds. He grabbed the asshole by the neck and lifted him off his feet, fangs and claws sprouting as adrenaline coursed through his muscles, and the transformation was held off by the thinnest of inclinations. He needed to be able to talk. Hands frantically clawed at Jameson’s grip as the other werewolf tried to transform, but Jameson tightened his grip and growled sharply, the scent of terror filling the air around them. Chad was not an alpha, and his attempts to transform were slow and awkward.

“Hey! Let my son go!” Mr. Lauder tried rushing Jameson, but he roared, loudly enough that birds in nearby trees took off screaming in fear, and the windows of the house shook. The older man put up his hands and fell back against the minivan, shaking in fear.

Pack members arriving for the pack run poured out of the house, surrounding the driveway and whispering. Jameson lowered Chad to his knees, keeping the grip on his neck, claws drawing just enough blood for thin trails to run down from each claw tip.

“Jameson! What are you doing?” Bertram shouted as he cut through the crowd. Jameson sent a warning glare to his uncle, who stumbled to a halt a few feet away, trying to hide his sudden nervousness behind bluster. “Let Chad go right this minute.”

“No,” he said, his voice a deep, rolling rumble of thunder. “He attacked Rael, tried to kill him. I told you, but then you already knew, didn’t you, Uncle?”

“Are you accusing me of something?” Bertram tried to sound angry, but he just sounded pathetic.

“I don’t care who knew or not; I will have justice for Rael.”

“Let him go!” Abigail came out of the house, red-faced and screaming, her mother following. “Chad didn’t do anything wrong!”

She went to fly at him, but a snarl made her stop, and Bertram grabbed her arm, yanking her backwards. Chad gasped and struggled but gave up after a few seconds. “Let him go, Jameson.”

“Not yet,” Jameson wouldn’t kill him, but the asshole broke Rael’s ribs and nearly killed him. The cops wouldn’t interfere in werewolf business unless a mundane human was affected, but then Jameson didn’t need anyone to solve this problem for him. “Your scent is the same as it was when I faced you down in the street a few days ago. The same scent was all over my car, along with your blood and fur.” Jameson reached into his pocket and pulled out the tuft of fur he’d pulled from the rends in the BMW. He held it up and the scent wafted on the mild breeze, and others around them could smell the proof. He held the fur up in front of Chad’s eyes and enjoyed the fear and the fading fight in his eyes. “Either I challenge you to a fight to the death, or you accept my judgment as just and accept the punishment I deem fit.”

“No! You’ll kill him! He was protecting me!” Abigail wailed, and Bertram slapped a hand over her mouth and pushed her into her mother’s arms.

“Shut it, woman! Get her in the house.” Bertram ordered, and several pack members glared at their alpha, but surrounded Abigail and made her go back into the house, screaming the whole way. “Let Chad go, Jameson. We can talk this out. I’m sure he didn’t mean to hurt Rael.”

Jameson ignored Bertram and leaned down so he could whisper into Chad’s ear. “You meant to kill him, didn’t you?”

Chad scrambled but couldn’t break free from his punishing grip. He choked, and Jameson eased up just enough so the asshole could breathe. “Abigail wanted him out of the pack.”

“Why?” Everyone could hear just fine, from the whispering going on around them.

“She hates Scylla and figured she would leave if it was too dangerous for her son, or if he were dead.” Chad choked and Jameson threw him down onto the driveway, hacking and spitting, red-faced.

“Why the enmity toward Scylla? Is it just petty jealousy?”

Chad coughed, face blotchy. “Bertram told her he would set her aside and find a new mate if she didn’t give him an alpha heir. Everyone knows he wants Scylla Morrow, so Abigail wanted her gone in case her pup isn’t an alpha. Harder to find a new mate if the she-wolf Bertram wants is gone.”

“You tried to kill Rael on the deranged whims of your sister, all on the threat that she might lose her place as alpha mate? The pup isn’t even born yet! This has all been done needlessly. What kind of asshole thinks any of this is rational?” Jameson roared the last few words, and people backed away in fear, Chad cringing at his feet.

“Challenge to the death or accept the punishment I see fit,” Jameson demanded, looming over Chad.

“I’m not an alpha, you’ll kill me in a fight,” Chad whimpered. “I accept your punishment!”

Abigail screamed from the house, and he could hear her mother shushing her, and her father walked away without looking back at his son, heading into the house.

“Now, Jameson, the boy is sorry…”

“He hasn’t even apologized, Uncle,” Jameson snapped, and Bertram went pale at the barely contained rage in his words. “Your mate is a spoiled brat who endangered a pack member’s life out of petty jealousy, and you’ve done nothing to protect your pack members or stop your mate. This will go no further.”

Jameson straightened and looked out over the crowd of pack members in the yard. “I am leaving this pack. Rael Morrow and Scylla Morrow will be joining me. Any employees of mine who are pack members are welcome to follow us to Cambridge. I will help with moving expenses and finding places to live.” Shock swept through the crowd and a swell of urgent whispering met his ears. He looked down at Chad, who still cowered at his feet. “If you ever come near Rael or Scylla again, I will kill you. No contact of any kind, for any reason, will be permitted. I see even a hint of you or your family near Rael, Scylla, or anyone who follows us to Cambridge, and I will tear you to ribbons and leave your flesh for the crows.”

Chad nodded hurriedly, crying and whimpering, piss soaking his jeans at the crotch. Jameson shook his head and stepped away from the mess at his feet, turning to Bertram. His uncle looked furious, but an undercurrent of fear threaded through the fury, and it tugged at the baser instincts in Jameson.

There was no way Bertram didn’t know about Abigail’s plotting. Whether he endorsed it outright or not, he let her get away with it, and Jameson did nothing to hide the disgust and fury he was feeling as he stepped into Bertram’s personal space.

“You’d rip this pack in half to avenge that mutt?” Bertram snarled in a poor attempt to appear disapproving.

“If your wolves wish to follow me, that is a failing on your part, Uncle. You’ve made it clear that you won’t tolerate those who are different, and your bigotry and racist bullshit are what will destroy this pack, not me. Anyone who wants to leave is welcome to join me and Rael in the north.” A number of the werewolves present were nodding, a few peeling away from the crowd and heading for the street and their cars. Others pulled out phones and began making calls, warning those not yet present of what was happening. Bertram grew angrier with each second, and several wolves backed away from him, migrating toward Jameson.

“I won’t allow you to destroy this pack!” Bertram shouted.

A car sped down the street and came to a screeching halt in the middle of the road. Rael got out of the car, Scylla on his heels, and Rael ran across the yard toward him. Jameson put up a hand to keep Rael from getting too close, but Bertram saw Rael coming and the impotent rage on his face turned murderous. Bertram shifted toward Rael, who was closer to the alpha than Jameson, and leapt for him.

“Rael! No!” Jameson reached for Bertram but missed by an inch, and he took off after his uncle, determined to protect Rael.

“You mutt! This is all your fault!” Bertram roared at Rael, who skidded to a stop halfway across the yard. A blur of gray fur and shredded clothing slammed into Bertram, and Jameson dodged out of the way, going straight to Rael.

He gathered Rael in his arms as Scylla, fully transformed into the deadly bipedal werewolf form, tore into Bertram, who was still human, blood spraying as she swiped at his chest and knocked him across the lawn. Rael clung to him as he watched his mother toss Bertram about like a chew toy.
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He had never seen his mother fight another werewolf, not for real. She was huge, powerful, and enraged, and Bertram was already a mess of slashes and blood. Her clothing lay in ruins in a path from the car to the yard, and her gray fur was soaked with blood. She was going to kill Bertram.

“Mom!” Rael shouted. If she killed him outside of an official Challenge the police might get involved—it would be seen as murder, and other packs might turn on them. “Mom! You kicked his ass, it’s over!”

She snarled, a long, low dangerous sound that rumbled up from her chest, and Bertram moaned weakly at her feet. No one approached, the whole street silent, aside from Bertram’s desperate gasps for air. Blood dripped from her claws, and she slowly turned away from her broken opponent. Fur rippled, receding, blood-smeared skin reappearing, and she shrank about two feet, shoulders slimming. The large muzzle and tall ears vanished gradually, and then her human features reappeared, covered in blood. She was naked in broad daylight on a residential street, and while none of their kind would care, people walking or driving by might.

Jameson shrugged out of his jacket and handed it to Scylla, who was fully human again, and she slid it on, blood sticking to everything. A few wolves knelt by Bertram, but most of the wolves who had been present for the confrontation were either gone, or were silently watching from the sidewalk or driveway, as far from Bertram as they could get without leaving. He lay groaning in pain, but slowly healing, as he hadn’t bled out yet.

Bertram had been soundly beaten near to death by a she-wolf, one who wasn’t an alpha, all in a matter of seconds, and Scylla was uninjured. Bertram’s power base in the pack wasn’t likely to survive past this encounter. The wolves who stayed with him would be few.

Rael grabbed his mom and hugged her tightly even though she was sticky with blood and dirt, and she chuckled softly. “No one hurts my baby,” she murmured, hugging him back. Jameson reached out and hugged them both, pressing his face to Rael’s and breathing in deep. Rael kissed his cheek, his alpha tense and his grip tight, but not crushing.

A shout from the house, and they turned to see Abigail rush down the front steps and awkwardly kneel next to Bertram, hands reaching for the worst of his wounds. Rael flinched when Bertram swatted at her hands, pushing her away from him. She gasped, red-faced, and she sent them such a hateful glare Rael could all but feel the searing rage. Mrs. Lauder came out from the house and tried to convince Abigail to go back inside. Chad was gone in the commotion.

“Let’s get out of here,” Rael said. “I’m done with this place and these people.”

Jameson steered them both toward the street and their cars, his mom’s still idling with the doors open where they’d left it after hightailing from their place. Abigail began screeching obscenities at their backs, but none of them turned around or acknowledged her increasing threats. They weren’t pack anymore, and they had a better place to be.


Chapter 12


The next morning Rael sat in the middle of his bedroom, breaking down his desktop computer and packing it away for the move across town. Jameson was napping on Rael’s bed, the mattress too small by far, but the alpha had been adamant about staying with Rael and Scylla after the events of the previous day, and he’d slept on the couch, which wasn’t any better. Scylla was at the hospital, working her last shift as a regular NP before starting her new position on the following Monday.

Jameson sighed in his sleep, rolling to his side and hugging Rael’s pillow to his chest, and Rael found himself sighing and blushing and staring at Jameson like a lovesick teenager. Which he was, really, and he chuckled at himself before getting back to work. Jameson hadn’t slept well on the couch, too keyed up from the fight, worried about an ambush in the night, and then seeing Scylla off for her early shift. It had been the full moon, but Jameson didn’t transform or leave for a run in the nearby park, determined to stay with them and keep them safe all night. His alpha was exhausted.

Rael finished packing the computer and stretched, arching his back, stiff from sitting on the floor. An appreciative hum had him grinning over his shoulder, Jameson awake and staring at him with golden eyes. He dropped his arms and crawled to the bed, and Jameson lunged for him, pulling him onto the bed, the old frame squeaking in protest. Rael laughed, and snuggled down into Jameson’s chest. Jameson wore just his boxer briefs, his clothes in the dryer. Rael sniffed and kissed and nibbled, Jameson making happy grumbles at the attention.

“How’s packing going?” Jameson asked, sleepy.

“Meh,” Rael waved vaguely toward the mess. “I have five weeks before the semester starts.”

Jameson cast a dubious glance around the room, and Rael snickered. “I’ll help at some point but cuddling sounds best right now.”

“Just cuddling?” Rael asked, wiggling until he lay groin to groin with Jameson, rolling his hips.

Jameson hummed. “Did you have something else in mind?” A big hand carded through his hair and took a handful in a firm but gentle grip. Rael groaned in encouragement, arching his spine, letting Jameson nibble on his neck. He ran his hands over naked skin and firm muscles hot to the touch and making him even hotter. He was hard and aching and wanted to bite. “Oh, I think I know what you want.”

Jameson rolled until Rael was spread out beneath him, the old mattress springs creaking and complaining, but Rael didn’t care. If they broke his bed fucking, they’d just move to Jameson’s place and fuck there. Or the couch; hell, the floor.

Rael sat up, straddling Jameson, and ripped off his shirt and tossing it away. He unsnapped his jeans and reached behind himself to tug off his shoes and socks, throwing them who knew where. Jameson stared up at him, eyes molten gold, and Rael rolled his cock over the stone-hard length trapped by the thin fabric of Jameson’s underwear.

“Are you sure?” Jameson asked, hands coming up to hold him at the waist, thumbs caressing his lower abdomen. Rael shivered.

“Yes.” Rael scrambled off the bed, and ripped his jeans off, taking his boxers with them, and he all but swallowed his tongue when Jameson took the chance to peel off his boxer briefs.

He yanked on the single drawer in the nightstand and fumbled about for the bottle of lube he kept there. He tossed it onto the bed then crawled back on top of Jameson, since his bed wasn’t all that big and Jameson was huge. Jameson was smiling up at him, and Rael blushed at his eagerness, leaning down and kissing Jameson with every bit of desire and need in his body.

Both naked, Rael enjoyed the sensations. Jameson kissed like they had eternity to get to the good stuff, but Rael wanted to feel every part of Jameson. He broke the kiss, panting. “Please fuck me, Jameson.”

Jameson wasted no time—he spun them both, Rael on his back, Jameson looming over him, Rael’s legs wide, gripping the broad shoulders of the werewolf staring down at him with golden eyes bright with lust. The pendant Jameson gave him was cool against his skin, the gem catching light from the window, blue light glittering over the walls and their skin. He went to take it off, so as not to hurt Jameson, but he shook his head and said, “No, leave it on, I like how it looks on you.”

Rael shivered at the possessiveness in those words, and he reached down for his thighs and lifted and spread his legs in blatant invitation. Jameson grinned, and slid down the bed, hands gripping Rael’s thighs, lifting his hips off the bed. A long swipe along his cock with a dexterous tongue made him shout, and a hard suck to the crown made him squirm. Jameson swallowed him whole, throat working around his cock, and Rael shouted out in shock and arousal, ready to burst. He shook from head to toes, and the powerful suction on his cock was overwhelming. A keen escaped his mouth, and Jameson pulled off just before Rael blew, a big hand tugging on his drawn-up balls, staving off his orgasm.

Grinning wickedly as Rael glared down the length of his body at Jameson, the alpha nuzzled Rael’s heavy, aching balls and licked delicately along his crack, and Rael shouted again, hips jerking. A wet tongue laved over his hole, making him jump, and strong hands held him in place as Jameson rimmed him. “I’ve never…” he gasped as the tip of a tongue gently entered his body, wet and agile and taking slow, inquisitive tastes. “Oh fuck.”

A satisfied growl echoed up from the alpha eating him out, and Rael sobbed as Jameson sucked on his hole and nipped the sensitive skin, making his muscles flex and jump in response. He shook his head back and forth on the pillows and his whole body felt like it was coming apart at the seams. A thick finger slid into him, teasing him open even more. Tongue and finger fucked into him, saliva dripping down his crack, and Rael grabbed at his cock with one hand, squeezing the base, hoping to keep himself from coming. “I’m so close, please, please, please.”

His begging didn’t fail to move his alpha—Jameson slowly crawled up his body and notched his hips between Rael’s thighs, keeping them spread wide. Jameson found the lube, and leaned down, kissing Rael, who moaned loudly, tasting himself on Jameson’s tongue and needing more. His jaws tingled, his fangs growing, and he scratched along broad shoulders with fingers tipped by claws.

Slick fingers slipped into his ass and he whined, lifting into them, needing more. Jameson kissed him again, fucking him with his tongue as the fingers withdrew, and the wide head of his cock notched into place. Rael thrust up, legs tight around a trim waist, and Jameson sank into him.

A flash of burning, a deep stretch, and an ache he chased after suffused him just as Jameson sank slowly into his body. The hard length bumped into his prostate then, with a slick roll of Jameson’s hips, pushed until Jameson was balls deep and pinning him to the bed. Jameson kissed along his jaw and gently nipped his ear. “Okay?”

“Yes,” Rael sobbed out, needing Jameson to move. “Please, more.”

He started out careful and slow, pulling back halfway, then surging back in, as Rael panted and whined beneath him. Rael had no clue what he was doing, but his body did, and he found a rhythm, pushing up to meet the downstroke, Jameson rolling his hips just enough to put pressure on Rael’s prostate. Hard and hot and touching him so deep, Jameson made him ache and fly and he couldn’t stop the tears pricking at his lashes, scalding down to his temples. Jameson kissed away the tiny droplets, hips surging in a slow, steady rhythm that swept Rael higher and higher.

“You feel so good,” Rael gasped out. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

“I’ve got you,” Jameson growled roughly. “Always.”

Rael tightened his legs and wrapped his arms around Jameson’s neck, pulling him down, frantically kissing along his taut jawline and when he found the sublime length of his muscular neck, Rael wanted to bite. Rocking deeper, Jameson fucked him harder, arms curling underneath Rael to hold him still, keeping him in place as they both worked themselves closer to climax. “Can… can I… bite?” Rael gasped out, licking the spot on Jameson’s neck that he wanted to lay claim to.

Jameson pressed in deep, held his position, and pulled back just enough to look Rael in the eyes, his bright gold and no longer human. “Mine,” Jameson breathed out on a low growl.

“Yes, yes, all yours,” Rael promised.

“Take your bite, mate,” Jameson said, then pulled back and thrust in hard, and Rael screamed as he came. Jameson curled over him, and Rael took his chance. He bit swiftly and his fangs pierced Jameson’s neck, hot blood blooming over his tongue. Rael continued to come, ass clenching tightly around the rigid length fucking him hard and fast. Jameson’s pace sped up, and Rael let go, howling, blood trickling from his lips.

Jameson gently knocked Rael’s head to the side with his chin, a hand grabbing his hair and holding his head in place, baring his neck. Jameson struck just as he tensed over Rael and pushed in deeper than ever, swelling impossibly harder, and a hot burst of cum flooded his insides just as fangs pierced his skin and muscle. He bled as Jameson jerked over him with each burst of his orgasm, and he sighed in utter contentment and residual pleasure as Jameson gently withdrew his cock, cum leaking just enough to feel it, teeth still lodged in his neck.

Jameson held him down, and took a few dragging mouthfuls of blood, claiming Rael so indelibly that no one would mistake him for anything but mated.

Jameson threw back his head and roared, fangs bright with blood, eyes shining like the sun, and Rael was overwhelmed by pleasure and bone-deep satisfaction.
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A notification on his phone woke him, no idea how many hours later. His ass ached and his neck was sore, and Jameson weighed him down, all but lying on him completely considering how small the bed was, and Rael loved it. His phone beeped again, and he groaned, reaching for it so he could put it on mute. He wanted to get fucked again and then sleep for days.

He saw the pack text alert, and blinked until his wavering vision cleared enough that he could make it out. “Huh.”

A deep rumble came from behind him, and arms tightened around his torso. “What?”

“Abigail had her baby sometime last night. Both mom and baby are fine.” Rael scrolled down to check the second alert. “Welp, glad we’ve left.”

Jameson buried his face in the nape of Rael’s neck, nuzzling into his hair. “The baby isn’t an alpha, is he?”

“Nope, she had a beta. Poor kid.” Rael shrugged one shoulder. “I don’t think anyone is going to stick around without an alpha heir, not in the Southside Pack. Hell, if there even is a Southside Pack left, after Mom kicked Bertram’s ass on his front lawn.” Rael snickered. “Not our problem anymore. I have my alpha.” Jameson hugged him tightly and kissed the nape of his neck.

Rael muted his phone and tossed it back onto the nightstand. It was late afternoon, and he heard Scylla puttering about in her bedroom. “Mom’s home.”

“Hmmm,” Jameson hummed, rolling back and pulling Rael with him, draping Rael to lie on top of him like a giant body pillow. “She closed the door to your room when she got home an hour ago.”

Rael stiffened and looked down at Jameson, worried. “She say anything?”

Jameson gave him a brilliant smile. “Only a thumbs up and a smirk. That count?”

“That’s so embarrassing,” Rael groaned and dropped his head, burying his nose in Jameson’s slightly hairy chest. Jameson smelled so damn good. Like wolf and cum and sweat. Mate. He took a tiny lick, humming happily.

He heard his mom walking down the hallway before a knock came at the door. “You guys want Thai? I’m ordering take out.”

“Yes, please, Scylla,” Jameson replied. “I’ll eat anything that has meat in it.”

“Same, thanks Mom!” Rael added, and he dissolved into giggles when Jameson winked at him.

Scylla snorted in amusement and walked off.

Rael kissed Jameson, who gripped his head in big hands and promptly took over the kiss. One hand wandered down and grabbed his ass, and Rael gasped.

“No sex when I can hear it!” Scylla yelled from the other side of the house.

They broke apart, laughing. “I’m buying your mom some earplugs,” Jameson said with a wince.

Rael sat up and climbed out of bed. “Or, ya know, I could just move in with my mate and have all the loud sex we want?”

Jameson got out of bed and held him close, looking down at him with a soft smile. “I think that’s a great idea. Let’s find a place in Cambridge, close to campus, and you can skip the whole dorm experience.” He paused. “Unless you want the dorm experience.”

“Rooming with strangers and dealing with overwhelmingly bad personal hygiene habits and drunk freshmen? Nope, no thanks, can’t get rid of me. You’re stuck with me forever.”

“Deal,” Jameson agreed, smiling.
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“Stealing my baby, huh?” Scylla drawled as she grabbed her purse from the counter.

Jameson opened his mouth to deny it, and Scylla laughed. “Don’t worry, getting Rael to do something he doesn’t want to do is almost impossible, and I’ve been trying for eighteen years.” Scylla went to the kitchen door and grabbed the door handle. “Though, if you break my son’s heart, I will rip you into tiny itty-bitty pieces.”

“Understood,” Jameson nodded. “I’ll spend the next few hundred years making him happy, I promise.”

“Good,” she gave him a toothy grin. “I’ll be back in twenty minutes with supper. Set the table for me?”

“Sure,” he went to the cupboards and started looking for plates.

She left, and Jameson set the table. Listening, he could hear Rael in his room, rummaging through his closet and dresser, packing a suitcase. Rael would be moving in with him at his place while they searched together for an apartment close to the Harvard campus. It was evening, and Jameson was happy to be in Rael’s kitchen, his home, while his mate packed to start their life together, and with nowhere he needed to be—no pack alpha to appease, no complaints to mediate, no drama. Peace and love and family, and it was everything he wanted.

He closed a cabinet and heard glass break near Rael’s bedroom. “Rael?”

Turning for the hallway, he took a few steps when Rael’s bedroom door shattered into fragments, smoke and green flashes of light erupting, shaking the whole house. “Rael!”

He ran down the hall and over the broken door, wood crunching under his boots.

Rael’s room looked like a bomb had exploded, the window obliterated, glass shards everywhere. Rael sat on his ass at the foot of the bed, one shaking hand outstretched, as if holding back an attacker. Magic swirled around him, untamed and chaotic, a deep moss green nearly black in hue, his panicked breaths loud in the sudden, oppressive quiet. Smoke curled in the breeze from the window, and Jameson growled in rage when he saw Chad, partially transformed, slumped over the remains of Rael’s desk. Magic held him down, the werewolf limply trying to free himself, blood from cuts dripping to the floor. He was absolutely wrecked, and while he was strong enough to transform into the bipedal form, it was readily apparent that Chad wasn’t experienced enough at using it to heal, the transformation fading back to human as he succumbed to his wounds.

“Sweetheart, you alright?” Jameson went to Rael, kneeling by his side. Rael was shaking, sweat on his brow, but he appeared unscathed, though bits of debris covered him from head to toe.

“The window…” Rael gasped out. “Came through the window.” Rael’s eyes were glowing, an unearthly blue. “He was going to kill me.”

“He won’t get the chance to try again,” Jameson snarled. He put a hand to Rael’s face and gently rubbed a thumb over a sharp cheekbone. “Can you pull back your magic?”

“Maybe…” Rael groaned, exhausted. He dropped his hand, and the power flooding the room abated. Rael slumped and Jameson caught him, lifting him from the floor and carrying him out of the bedroom. Chad was in no condition to escape, unconscious and dying. Rael was gasping, paler than normal, lips white, and he shivered in Jameson’s arms.

He’d just made it to the living room when the front door burst inward, doorknob punching into the wall, a hulking silhouette of a werewolf in the doorway. Jameson set Rael down around the corner from the front door and turned to the partially transformed werewolf lunging toward him. Jameson’s transformation ripped through his clothing and he opened his jaw wide. The other werewolf wasn’t as tall, nor as wide in the shoulders, and Jameson leapt with everything he had, colliding with thunderous impact into the other werewolf.

Slashing and biting, Jameson bore his opponent to the ground, the concrete walkway shattering under their weight. Screams cut through the evening air, but Jameson ignored them in favor of destroying the wolf trying to kill his mate. His nose told him it was Abigail’s father, and he bit down on an arm trying to swipe at his face and jerked his massive head to the side. Bones crunched and blood gushed, and Jameson spit out the arm he ripped from the shoulder socket, the other werewolf screaming in agony. A backhanded slap across a short, poorly transformed muzzle silenced the cries, and Jameson snorted in derision as he stood tall over his defeated enemy.

“You wretched brute!” screamed an older woman, spilling out from the minivan parked a few spaces down the street. “Selfish asshole! You’ve ruined everything!”

Mrs. Lauder was screaming over and over again, something about how the pack was gone and Abigail was stuck mated to a weak alpha who couldn’t keep his pack together. Sounded like the pack fell apart like he assumed it would once the news of Bertram’s encounter with Scylla made the rounds.

He didn’t care about her ranting—she tried transforming, but only got as far as growing out claws when a burst of energy came shooting past his shoulder and slammed into her, knocking her head over ass down the sidewalk. Rael leaned against the ruined doorframe, pale and shaking, and Jameson checked the street before loping back to Rael’s side, catching his poor mate before he hit the steps.


Chapter 13


Rael collapsed into huge arms, the giant monstrous form of his mate holding him carefully to a furred chest. Too large to make it back through the doorway, Jameson sank into a crouch, holding Rael to him. Great golden eyes searched the immediate area, tufted ears twitching at every tiny sound and passing car. Sirens screamed in the distance, and Rael groaned, thinking he in no way wanted to deal with the mundane police.

Muscles rippling and fur receding, Jameson shrank down from his massive werewolf form back to the man, though Rael still felt small in his arms. Fingers brushed hair back from his eyes, and he sagged in Jameson’s arms, tired and stressed and wanting to leave. People were gathering in the street and around the perimeter of the front yard, taking pictures with their phones and talking loudly. The werewolf Jameson tore apart wasn’t getting up, and Abigail’s mother was out for the count.

“Chad’s dead,” Rael murmured.

“The room did explode around him,” Jameson replied with a wry smile. “Let’s get you inside before the police show up.”

“Am I in trouble?” Rael was having difficulty gathering his thoughts. He was so tired.

“I won’t let anything happen to you. I promise.” Jameson picked him up and carried him into the house, depositing him on the couch and draping a blanket over him. “I’m gonna call your new mentor and see if he’s gonna keep his word.”

“Oh. Yay?” He hoped Angel still wanted to teach him after walking into the mess of the Morrow household.
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Rael had never seen a dragon in his life, and never expected to see one. He stared in shock at the tiny beast that hung from the cowl of Angel’s sweater, the little creature looking back at him, upside down and sideways.

Jameson made Rael feel small, regardless of how tall Rael actually was, but standing next to Angel Salvatore, Jameson was a towering giant. Scylla was pacing around the house, occasional displeased growls disrupting conversations as she came across damage or traces of their attackers. Her territory had been violated and her child threatened, and she was in a slight rage that had no easy outlet, as Mrs. Lauder was in the back of a police cruiser, and Mr. Lauder was en route to Boston General, along with the arm Jameson ripped off with his teeth. Rael shuddered at the thought, though it was preferable to thinking about the corpse of Chad that the coroner wheeled out of the wreckage of his bedroom. Scylla had no one to kill, and Rael was trying to deal with the realization that he took a life.

People he didn’t know and could barely recall being introduced to came and went through the front door of the house, assorted emergency vehicles with flashing lights were parked several deep on the street out front, and a gruff older man with a voice like cigarettes and whiskey and a heavy Southie accent shouted orders at various first responders. Anyone that tried to get to Rael was headed off by a furious glare from both his mate and his new mentor, and no one was bothering Scylla at all.

Rael gathered the blanket around his shoulders and lay down on the couch, having decided he was done with being awake. The little dragon chirped and flew over to the couch, landing beside his head, sniffing at his face like a cat. He sighed, thinking it was an odd dream, but a nice one.

Angel came and knelt next to the couch, picking up the tiny dragon. Rael blinked up at him, too tired to speak. Angel sighed in exasperation, but Rael could see the twinkle of mirth in his eyes and a slight twitch to his mouth, as if he were trying not to laugh.

“Sleep and eat something when you wake up,” Angel said. “Everything is being handled as self-defense, no charges will be filed against you or Jameson. Police will wrap up here in a bit. You’ll be alright, I promise. You didn’t drain yourself nearly as bad as you did during your breakout event. I’ll come see you soon and we’ll get you sorted out before someone else tries to murder you.”

Rael yawned and nodded, closing his eyes.

Sometime later he woke to Jameson carrying him from the house, the street now empty, and putting him carefully in the front seat of the rental, buckling him in. Jameson went around to the driver’s side and got in as Scylla leaned in the door and kissed his brow.

“I’ll come see you later, honey. Get some sleep.”

“Mom?”

“Go home with Jameson. I’ll be fine. There’s no one left to bother us.”

“M’kay. Love you,” he sighed.

“Love you, too.” She shut the door gently and stepped back from the car.

Jameson drove away, Rael thinking vaguely that he was never going to call the small house home again, and that wasn’t such a bad thing at all.
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Watching Rael sleep was one of his favorite things to do, and knowing Rael was in his bed while sleeping satisfied a deeply primal part of himself he didn’t often experience. His mate. Beautiful and sweet and sexy and smart as hell, Rael was everything and more.

Jameson was restless as dawn approached, the sky going from deep black to a medium gray, overcast with fog from the cape. He washed the blood from his body and then went back to watching over Rael, worried despite Salvatore’s reassurances that Rael’s exhaustion wasn’t as bad as it could have been—Rael didn’t consume too much of his own raw power while he instinctively defended himself and his mate. Sleep, food, water, and he would recover.

“And I’ll come see him tomorrow afternoon and get started on some emergency basics,” Angel had said back at the Morrow’s house when Rael fell asleep on the couch. “He reminds me too much of myself—trouble follows him and has no appreciation for timing. No point in waiting for Monday.” Angel had then grimaced. “His mom is scary. She’s going to grill me, I know it, so might as well get that over with at the same time.”

Jameson smiled, thinking about Scylla Morrow going head to head with Angel Salvatore, and he wouldn’t miss that confrontation for anything. But it would need to wait—Rael’s wellbeing came first, and he was certain no one would want to jeopardize Rael’s health and safety. He wouldn’t let anyone endanger his mate.

Jameson turned back to the bed when he heard Rael sigh and stretch. He slid under the covers and gathered Rael close, kissing his lips. Rael sleepily kissed him back before snuggling into his arms, his scent and warmth soothing the last, anxious edge of Jameson’s nerves, letting him relax.

There were a lot of changes ahead of them, things to learn and adjustments to make. Rael had his father’s bloodline to investigate if he were feeling up to it, and their move to Cambridge to sort out. His mate was a werewolf-practitioner, though Jameson doubted Rael would ever be able to shift. Not that it mattered—Rael was perfect exactly as he was, and Jameson would always be there to make sure Rael never felt bad about his heritage or abilities.

Rael stirred in his arms, and he put aside his worries for tomorrow.

“I love you,” Rael breathed out, barely awake.

Jameson smiled, and whispered back as sleep came for him, “I love you, too.”

FIN


Afterword


Thank you for reading Wolfsbane, Werewolves of Boston Book #1! This novella is a spinoff within the expanded universe of the Infinite Arcana, encompassing the Beacon Hill Sorcerer, Werewolves of Boston, and two additional series I’ll be debuting soon. While Angel Salvatore does have his own series and books, I tried to make it so new readers could enjoy this book without needing a massive backstory. If you want to read Angel’s adventures, please start with The Necromancer’s Dance, The Beacon Hill Sorcerer #1.

Rael and Jameson will show up again within the wider realms of the Infinite Arcana universe.

If you’ve enjoyed this story, please leave a review to help other readers find this book. Happy reading!
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