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I have too many character flaws to get into.
The chief of these are a huge lack of patience, an inability to
suffer fools gladly, and a ruthless concern for my own well-being
at the expense of anyone and everyone else. I don't mean to say I
have no empathy for others, for I do. But I worry about me
first.

My mother was a whore. I could talk about how
she was seduced, abused, and made a fool of by my father, about the
drugs and alcohol they both took, about the circumstances which led
the two of them into being the dregs of society, but those
circumstances change nothing. My mother was a whore, and that's all
there is to it.

I was an orphan, for all intents and
purposes, from the age of about four. Small chance those two would
put much thought or effort into raising me. If I was a brat (I was)
it wasn't really my fault. My mother died at the hands of my father
when I was eight or so. It's hard to recall birthdays when your
parents never remembered or celebrated them.

I got one thing from my mother; looks. My mom
was a beauty, a second generation American of Finish background,
and I look very much like her pictures. I'm not bragging when I say
I'm beautiful, just stating a fact. I have mirrors, and even if I
didn't, my beauty is reflected in the eyes of the men who stare at
me and want me and try to seduce me.

I got one thing from my father; brains. I
don't mean he was any kind of intellectual genius. He never even
graduated from high school. But he had a feral intelligence and
cunning which, if it weren't combined with an innate laziness,
various addiction problems, a violent temper, and a determination
to get as much as he could from the least possible amount of work,
might have actually gotten him somewhere other than prison.

I passed through the foster care system as a
beautiful young girl with no power, completely at the mercy of the
winds of fate and whatever adult happened to be making a decision
over me at any particular time.

It was not a childhood or youth I would
recommend to anyone.

I grew a hard heart and a thick shell. I
learned to be suspicious of anything anyone told me, of any
promises or intentions, good or not. I learned not to trust. I also
learned to use my attractiveness to get what I wanted, to look sad
and pitiful, to use my big blue eyes and sweet face to gain
sympathy.

As I passed into adolescence, my sweet face
was joined by a lithe and athletic young body which was much
coveted by men and boys. I attracted, you might say, a certain
amount of predatory attention. I also learned to fight. All the
feeble protests in the world don't carry as much weight as one well
aimed knee to the groin.

Yes, my body became quite useful, something I
had others valued and might be willing to trade things for. I,
however, had no desire to share it, no desire, in fact, for male
companionship (or female, come to that). I had learned that no one
in the world would look after you or care about you but you
yourself.

I was an island unto myself and I looked at
other people solely as threats, or for what they could give me or
get me. I was a schemer and a dreamer, and I used my looks as the
only currency I had to get what I wanted.

And I was cheap. I did not spend my currency
easily. I learned how to make use of it without spending it. I
learned that a smile, a sweet voice, a certain way of positioning
my body, of pushing my breasts out and batting my eyes, could
usually get me what I wanted without having to do anything
more.

I realized that my body could be used to
manipulate men, and my sweet face to manipulate women. I appealed
to womens maternal instincts. The instincts I appealed to in men
were, of course, quite different.

And as I grew older men were the ones
increasingly more willing to help. The maternal instincts of women
tended to fade away as I outgrew gawky adolescence, as my legs
lengthened, my hips widened and my breasts grew.

I became a gymnast in grade school because I
liked to move. I had a great deal of energy, much of it born of
frustration and anger, and not a lot to do with it. I had both a
natural talent and a determination which surpassed everyone else in
my class. Unfortunately, early in adolescence it became obvious I
was destined to be too tall to be a gymnast.

The next outlet became kick-boxing. It was
right up my style, and it was offered free, as a self-defense thing
at school. Again, I was very good at it. I moved well, and I had a
lot of anger to put into my lessons. And it helped keep my body
well, helped tone it. I knew that was important. Like I said, it
was the only currency I had.

I applied myself to my studies with the same
determination, which, along with my poverty, got me a scholarship
to university. The universities were under pressure to find women
for athletic programs because there was a law which mandated they
balance them with the men. Karate was one of them and I jumped at
the chance.

I hated being helpless and at everyone's
mercy. If I couldn't have money or influence or contacts at least I
could learn how to beat people (men!) up.

Did I have a chip on my shoulder? Maybe some
uhm, pent up anger due to my father? Gee, maybe. But I knew I
wasn't going to be a sap like my mother had been, and let some guy
make me his bitch to use and abuse however he wanted. That was
absolutely NOT going to happen with me!

The scholarship made school free. It didn't
make everything else free. I took jobs where I could find them, and
wound up selling television antennas door to door. Growing up poor
and female had made me learn to be persuasive, and had developed my
skill in reading people. I was good at reading those I talked to
(especially men), and good at selling.

I learned to dress in a way which was sexy
and provocative without seeming to be trying to be either. There's
often a fine line between sexy and slutty and I never wanted to
cross it. A tight top, sometimes just a little cleavage, maybe a
bit of midriff exposure, whatever it took. Batting my eyes,
smiling, using my little girl voice. I'd do it all for a sale.

I was looking to take law at university. Did
I like law? No. It represented power to me, and wealth. I had never
had either and I wanted both. I was tired of being at everyone
else's mercy. Before going to law school, you needed an
undergraduate degree. I did well my first two years, worked my tail
off during the summer, and went back for third year.

I approached the law with a cold heart, a
clear, clean mind empty of illusions about justice. The law was a
tool which could be used to get your way, and to make money. That
was what I wanted it for, and lacking friends (or a lot of interest
in friends) I pursued my education with a zealousness largely
unknown among my classmates.

This is where the werewolf comes in.

His name was Paul, and we met late one
evening (evening is the best time for door to door sales) on
Delancy street, near the park when I had just about decided to call
it quits for the day. I was wearing low slung khaki trousers and a
tight, midriff baring white top with a little cleavage.

Wearing a midriff baring top in front of a
werewolf was like wearing the most incredibly low cut blouse in
front of a normal guy. Werewolves have this thing for soft, white
underbellies, you see, though I didn't know it at the time.

Paul, luckily for me, was not very good at
being a werewolf. He hadn't been at it long, and wasn't at all good
at controlling himself. He also wasn't a very big or powerful
werewolf, as such things are measured.

I, on the other hand, was very good at being
preyed upon. Or at least, I was very used to it. Walking through
the darkening evening next to thick bushes and a park, I was, of
course, wary, though not particularly worried. When I heard the
movement of something in the brush, my reactions were very quick. I
suspected it was some guy coming for me. I just didn't realize how
hairy he'd be.

I had just leapt forward when he literally
flew out of the trees at me! I let out an involuntary scream and
ducked aside just enough that he went hurtling past me and into the
side window of a BMW.

He smashed through the window and wound up
inside the car while I sprinted up the street. His howl was blood
curdling, and leant me speed as he thrashed around in there, with
the car alarm screaming into his big ears, and finally sent the
entire door flying out into the trees.

Werewolves are strong, even if they are new
at it.

I was very fast, especially with a rush of
adrenalin, but no human is as fast as a werewolf, even a clumsy
one. I took one look over my shoulder, got an extra rush of
adrenaline, and took a flying leap onto the hood of a Toyota with
him not far behind. I bounded onto the roof, then took another
flying leap and grabbed the light pole next to it.

He howled as he jumped after me and I swung
around the pole, letting him fly past and into the trees. Then I
frantically shinnied up the pole. Climbing a light pole isn't easy,
but desperation, terror and strong thighs helped a lot. By the time
he'd turned himself around and jumped for me again I was too
high.

I would have screamed but he was howling
enough that would have been pointless. He was more wolf than
wolf-man, and couldn't quite manage to claw his way up the pole at
first. He bared his teeth at me and growled ferociously and I told
him to go fuck himself in the most sincere terms you could
imagine.

He managed to get his legs and paws around
the pole, and claws digging deep, began to climb. He was all hairy
with huge, ugly teeth, and he stared up at me like the ravening
beast he was, promising death!

I climbed as best I could and he climbed
after me, in his clumsy way. Being a lot stronger he managed to
catch me and started snarling and snapping at me. He managed, in
fact, to get his teeth around my ankle for a quick bite before my
other foot kicked him in the face, which sent him falling all the
way back down and crumpling the roof of the Toyota – whose alarm
began to wail.

People began to yell from a nearby house and
lights started going on, and the werewolf, pulling himself from the
car, shook his head, and then ran for it. My trembling arms
couldn't hold me up much longer, and I slid down the pole (more
later about poles and me) and then ran off in the opposite
direction, stunned, unthinking, and still terrified.

You're supposed to go to the hospital when
these things happen, but what they do there, as I understood it,
was lock you up for a while until they see if you're going to start
howling and getting hairy, generally at the next full moon.

I did not want to be at the government's
mercy again, and had zero trust in me for their competence, much
less concern for my well-being. I bandaged my own ankle,
rationalizing it as only being a small bite, hoping nothing would
come of it, that the full moon would pass and I would remain my
usual (mostly) hairless self.

That didn't mean I didn't take some
precaution. I might be a bitch but I didn't want to kill anyone (at
least, not strangers). The next full moon, in a stolen car (a guy
called Joey had taught me how to steal them to impress me) with a
pile of raw meat in the back seat, I drove down a fire trail just
outside the city and waited to see what would happen.

I won't say I wasn't scared shitless, that I
wasn't sweating bullets, or that I was being tough about it. I
would have prayed on my knees if I was a believer, but praying had
never gotten me anywhere before so I'd given up.

I knew before anything happened that I was
going to turn. It wasn't like me to be that heart-poundingly
anxious, or to start feeling so hot I was sweating, even when doing
nothing but sitting on the car's hood. I started feeling
light-headed, and way too hot. I started to cry, which again, was
absolutely not like me, because I knew I was going to get it, that
I had it, that I was going to become one of them.

I peeled off my clothes, panting for breath,
moaning low in my throat, cursing at the world in general and my
miserable luck in particular.

I felt sick. I felt like the wicked witch of
the west after water had been thrown on her. I was melting!

I screamed, repeatedly, and then my voice
started sounding more like a howl than a scream, and my face ached
as the bones shifted, and my skin both burned and felt incredibly
ticklish as the little hairs became big hairs and multiplied.

And then I was laying on my side, panting,
moaning, and seeing the world in odd shades of bright gray.

I'm not sure how long I lay there before
rolling to my feet, but as soon as I did I realized I had four of
them now. I was also a lot shorter.

The forest sounded very, very loud. And it
wasn't nearly dark enough. I staggered around a little, but
instincts kicked in, and I soon got the hang of walking. The less I
thought about it, the easier it was. Then I started running.

Running was a pure joy. All my fears,
anxieties and worries fled as I did, racing through the fields and
woods, running, bounding far, far faster than I'd ever been able to
move before! I reveled in the pure wild movements, leaping and
spinning and howling for the joy of it!

But the longer I was a wolf, the more I
thought like one. And there was that incredible hearing... I heard
movement, and without thought, fell still, crouching in the deep
grass, ears perked up. I haven't mentioned my nose. That was
because the scents filling my brain were overwhelming at first. It
was taking me some time to get used to it.

It was a deer. I hated deer. I'd been in a
car once that had hit a deer. The stupid thing had nearly killed
me! I didn't think like that, because I was more wolf than person
by then, of course. What I thought was – food.

A real wolf runs in a pack, and they look for
the weak ones. I wasn't a real wolf. I was way bigger and stronger
and faster. I bounded forward and the deer barely had a chance to
turn and start to leap away before I was on it.

Digging your wolf teeth into flesh was an
almost erotic experience, with none of the gross factor a human
would feel. It was all wild animal instinct.

Besides, I was hungry.

* * *

I'm not sure how I found my way back to the
car. Some instinct, I guess. I woke up laying on my side in front
of it, naked and cold with my face and fingers all bloody. I
remember some of what had happened, but much of it was kind of
blurry and hazy.

I groaned as I rolled over and sat up.

“Well, fuck,” I said, eyes blinking, body
aching.

I drove home – a dorm room, took a shower,
and tried to get on with my life.

I was being very unlike me. I normally
researched everything I could about everything that concerned me. I
guess I had a kind of mental aversion. I hadn't looked into
werewolves beyond what everyone 'knew' and I didn't do it then
either. I kind of figured I could just go on as before, except that
once a month I'd turn furry and run around in the woods.

Hey, I'd cope. Somehow. I always had. This
was just one more thing I'd have to overcome.

The first clue I had that things were not
going to be quite so simple happened after my shower. I was hungry,
very, very hungry. I was used to a bun and coffee in the morning.
Now I had an old fashioned breakfast of sausages and eggs, two
helpings.

Meat for breakfast was now to become a normal
routine. That was an additional cost I did not need, and time I
didn't have, but I had little choice.

The next clue I had was when I was angry at
it all and slammed my fist down onto the picnic table I was sitting
at not long after. I broke the table. I not only broke the table
but my hand didn't even hurt. Now I had been taking lessons since
my freshman year in how to put my fist through wood, with careful
timing and precise expertise, and that still hurt.

I broke the table by accident, shocking
myself. But not long after the shock faded I became intrigued. The
table was already broken anyway, right? So I started testing it,
seeing what I could do. I punched holes in it, I snapped pieces off
it. I broke the benches in half then in half again.

I was, it seemed, somewhat stronger than I
had been.

At first I was kind of excited, even elated.
I wanted power and now I was strong, if only physically. But then I
began to consider the possibility of mistakenly putting my fist
through someone's face or something similar. I would have to learn
how to control my strength before I hurt someone.

And if I hurt someone I would wind up in
jail, or worse. Society wasn't very sympathetic to werewolves.

This, after all, was one of the reasons that
the government had so many laws about shape-shifters. There were a
lot of things you couldn't do if you were one. And you were
supposed to be licensed. They wanted to know where you lived so if
someone died, say by having their arms pulled out of their sockets,
they could come and get you.

I was not about to tell anyone. I was not
about to get a license. I wanted as little to do with people
overseeing my behavior as possible. I didn't trust them in the
least.

My stomach was unsettled and my skin felt
almost like I had prickly heat all day. The scents weren't as
powerful as they had been when I was a wolf, but I smelled
everything much more than I had the other day. The women wearing
perfume and guys in cologne began to really piss me off. I could
also hear way better. It became a background din that gave me a
headache!

I mean, it was cool be able to hear what
people were saying when they were whispering, but that required
focus, and I really wasn't interested. The clamor of sound and
scent were kind of freaking me out.

I was also feeling really hemmed in in class.
I didn't like it. I wanted to be out in the woods. I paced the
halls, wondering how many classes I could afford to miss without
costing me grade points. I was feeling frazzled and anxious, and
very unhappy.

I made it through most of the day, then went
out jogging around the track to work off some exercise. Only I was
running too fast, and starting to draw looks, so I had to slow it
down. That got me even more frustrated, so I quit and went to the
cafeteria to eat. The two hamburgers weren't enough, but I didn't
want to draw stares. I left, and went to a restaurant for steak and
mashed potatoes.

I couldn't stand being in the dorm room so
decided to go out and see what I could sell. It was earlier than
normal but I wanted to be moving.

I was dressed more provocatively than normal.
I felt hot. Warm, I mean, too warm. I wore shorts and a tank top.
The tank top was pink, with little studs around the neck. And it
had more cleavage than I usually tried, about, say, the length of a
finger, with my breasts squeezed up and together in one of my
lacier bras.

I hadn't even really been thinking when I'd
thrown the outfit on. I was so restless, so anxious, I just put it
on and grabbed my clipboard and left. I didn't take the bus, but
walked, quickly, easily, covering an amazing amount of distance
without even getting winded.

I don't remember what his name was. He
answered the door, and gave me kind of a double-take, but did a
decent job keeping his eyes from staring into my chest. This wasn't
even the right kind of neighborhood. It was too affluent. I was
looking for guys who wanted to save money by ditching their
cable-vision in favor of digital antennas.

But he invited me in, saying it was chilly
out (huh?) and I could tell the house was empty but for us, and
suddenly, I felt this voracious hunger just from being next to him
in the hallway, just smelling that man scent of his. And I don't
mean hunger to eat him – exactly.

Now like I said, I had learned to use my
body, my looks as currency, but I rarely had to sleep with anyone.
As for dating, forget about it. I wasn't looking for a boyfriend,
and sex had done nothing for my mother but ruin her life. When I
fucked someone it was a cold, calculated act. And I never enjoyed
it.

I had, on occasions, noticed a guy, noticed
the way they looked, the way they moved, the line of their bodies,
their hips, their shoulders, the small of their back. I had noticed
and appreciated, and thought about maybe doing something with them.
But those were mostly just thoughts in passing. I had a closed,
locked mind when it came to sex.

I had never, ever in my life felt the kind of
arousal, or even anything remotely like it, that I felt in that
hallway. It was like a fever came over me, like I was practically
shaking with the sudden hunger and need. The guy was okay looking,
tall, reasonably fit, but nothing special, not like some of those
football players or swimmers I'd noticed at school.

I grabbed his hand and pulled it up against
my breast while my other hand grabbed him by the scruff of the
neck, jerking him in against me so I could crush my lips against
his. He was startled, and even resisted – briefly, but I was having
none of that. I shoved him against the wall, my tongue plunging
into his mouth, and I guess he suddenly realized he had his hand
around the nice, soft breast of a nineteen year old girl and wasn't
likely to get that opportunity often.

He started to kiss back, his hand kneading my
breast with growing excitement, our tongues twisting and melding
together. I let go of his shirt, my hand gliding up and down
against his chest, then quickly down to his crotch, squeezing
lightly, massaging him as he quickly hardened.

I felt an obsession, a wild carnal need and
hunger, and my fingers fumbled at his belt, jerking his pants open
and down. My hand folded around his cock with a kind of gleeful
reverence, and I shuddered as I ran it up and down the thick shaft.
I could hardly breath with the heat rolling through my body, and my
trembling legs dropped me to my knees in front of him.

He was cursing softly, wildly, in disbelief,
as I stared at his cock, open-mouthed. Then I slid my lips around
it, moaning, sucking, kissing, licking as I bobbed up and down. I
felt an incredible hunger, and couldn't get enough of it. I forced
my lips further and further, gagging only slightly as he entered my
throat, then felt a wild, dark thrill as I pushed my lips all the
way down the shaft to the bottom.

He cursed even more wildly, his hands
clamping against my head to crush my mouth against his groin. I
reveled in the feel of him filling my throat, my hands cupping his
ass and squeezing hard – a little too hard. He yelped in pain, and
stumbled, falling. I followed him to the floor, letting go of his
ass, bobbing my lips on his cock.

He started to sit up and I pounced, jumping
forward, straddling his belly, staring down at him as I forced him
back. My trembling hands reached down and peeled my tank top up and
off, then tore open my bra and spilled my breasts out, so hard, so
hot, the nipples burning. He reached for them and I grabbed his
hands, mashing them into my overheated breasts with a shuddering
moan of pleasure.

I was already unconsciously grinding myself
against him, and reached down to undo my shorts, then frantically
stripped them off. I had to be naked! Even my shoes were thrown
back against the inside of the door!

I rose up, grabbed his cock, positioned him
at the entrance to my incredibly overheated, sodden sex, and then
gloried in the feel of him penetrating me, in the unparalleled
wonder of sliding down, down, down the long length of him. If I
could have stretched the sensation out forever I would do nothing
else. If I could have made his cock a mile long I would have slid
down it all day!

I had a kind of mini orgasm as I sank down on
him, and felt my buttocks flatten against his thighs as I took in
the last inch, shuddering, leaning into his hands which continued
to maul my breasts.

I didn't know who he was, and I couldn't have
cared less. He was male. That was all that mattered to me. I began
to ride his cock, gasping in helpless, dazed pleasure, grunting and
half sobbing with the intensity of the pleasure riding me as I rode
him.

I don't know if he thought I was faking it or
just crazy, or maybe just didn't care. He was probably twice my
age, and long past the point where he'd get a teenage girl to do
anything but laugh at him without paying her. I was, as I said,
more than slightly attractive, and his eyes were huge as he drank
in the look of me while I rode him.

I came quickly, and loudly, throwing back my
head, and not howling like a wolf simply because I was already
breathless. I gurgled and shuddered and sobbed as I rode him
through the orgasm and on into a wild swirling storm of pleasure
that was only slightly less powerful.

I kept riding, impaling myself on his
wonderful cock, exulting in the feel of it every time I slid down
its length. A second orgasm roared through me, and I had the breath
to scream this time, my mind blasted by the power such that he was
able to roll over, riding me, his hips thrusting into me as I lay
on my back, slack jawed and trembling, eyes glassy and legs
spread.

He wasn't as aroused as I could. No one could
have been, and he was a man, which meant he couldn't last. He
shuddered and cursed as he came inside me, then collapsed. I
recognized it for what it was, even though I was half animal in my
mind, I think. But I wasn't going to accept it.

I rolled us over easily, despite his weight
and tore his shirt open, licking and sucking at his nipples and
chest, then sliding lower. The hunger still rode me as I licked a
trail down his abdomen and began to kiss and suck his balls.

I needed to have him inside me again! I
needed it!

His chest was heaving, and he groaned, sliding his fingers through
my soft blonde hair as I licked and sucked his cock back to life. I
had no inhibitions, none, and dropped my chest low, pulling his
cock up between my breasts, massaging it between them as I gave him
a hot, catty look of desire that made his cock pulse.

When it was hard enough I straddled him
again. He sat up this time, but I didn't care. I grabbed his
shoulders with my hands and sank myself down on his cock with a
shuddering cry of pleasure and hunger, starting to ride him almost
immediately. His hands were on my ass while our tongues moved
together, and then he leaned into me, got his legs under him, and
somehow stood up.

Holding me against him, with him still inside
me, he carried me into the living room, our tongues still twisting
and twinging together in his mouth. Then he dumped me onto the
sofa. He grabbed my thighs and spun me over and I moaned, another
instinct coming to my brain.

I knelt before him, head low, ass high, legs
apart, and cried out as he entered me.

This felt even more natural, even more
incredible, even more right!

He started to fuck me, hard and fast. There
was no skill to it, no careful timing of strokes and angles. He
pounded his hips against my upraised bottom as he stood next to the
sofa, and I gurgled like I was totally drunk – which I was. I was
intoxicated on sexual hunger and need, and every deep, hard stroke
of his cock brought me a furious rush of sensation barely short of
orgasm.

Every touch made me hot, especially when he
grabbed my breasts, but even slapping my ass turned me on. And when
he reached forward and grabbed my hair, jerking my head back, I
climaxed like never before. I cried out in a long, warbling,
breathless undulation of ecstasy, my voice warbling from the hard
hammering my body was undergoing, my brain rolling over and over
under the flood-waves of sensation rushing through it.

It was so incredible! It was so intense! I
just knelt there like a bitch in heat, my ass raised high, being
pounded by this guy, my head pulled back, jaw wide in a gurgling,
near soundless scream, eyes rolled back in my head as he rammed
into me again and again... and again and again and again.

My brain felt as though it were wobbling and
shaking inside my skull, but I didn't care. The orgasm seemed to
last forever, and I didn't care about anything else in the
universe. I wanted it to just go on and on forever.
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I had to start reading up on werewolves. I
had to do it that night. Unfortunately, I didn't find much,
certainly nothing about female werewolves being uncontrollable
nympho sluts!

Sex with that guy had been the most intense,
most incredible erotic experience of my life! And I didn't even
know his name. I didn't remember where he lived, or even, entirely,
what he looked like.

But the echoes of the pleasure, of the
seething hunger, resonated through my mind for days.

I was a total whore! I masturbated often,
having to stuff my face into a pillow to keep the sounds of my
orgasms from alerting my neighbors.

That wasn't enough, though. I needed fresh
meat. I needed men!

I prowled the campus, wearing a short denim
skirt now, and no underwear. I cornered a football player at the
side of the gym, and he rode me against the wall. I found a swimmer
in the mens changing room, and we did it on the bench, with me
riding him for all I was worth. I think I fucked maybe eight guys
in the next two days.

The intensity of the orgasms made every
muscle in my body spasm, and also seemed to stretch my skin, to
make it feel like splitting open. My face ached as if it would
break open, as if the wolf would come out, but even in the heights
of my pleasure I somehow managed to control it, to keep the beast
inside.

I had three dinners each night, going to
different places so no one would wonder or stare. And I was still
drained of energy.

I tried working out, in a high speed frenzy,
but the sex heat didn't seem to leave me until the third day, when
it began to fade back into something approaching normality.

But it would never be normal again, at least,
if what I'd felt before could be termed normal. The memories of
that wild, carnal heat, and the echoes of the crashing, thunderous
orgasms, had changed my view of sex for all time. No longer was it
just some uncomfortable physical action to be gotten through in
order to persuade someone to do something for me. Now it was
something I wanted – for me.

I began to look at men in a different light.
I still didn't hunger for their companionship, much less love, but
I hungered for their bodies.

I was eating a lot, and gaining weight, but
none of it was showing. My fat, such as it was, was being converted
into muscle mass, that was all. I had an incredible metabolism that
simply converted anything I hate into energy. And I either used it
or it turned into muscle.

Well, not everything. My breasts seemed
undiminished, and if anything, felt swollen and tender, my nipples
much more sensitive. I was aroused a lot of the time, though
thankfully, more in a human way than that wild, raging animal
hunger.

One of the few good things I learned in
researching werewolves was that they seemed immune to all human
diseases, and that their changing shapes made it almost impossible
to have children. Thank God for small favors, because I was having
a lot more sex now, and without much consideration as to who I had
it with. I had sex almost every day now, but to keep from getting
too bad a reputation, I hunted them in a bar known more for lower
middle class people.

Not us rich college kids.

I had always kind of liked dancing, but now I
loved it! I particularly loved the fastest, wildest music that let
me throw my body around. I wore very little, very small, thin,
tight dresses, and danced like the uninhibited creature I was,
rolling my hips and swinging my head as the dance took me.

Finding men was not difficult. It was making
them go away that was hard.

I wanted sex, but uncomplicated sex. I did
them in the alley behind the club, in their cars, even in the
bathrooms. I didn't care about the background. I just cared about
having that cock inside me.

The hunger began to diminish after about a
week and a half, but it never went down to what I had felt before.
And then, as the next full moon approached, it started to rise
again.

I had had actual sex with exactly four people
in my life prior to this month. In the first month after the full
moon I'd had sex with over thirty men. I was starting to feel like
one of those hollow eyed heroin addicts, craving my next fix!

I was also running out of money. My money was
carefully horded, and I was spending it like crazy, just on food. I
was also not selling as well as I once had. My head was too fucked
up – so to speak. I didn't want to act coy and flirty with men, I
wanted to jump their bones!

I drove out to the same place as the first
time. Hey, it had worked for me then. I was anxious, hesitant, and
feeling kind of sick, kind of shaky. I was definitely not looking
forward to eating some other animal! Though I have to admit, the
fuzzy memories of racing through the woods were kind of … nice.

I stripped, thought about resisting it,
thought about trying to fight it, then decided, well, fuck it. I
dropped down onto my hands and knees, closed my eyes, tilted back
my head and let the moon ride me. I could feel myself shifting and
changing, could feel the hair, the fur flowing across my body even
as my bones ached and shifted and my face stretched out into a
muzzle.

I opened my eyes, and felt a great sense of
energy and vibrancy. My senses were alive again, far more than
before, and I raced through the woods and into the meadow beyond. I
bounded and tumbled and twisted, chasing and snapping at bugs just
for the fun of it.

And then I came to a dead, screeching stop. I
smelled something that smelled like me, only it wasn't me. I
crouched low in the grass, then sensed movement to my left,
approaching, I leapt up and forward and raced away. There was a
howl behind me and the wolf, or whatever it was, ran in pursuit. It
was bigger, but I was faster.

But then there was another one right in front
of me. I literally jumped right over him (I knew, somehow, it was a
he) and raced on, dodging through the trees. This one was more my
size, and faster than the last one, but I had an almost uncanny
ability to dodge in and out among the trees and brush. He was close
several times, only to go spinning and tumbling at a sudden change
of direction.

I would have laughed if I had been able to. I
wasn't really afraid of them, though I continued to try to avoid
them. There was a kind of clash between my wolf instincts and my
human mind, which was present to a greater degree than it had been
last full moon.

There were more howls from in front of me,
and then more from the sides. I suddenly leapt to the side and came
to a halt right in front of a tree. My pursuer tried to stop and
went flying and rolling ass over tail past me. I spun and raced in
the opposite direction, surprising another one as I raced right
past him. He reached out and got a nip at my side but only got a
mouthful of fur before I was past and leaving him in the dust.

I was getting annoyed. How many of these
people were there anyway!?

Yes, I was thinking of them as people – sort
of, when I was thinking. They wanted me to stop. I didn't know why,
but I kind of knew that, knew they were exasperated, surprised,
frustrated. That... amused me. It was not my habit to make things
easy for anyone, and it didn't seem like becoming furry had changed
that much.

I lost them all and made it back to the car.
I was tired, and shaking a little. And when I reached it I simply –
changed. I wanted to, and I did. Suddenly I was a girl with her
bits of leaves and twigs tangled in her hair kneeling on all fours
naked in the grass.

I stood up, though it seemed vaguely
unnatural, and felt a sense of vertigo for a few seconds before
heading to the car, where I'd left my clothes.

I hadn't lost all of them, it turned out.

The big one, the first one I'd left behind,
was suddenly there behind me. How did I know it was him, given he
was now standing up as well, and just as naked and human as I was?
I don't know. But I knew it was him. I tried to twist free but he
grabbed me by the hair and jerked me back against the car, bowing
my body back as he glared down at me with dark green eyes.

“No!” he growled in a slightly furry
voice.

I was not embarrassed at being seen naked. A
lot of guys had seen me naked the last month, after all. And I was
still feeling kind of wolf-like in my attitudes. I wasn't
particularly afraid, either. What was he going to do, have sex with
me? Well, so what!

Whoever he was, he was in his late twenties,
tall, broad shouldered, with a kind of swimmers body (by then I'd
developed a taste for them) except his wasn't shaved like theirs
tended to be, and his chest was bigger, broader. His arms were
thicker, too, stronger, and he roughly pinned me to the side of the
car as I panted for breath.

Did I mention he was naked? Oh, right. Yeah.
My eyes flicked down, and I saw this long, thick cock hanging down
there, and it wasn't even erect. They flicked up to those stern,
angry eyes. He needed a shave, but he had a firm, square jaw, and
short, dark hair. But it was the eyes that held me even as I
started to feel a wild thrum of energy and heat and need from well
down below.

And... something else. It was like I was
feeling a new sense, one which had never existed before. A sixth
sense, but not in a way of some sort of precognition or anything
like it. No, I was sensing him but on a whole new level. I was
sensing him on a kind of emotional level, but more. There was an
energy enveloping him which wasn't visual, not like an aura, but I
could sense it, could feel it, could even get a kind of sense of
what kind of a person he was somehow.

There was a tremendous strength of will and
character there, a determination, a confidence I admired. And more,
a seething, crackling kind of power which I didn't begin to
understand. Then again, my mind was so fuzzed and dazed I wasn't in
much shape for thinking.

I gasped as he pulled more sharply against my
hair, forcing my head back further, exposing my throat to him.

I felt his lips sliding in against my throat,
and trembled, but not with fear. He licked a long trail along my
neck and up under my ear, his lips sucking on my earlobe then as
his other hand slid down my body and unerringly found my pussy. I
whimpered in helpless pleasure as he stroked me, as he penetrated
me, my hips grinding against him even as he chewed on my
earlobe.

I was feeling that wild heat again, the
feverish need for sex, but there was more to it this time. It
wasn't just the physical hunger. There was something else there. I
felt a kind of kinship with him, felt as if I had one of those
invisible auras too, and that it was joining and melding with his
in a way which produced a kind of emotional pleasure I had never
felt before nor ever imagined.

So of course, I head butted him and took
off.

This was pure wolf, though I didn't know it.
Female wolves don't choose their mating partners based on looks.
All they care about is strength, power. A female wolf's attitude is
if you think you're wolf enough for me, then try it buster. But
don't expect me to make it easy. Because that ain't happening.

Mind you, that was still more friendly than
my own attitude towards men used to be.

My movements were all instinct, but not all
wolf instinct. After head butting him and as he staggered back, I
twisted, brought my legs up as I grabbed the hood of the car, and
rammed them into his chest. That both propelled him backward and me
forward, onto and over the hood of the car.

He reacted instantly, jumping the car in one
bound, surprising me. He was so close I leapt up and grabbed a tree
branch so he'd race past me. Then I dropped, spun and leapt in the
other direction.

Or tried to. He spun quickly and caught my
ankle as I was leaping away. That jerked me up short in mid-air and
dropped me onto my face on the ground. Then two hundred and
something pounds of male dropped onto my back.

Hopeless? Maybe to a human. Two hundred
pounds is a huge weight to a mere human. But I wasn't merely human
any more. I threw myself up and to the side, rolling over atop him
and slammed an elbow into his ribs. Then I spun around and
surprised him. Instead of trying to leap away I straddled him,
grabbing his wrists and pinning him down.

The look on his face was comical. No, he
hadn't expected that at all! I smirked, feeling very smug and
cocky, not just seeing his surprise but feeling it, sensing it. I
leaned in and kissed him hard, our lips mashing together as as I
clamped my thighs around his hips.

Oh I wanted him, or at least, my body wanted
him – badly, and I could somehow feel his hunger for me. So I bit
him on the lip and spun off to the side. I surprised him again, but
not enough. It would have been enough to escape, but there was a
length of wood on the ground. Call it a small branch or a very big
twig. It was probably eight feet or so long and about twice as
thick as my thumb. He grabbed it instantly and swept it around,
scything my legs out from under me before I could get far.

Then he was atop me again, this time clamping
his thighs around me, grabbing my wrists and jerking them up and
back behind me, forcing them up high between my shoulder blades. He
crossed my wrists, pinned them there with one big hand, then
grabbed at my hair as I threw myself over onto my side.

But he had his powerful legs clamped around
me, and now jerked my head up and back sharply, bowing my back
painfully. He held me there for long seconds as I panted for
breath, then kind of shook me and bent my head back further. My
scalp was screaming as my hair threatened to tear out! He bent in
and suddenly his face seemed to shift.

He was still... mostly human, but his jaw
widened, and then closed around my exposed throat, pressing in
tightly enough to make it hard to breath. His teeth weren't
breaking the flesh, but they were close, and the wolf side of me
understood this perfectly.

I was helpless before him. He could kill me
if he wanted to. Yet I still felt no fear, none! Instead I felt a
kind of calm acceptance, and even a sense of appreciation. The wolf
in me was impressed by him. I went limp, surrendering, in the way
of wolves, and his teeth slid back, his jaw shifting back to
normal. He wasn't letting me off easy, though. He released my
wrists and hair, though, and I gasped as my body straightened.

He gave me a rough shove so I fell onto my
belly again, then jerked himself up and back. An instant later he
grabbed my thighs, jerking them up and apart. He slapped my ass
sharply and I gasped, raising it high. I was physically trembling
with heat at that point, and he gripped my thighs in a steel hard
embrace, his fingers digging into my soft flesh.

Then I felt his tongue against me. I jerked
violently, cried out in shock and heat, and my pussy jammed back
frantically against his mouth, against his lips and tongue.

Fuck! I didn't need foreplay! I didn't want
foreplay!

He seemed to sense it, or knew it. He reared
up behind me and I felt the thick hard nose of his cock pushing
against the moist, swollen lips of my sex. When he thrust into me I
jerked my head up and back, crying out in pleasure.

Then he was on me, rather like a dog, his
chest pressed against my back, his teeth against my throat as he
began to ride me. Not only did I feel an incredible sense of joy
and pleasure at having his cock stuffed deep inside me, at his
teeth against my throat and his big arms wrapping tightly around
me, but there was that other joining too.

It was like auras intertwining, but what kind
of aura, or even what it meant, I had no clue. I just know that in
addition to feeling an incredible sense of pleasure and
satisfaction in the physical, I felt the same thing emotionally and
even spiritually. I could feel him, could sense him, his emotions,
his feelings, his own deep, savage satisfaction of male conquest
and sexual heat as my pussy squeezed his cock, as he felt the
softness of my flesh against him.

His cock moved inside me, slowly but deeply,
drawing a shuddering, breathless gasp of pleasure with every deep,
plunging stroke. God, it felt wonderful! It was soooo good to feel
him inside me and around me! I'd never felt anything like it
before! It was like we were one, in a way, like without exchanging
one word with him I felt as if I knew him better than anyone I'd
ever known in my life.

His powerful hips began to work faster and
faster as I ground my hips against him, and he eased up and back,
his hands sliding down my back to grip my hips. He jerked back to
meet his thrusts, and his bare belly slapped hard against my
buttocks as he rode me.

His hands couldn't stay in place, though. It
was as if... and I could kind of sense this somehow... he couldn't
keep them in one place. His fingers kept sliding up and down my
body with a sense of wonder and pleasure in what they touched. He
stroked my bare back, slid his fingers through my soft hair, and
then eased down along my ribs to sink into my breasts.

I could feel a rising tension in him, though,
a steely minded determination as he thrust into me and as I thrust
myself back at him. I didn't understand at first, but then realized
he was holding back in some way. I just didn't think about it or
why or what it was.

He was fighting to hold back from coming, of
course.

Colin was a man who prided himself on his
discipline, and as a lover, he held himself to certain standards.
He knew a lot about pleasing women sexually. He'd had a lot of
experience at it, and he'd learned. I've spoken to some of the
others he's had sex with, and he is definitely skilled at it.

His failing, however, was that he was so
clinical about it, as if following a plan. You ever watch a porn
video? You can imagine the script. It says something like, okay,
two minutes of cunnilingus, then two minutes in this position, then
she gets on top for two more, then you shift to this
position...

It's all carefully laid out, all very
clinical, and utterly lacking in passion and emotion. Bleh. Why
people watch that drek is beyond me. Maybe it's the music that gets
them off...

But now he was having trouble controlling his
passion, and had already lost control of whatever plan or script
he'd had. He was also losing control of his emotions.

As I ground myself against him he was losing
control, too. He tried to ease off, to slow down but I rammed
myself back at him, panting and moaning and desperate for more.

And he came. He came first. It was weird
because even as I felt the wild flow of pleasure, felt it through
him, I mean, not myself, I could feel a sense of consternation too.
I didn't think much about it, though, because that wild flood of
pleasure, however it was transmitted to me, triggered my own
orgasm, and it was explosive!

I screamed as I came, and heard his howl
behind me as he continued to ram himself into me. My own pleasure
roiled through his aura and he dropped atop me, his heavy body
crushing my own to the ground even as my bottom remained his, his
cock plunging in and out of me as he bit into the nape of my neck
enough to draw blood. And crushed my breasts with his eager
fingers.

We both continued to buck and thrust and jerk
until we collapsed, and he fell over onto his side next to me. I
groaned, remained in the same position for a few seconds, then
tilted over to fall on my side as well, gasping, chest heaving,
drawing in long, shuddering breaths of air.

That was when I saw the wolves sitting around
watching.

There were six of them. Calling them wolves
is a bit of a misnomer. They looked like wolves, but were about
twice the size. And I could kind of sense auras around them too.
Approval, amusement, surprise, jealousy, arousal, wariness, all
mixed together.

I flushed, aware of my nudity for the first
time. My mind was too fuzzy to really take it in, though. I mean,
if I'd discovered a half dozen people watching me have sex a month
earlier I'd be freaking out. And while I'd spend the last thirty
days in a sort of sexual hunger I still wasn't comfortable with the
notion of an audience watching me!

I felt something from behind me, something
only barely understood, and the wolves all shifted, changed, the
air seeming to waver around them until they were humans squatting
there in unnatural positions. They quickly shifted, crouching,
sitting on the ground, cross-legged, or sitting back on their
heels.

Four were men, two were women. They were all,
I guessed, in their late twenties or early thirties, though
extremely fit and athletic looking. The men were uniformly
powerfully built, the women all lithe, like dancers. I sat up
awkwardly, uncertainly, no less self-conscious for their own
nudity. I didn't want to stand up, so kind of sat back, legs
tightly together, eyes darting from one to the other, hoping my
face wasn't turning too red.

The four men all looked at me with an honest
appreciation of what they were looking at, and I could feel a
certain hunger beneath the surface, along with little riffs and
bursts of this and that, ranging from jealousy to happiness to
amusement.

The two women were both more tightly closed,
but I sensed jealousy from one, and a bit of anger. Neither seemed
particularly pleased with what they saw and would have been happier
to not have seen it – ie, me. There was regret there too, though I
didn't understand it.

I'm not good with people, you know. I'm not
good in groups. And this roiling undercurrent of thoughts and
emotions was very hard to adjust to, especially given the
strangeness of this nude gathering. I didn't know what the fuck was
going on in my head, and my eyes flicked to the car as I considered
how quickly I could get the car keys and take off.

“This is Samantha,” the man behind me said,
pointing at a woman with a sort of Slavic look, “and Zoe,” he said,
pointing at the other woman, a slender redhead.

“That's Fergus, Scott, Dave, and Adam,” he
said, pointing at the four men in turn.

I said nothing.

“And your name is... ?” he asked.

I bit my lips uncertainly. Did I want these
people knowing who I was? And besides, who has conversations and
introductions while naked!?

“Who wants to know?” I demanded, nervous,
embarrassed and yes, cranky.

One of the men snorted, and one of the women
smiled. The rest just looked surprised.

I gasped as I felt my hair pulled back
roughly, jerking me back bodily to where I wound up sprawled across
his lap looking up at him.

“I am Colin,” he said, glowering at me.

“Uhm, yeah, okay. Pleased to meet you,” I
gasped.

I heard another snort from someone.

“Your name is?”

I would lie and tell him something.

“Kenzie,” I said.

I hadn't lied. I wasn't quite sure why except
that somehow I knew I couldn't lie to him.

He nodded solemnly. “Pleased to meet you,
Kenzie.”

He stood up, gripping my arm, literally
lifting me up to my feet in front of him. I felt another flare of
discomfort at being naked in front of those other people, even as
they stood up to. Then Colin took my other hand, pulled my wrists
together above my head and held them there in one hand.

“We have a new wolf!” he shouted.

The others howled. I mean, like they were
wolves! It was... freaking weird!

And I was on display, completely naked! Or at
least, what I thought of as naked. I was to learn the difference
soon. I squirmed in his grasp and he released me, letting my arms
drop. I resisted, barely, the urge to cross my arms across my
chest, or hold my hand over my groin. Everyone else was being very
casual about their nudity.

“I'll deal with her,” he said.

One of the women looked surprised. “Are you
sure, Colin? I thought – .”

“You have work tomorrow.”

“So do you,” said the other woman.

“I'm stronger than you,” he said in a tone of
such splendid arrogance it might have taken someone's breath
away.

They all accepted it fairly easily though. I,
meanwhile, was starting to wonder what this 'dealing with her'
involved. I didn't like to be 'dealt with'.

I felt something, like a sort of unspoken
signal, a surge of something, and somehow knew he was telling them
to go. They shifted into wolf form and bounded away into the trees,
making me feeling somewhat envious.

I felt his hand on my arm, turning me around,
and looked up at him.

“We have a lot to talk about,” he said.
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I felt a vast relief at the others having
gone, though of course, that still left me completely naked with a
completely naked man. That didn't worry me, of course, but I looked
at him doubtfully. Did he intend us to sit in the woods naked to
chat? That didn't seem … normal. I looked at him and he looked at
me and I felt a sudden hunger that was only partly coming from me.
It was as if the both of us got a fresh look at each other, full
length, and really liked what we saw.

I know I did.

I saw the look in his eyes as he looked at
me, and I could feel something … similar. I felt a little smug at
that, but only a little because man oh man did this guy look good
naked! The smooth, clean lines of him, so masculine, with those
beautiful shoulders, and that incredibly firm belly. I felt my
fingers actually twitching, my hands rising a little on their own
simply out of a desire to touch that stomach, to run my fingers
along it and up his chest.

And just like that my breasts were flat
against his chest and his mouth was on mine. My arms were over his
shoulders and his were around my back and we were both so tightly
squashed together it was like we were trying to squeeze each other
into one person!

He gave up on that first, as his fingers
began to stroke my back, and again I felt that … that feeling, that
sensation, and I knew he was loving the feel of my skin against his
fingers as his hands moved up and down, then down further, cupping
and squeezing my buttocks as our tongues twisted and twined
together.

And then I wasn't standing any more. My legs
were curled around him, and he was still standing, and our lips
were still together. He held me effortlessly as my hands slid
through his hair and I felt the growing hunger within me spreading
and deepening.

He swung me around, and I felt the warm metal
of the car's front hood under my buttocks. His hands slid up my
back, and then off. I felt his cock pressing against me, and he was
hard again. I reached for it but he found my opening and I cried
out softly, breathlessly, as he pushed into me.

He was big, and thick, thick enough it should
have hurt. He was easily the biggest cock I'd ever had inside me. I
know because as my hand dropped my fingers folded around the shaft,
and I felt a sense of marvel at how big it was even as he continued
to push forward into my body.

It ached a little, but my body seemed to have
no difficult adjusting. I moaned as my closed hand was crushed
against my body, holding him back. I didn't want to let go of him!
And then he started to thrust in and out, much of him inside me and
the rest sliding through my hand. It felt so wonderful!

We weren't doing much talking, though. Our
lips were still locked together. I finally pulled my hand back, and
he thrust all the way into me. I let out a cry of pleasure and
wonder and closed my legs around him, falling back onto the hood of
the car and dragging him back with me.

This was hot, passionate and intense, but it
lacked the wild, frenzied hunger of the previous time. That didn't
mean it wasn't incredible, just more human now. He jerked back on
my hair again, and I had a fleeting thought about cutting it short.
That thought was chased away by the sudden certain passionate
thought that I LIKED having my hair pulled!

I twisted my fingers in his hair, what there
was of it, our mouths practically feeding at each other as his hips
moved in and out in a deep, fluid motion that buried him inside me
with every thrust without jarring my body with a heavy contact.

I sensed immediately that he was restraining
himself. I didn't care, mind you. With him between my legs and
inside me and his lips on mine, I didn't care about anything else.
He felt so good moving in and out of me I didn't pause to consider
whether it would feel even better if he thrust harder and
faster.

I don't know how long it lasted. It was a
perfect moment in time and I didn't care if anything ever changed.
But finally he pulled his lips off mine, both of us gulping deep
breaths of air, and I saw and felt a kind of determination taking
over him. He slid out of me and I moaned unhappily, but he ignored
me, sliding down to his knees, his big hands spreading my legs wide
against the car trunk.

He stared into my sex, and along my body, up
between my breasts, locking eyes with me, then began to use his
tongue down there on my other lips, and past them.

He was... talented. And to be honest, I had
very little experience with oral sex, at least, as the recipient.
My body felt raw and sensitive, and his tongue... it wasn't the
tongue of a normal man. It was a kind of strange mixture of human
and wolf. Have you ever felt a dog's tongue on your hand, how rough
it is?

His tongue was long, too, and agile, and
while it wasn't as rough as a dog it was rougher than a man, and so
as it stroked across my clitoris the sensations it roused were...
incredible. His tongue had the moist, wet, slickness of a human,
but with the texture a human's tongue lacked.

And it very quickly began to drive me out of
my fucking mind!

My whole body turned into a liquid mass of
spasming muscles, and I lay there, gasping and moaning and gulping
in air as he lapped at my clit to rouse me up, then pulled back,
plunging his long tongue deep into my pussy, to shift the entire
spectrum of sensations into an entirely different direction.

My hips were quickly bucking up into him
despite his efforts to pin me down. He folded his arms, gripping my
thighs right next to my hips and pressing his arms down along their
length as he bent over and lapped at my clitoris.

My upper torso began to twist and arch, my
head rolling and thrashing as I cried out, as I begged him to fuck
me, but he determinedly soldiered on as another incredible orgasm
roared through me and left my voice hoarse from screaming.

He didn't stop, of course. I was sooo
sensitive down there now that his tongue felt uncomfortable, but he
ignored my breathless, moaning complaints, shifting his direction
again, caressing the lips of my sex, pushing his tongue inside me,
and now that I'd settled down somewhat, sliding his hands up my
body to play with my breasts, and pluck and roll the nipples.

He quickly reignited the fires within my
body, rousing me to sobbing, moaning, thrashing hunger, before
abruptly rising to his feet and plunging himself deep inside me
once again.

This time he drew my legs up and over his
shoulders as he thrust into me. I felt his own hunger rising, felt
the strong cap he'd put on it to keep himself in check, but I also
felt that cap weakening as he stared down at me, as he thrust into
me and his hands mauled my breasts.

I wanted those lips against mine again, and
he wouldn't lean over me. Sitting up was hard given he was holding
my buttocks flat against him, my legs running up his body and over
his shoulder. But I had a lot stronger stomach muscles. I threw my
upper body forward far enough for my hands to clasp his shoulders,
then pulled myself up against him.

I was kind of perched on my tail bone, but I
didn't care. I shifted my hands from his shoulders to his head,
pulling myself further up and his head down until I could mash my
lips against his. He couldn't pull free of that, and his tongue and
mine twisted and fought each other back and forth between his mouth
and mine.

I came again, explosively, crying out into
his mouth, and that wild, sweeping surge of sexual heat swept him
in with me so that his orgasm joined mine, seeming to redouble it
as our bodies and auras mixed through a passion storm of pleasure
and release.

* *

“If we're going to talk,” I said, panting,
“We should put some clothes on.”

His head nodded, though he didn't speak. He
was somewhat out of breath.

I groaned and sat up as he leaned against the
car, then slid onto my feet, staggered slightly, then moved around
him and reached through the open window for my clothes.

I hadn't worn anything fancy, just sweatpants
which tied in front, and a sweatshirt with a high collar. I didn't
bother with underwear just then.

“Have you... got any clothes?” I said, still
breathing heavily.

“I-I'm parked nearby,” he said.

I looked at him. Fuck, he looked good naked!
You know not very many men do.

He paused a moment and then snorted as if in
amusement. I looked where he looked and saw some clothes sitting on
a fallen tree nearby. It disturbed me to think that someone had
come back while we were fucking and left his clothes. But it didn't
disturb me as much as it should have.

My mind was confused and all my emotions were
swirling around in wild and unpredictable ways.

He paced across the distance, and my eyes
locked onto the back of him. It looked almost as good as the front,
and I continued to drink him in as he pulled on a pair of black
boxer shorts, then shoved his legs into a pair of dark trousers
before pulling on a white, button-down shirt. He turned back to me,
his fingers doing up the buttons as he walked back to the car.

“I'll drive,” he said.

I frowned, starting to say something about it
being my car – which of course, it wasn't really.

“I know where we're going,” he said.

I felt like arguing, even though he did make
sense. And the wolf girl inside me said he was the boss. He had
mastered me anyway. I shrugged mentally and got into the passenger
seat. It wasn't like it was my car, after all. He opened the
driver's door and climbed in, then started up.

“Nice little car,” he said as he pushed the
seat back and adjusted it.

“That's what I thought when I stole it,” I
replied.

He looked at me in surprise.

“I can't afford a car.”

“You... stole this? When? Where?” he
demanded.

I shrugged. “How about borrowed. I took it
from where it was parked on campus. I was going to drive it back so
if no one has actually come looking for it they'll find it where
they left it.”

He looked down at the ignition and saw the
screwdriver sticking out of it then turned and stared at me in
disbelief.

“What?” I demanded.

“You don't... steal someone's car!” he
exclaimed.

“The evidence would suggest otherwise,” I
replied, somewhat dryly as I reached past him and jiggled the
screwdriver to start the car.

He glared at me and pulled a cell phone out
of his pocket, calling someone.

“Malcolm. Get my car and bring it to the
diner. I need a ride.”

“Sure, boss,” said the voice on the other end
of the line.

He hung up and glared at me again.

“Who's Malcolm? He works for you?”

“Malcolm is... I'll get into that later. You
are not to steal cars again.”

He looked at the dashboard suspiciously, then
put the car in gear and turned it around on the dirt road, headed
back for the highway.

I raised my eyebrows indignantly. It's not
like I made a habit of stealing cars! In fact, I'd only done it
twice, and out of necessity, but I didn't appreciate being given
orders either. Or at least... the human in me didn't. The wolf was
strangely complacent.

“You going to buy me a car, big shot?”

He glared at me.

“You going to drive me wherever I need to
go?”

“If necessary!”

I wanted to argue but, heck, why should I? It
wasn't like I wanted to steal cars. I mean, if I got caught there
went the law degree. And an offer to drive me anywhere I wanted was
hard to turn down.

“Fine,” I said with a shrug. “So long as
you're my bitch, I won't need a car.”

“I would appreciate it is you would please
watch your language?” he said, glaring.

“You some kind of religious guy?”

“Certain words have connotations among us you
are probably ignorant about. You'd be well advised to learn them
before opening your mouth.”

I glared back rebelliously, but there was
that seething power around him too and it kind of, well, it was
intimidating. I shrugged and we drove in silence for a bit. I was
resentful, but not worried. I mean, mostly, I worried guys wanted
to use me, and he'd already done that. So what were his motivations
now?

“So... you guys run around in the woods
much?” I asked.

“We were waiting for you,” he said.

I looked at him.

“That was you there last month, right? You
killed the deer?”

I flushed. “Uhm, I guess.”

“It was found by a conservation officer who
reported it. You're lucky the government bureaucracy takes a while
to work or you might have found them waiting for you instead of
us.”

I made a noncommittal sound. I didn't think
the government would have caught me.

“It was obviously a shifter. The paw prints
were too big for a dog or a real wolf, and there are no bears or
mountain lions or such around here. I knew it wasn't any of our
people, so it had to be someone new. How many full moons has it
been?”

“This is the second,” I said.

He turned and stared at me. “The second? This
is only the second?!”

“Yeah,” I said, wondering what was with the
surge in surprise and disbelief.

“The second?”

“Yes, the second. Why?”

“So that was your first change?”

I nodded and looked at him oddly. “Duh,” I
said. “Good you can count.”

He glared at me. “You killed a deer your
first shifting?”

“I was hungry. And I don't like deer.”

He turned and stared at me again.

“I mean I nearly got killed by a deer once
when our car hit it on the highway. Stupid deer. I don't mean they
aren't uhm, tasty.”

He stared at me again.

“Watch the road! Fuck” I said as the car
started to veer over towards a tree.

He jerked his eyes around front and then
stopped at the edge of the highway, visibly debated with himself,
and then turned right.

“I don't like driving a stolen car,” he said.
“And watch your language.”

I shrugged, trying to do something with my
hair. It was a fucking mess. I have long hair, because the guys
like it so much. So what I tend to do is to is part it on the left
and wear small braids on either side of my head to help keep it
tidy (except for the bangs), then gather most of the rest into a
loose tail or a braid behind me.

Except it had all come loose when I was a
wolf, so now I was redoing the braids down the sides as we
talked.

“If the cops show up we can just run off into
the woods.”

“They'll know it was us!”

“How?”

“I mean they'll know it was shifters.”

I shrugged. “They won't know which ones.”

He scowled.

“You have a lot to learn little girl, and by
the way, how old are you?”

“Nineteen.”

He shook his head again.

“How old are you?”

“I'm twenty eight.”

“Practically an old man,” I said with a
smirk.

“What would your parents think of you... out
in the woods screwing around with an old man?”

“They're both dead, and since my mother was a
whore she'd only have asked how much money you had.”

He stared at me in surprise.

“The road,” I said, surprised myself.

It's not like I make a habit of volunteering
that information! In fact, he was the first one I'd ever told. And
I'd done it almost unconsciously, as if... as if I had no need of
hiding anything from him. But then I was still trying to figure out
this... this strange new sense, this feeling that I knew him, that
I understood his emotions. It was slightly overwhelming, even if it
was, in a strange way, reassuring.

He turned and stared at the highway ahead of
us.

“Well, at least that's good,” he said.

“You think my mother being a dead whore is
good?” I demanded.

“Don't be stupid! Of course not!” he snapped
back. “I mean you having no family makes things less
complicated.”

“I'm so happy for you,” I said
sarcastically.

He glowered at me and shook his head,
muttering something under his breath. It was very soft, given my
hearing, but I definitely heard the b-word in there.

Arrogant dick.

We didn't go terribly far before he turned
into a roadside diner. It wasn't much of a diner. It looked like
one of those things from the forties or fifties, a long, narrow
silver trailer-like thing with a big long window running along the
front. There were empty parking spaces in front of it, and a lot of
nothing inside its well-lit windows.

I started to check my watch but wasn't
wearing it. I checked my cell phone. It was half past three.

“This thing is still open?”

“On a full moon night, yes.”

“Why would that matter?”

“More activity amongst certain of its
clients.”

“Uh...”

“Most shifters prefer to live just outside
the city. We feel too hemmed in downtown, and there's not enough
trees, not enough … outside. But a lot of people need to be near
the city to work. This is a half rural area, with lots of woods and
grassy areas, but it's not far from the city on the highway.”

I nodded, perfectly understanding.

He drove the car into the shadow of the diner
and got out. We walked up to the glass door and he held it for me
as we climbed a couple of stairs and went inside.

The place really was a throwback to another
era. The red and white alternating tiles on the floors, the pink
faux leather booths and the white Formica tables looked like
something out of an old movie. We were the only customers but he
led me to the far end, nodding to a paunchy middle aged man behind
the counter as we passed.

“Two grade A's, Phil,” he said.

The man nodded and turned to the grille.

We slid into a booth at the far end and he
looked at me, his eyes flicking up and down.

“You look... young,” he said with a
scow..

“Is that an issue?”

He made a non-committal noise.

“And did you just order for me?”

“Yes.”

I gave him a wtf look and his brows
furrowed.

“Two medium rare steaks, big ones. Trust me
when I say I know what a new wolf wants to eat after shifting. I'm
surprised you're not already gnawing on my arms, in fact.”

“You don't like that tasty,” I snapped.

I was feeling hungry, but not exactly
starved. It wasn't like I'd been running around for hours like last
time.

“A lot of women say differently,” he
replied.

I felt a flare of jealousy, which was stupid
since he was nothing to me. And of course, looking like he looked,
of course he had lots of women hovering around him.

“Are you a man slut, then?”

He glared at me.

“You'll find out that we don't have the same
inhibitions or moral qualms as ordinary people when it comes to
sex.”

“So you are a man slut.”

He stuck his finger at me, and I had the
actual urge to bite it. I mean, really!

“You are getting on my nerves,” he said.

But I had other urges, and besides, it was
kind of instinctive of me to try and persuade men to like me so
they'd help me.

I leaned in, and then slid my lips over his
finger, enjoying the sight of his eyes widening as I slid my lips
along it to the knuckle, sucking rhythmically, licking at it. He
hesitated, caught by surprise, and I could feel... feel, somehow, a
sudden rush of heat which... which I knew he was feeling.

He glared again, though and jerked his finger
back. He wasn't as angry as he had been, though, and seemed a
little less arrogant.

“Why don't we get down to business? Tell me
about how you came to be turned.”

“You mean infected?”

He shrugged.

I explained about the attack and he scowled
and shook his head.

“Paul, I think,” he said.

“Paul?”

“The one who attacked you.”

“Do I get to punch Paul in the face?”

His eyes narrowed. “You let me worry about
Paul. I'll deal with him. But it leads into the issue of brand new
shape shifters.”

He sat back and I could see in him a man who
had given a lecture many times before. But that was okay. This was
a subject I really and truly wanted to know about.

“Werewolves, wolf men, half man, half wolf.
We have the instincts of both in one body. Near the full moon, the
instincts of the wolf become far more powerful, and can even
dominate, especially with those who are new, who haven't learned to
control their animal, their beast, their wolf.”

He leaned forward, arms on the table.

“When you're a wolf, you think like one. The
longer you're a wolf, the less you remember you're a man. That is,
unless you carry your consciousness, your intelligent mind with you
by a force of will. When you change you have to immediately remind
yourself you're a man. At least at first. The more you do it the
easier it gets.”

I could smell the steaks on a burner and my
mouth began to water.

“Strength of will is extremely important. You
need to be in control, not your beast. If you don't have that
control, bad things can happen.”

“Like people getting killed,” I said.

“Like that. You are not a wild animal, and
you don't want to be one. And if you do something while in beast
form you'll be punished for it by the authorities if they catch
you, and without any regard to you're losing control. That cuts no
slack with them. They'll arrest you and cage you.”

I nodded.

“That is why we need to know when something
like this happens. Most people when they change, when they're new
to it, lack any real control of themselves. They become their
beasts. And since first turning also takes a lot of energy, they
become very, very hungry beasts willing to tear into anything they
find, whether its a deer or a farmer. Only they're usually too
clumsy to catch a deer, so they wind up killing a farmer, or his
cows, or something else fairly slow and defenseless.”

I thought back to it. I'd been hungry, but I
hadn't felt like a ravening beast. I don't think I would have
attacked a farmer.

“Paul should have told us so we could have
looked for you, maybe found you before you turned.”

There was anger in his voice.

“And done what?”

“Been with you when it happened to make sure
you got through it okay without killing anyone.”

I nodded acceptance.

“Paul has only been a shape-shifter for about
a year. And he's not a strong one.”

“Seemed pretty strong to me.”

“I don't mean physically. I mean emotionally.
Your strength as a shifter is not merely physical, it's emotional
and .. more. Your self-control is everything. Your discipline is
everything. It's the difference between being an animal and being a
human being. Paul is weak, stupid and and arrogant about his
physical strength.”

I shrugged.

“You just described just about every man I've
ever known,” I said.

“Every man you know is stupid?”

I thought about it a moment. “Yeah, pretty
much. It's hard to get much in the way of brains in their tiny
little heads.”

He frowned in confusion until I smirked and
flicked my eyes down at his crotch. Then he scowled at me.

“You really are an arrogant little bitch,” he
said.

I shrugged. He was far from the first to say
it. I couldn't really deny it. It was true. I'd always found men
easy to manipulate, though, and that gave rise to my lack of
respect for them. Well, that and my father.

“You're going to find that getting you into
trouble in a pack full of bigger, nastier, and very impatient
wolves,” he said.

“Who says I want to be in your pack
anyway?”

He glared at me. “The pack controls this
county. If you're living here, you're in the pack.”

“I don't get a say in this?”

“No! Nor do you deserve one. You can't be let
out on your own. You need other, stronger wolves to help you learn
self-control”

“And you'd be one of those stronger wolves, I
suppose?”

“Yes.”

I sniffed doubtfully and he looked at me with
something like exasperation. The movement of his eyebrows caught my
attention. They were really nice eyebrows, now that I noticed.

The next thing I knew his hands were on my
shoulders because it seems, I had half climbed onto the table to
get a better look.

He didn't push me back though, and for a long
minute we just kind of looked at each other, which probably strikes
you as pretty odd. It did me, when I blinked my eyes and eased back
down into my seat, my stomach and lower belly thrumming hard. He
stared at me, then it seemed like he started breathing again.

I almost got distracted by his eyebrows again
but the paunchy middle aged guy came over with two large plates
with two enormous steaks on them. They were pretty rare, but my
mouth was watering and I grabbed it from him even as Colin thanked
him, then kind of ignored him until he slapped my hand away from
the steak.

“Knife and fork, Kenzie,” he growled.

I blinked. I'd been about to pick it up and
eat it like a hamburger.

I shook myself and grabbed the knife and
fork, cutting a large piece and stuffing it into my mouth. I really
was hungry!

“New wolves have difficulty with
self-control,” he said. “You've got all these new and very powerful
instincts, all these new thoughts in your head, new emotions, new
feelings and powerful sensations of sight, scent and hearing. You
don't know your own strength. It's all a mind blowing experience,
and it takes a while to get it under control. How much self-control
you manage will govern where you place in the pack.”

I shrugged uncaring, focusing on the
food.

“There is a physical side to being a
werewolf,” he said. “But there's also a psychic side, a spiritual
side, a side that we don't really understand very well because it's
more felt than seen. Do you sense me? Sense my emotions?”

My mouth was full but I nodded my head. “Kind
of,” I said through a mouthful of steak.

“I am an alpha wolf. I have a strong will. My
will overrides the will of a weak werewolf, generally without much
effort. If I want him to do something, he'll do it. He'll do it not
because I make him, or because I threaten him but because I'm an
alpha and he's not, and my will dominates his. It's an almost
unconscious thing most of the time.”

“So you … will me to jump and I'm supposed to
jump?”

“That's putting it simplistically, but good
enough. The alphas have the self-discipline and power that the
betas, the rest of the wolves, lack. We can help them control their
instincts when we're present, and we maintain discipline among the
pack.”

“I have self-discipline,” I said, around a
mouthful of food.

“Which is why you were almost climbing on top
of me a minute ago,” he said dryly.

I flushed a little and continued eating.

“You are probably reasonably strong,” he
said, as if reluctant to admit it. “There were a number of alpha
wolves trying to get you to stop and you blew us off.”

I grinned a little smugly and swallowed, then
flicked my eyes across to where the middle aged guy was, well out
of earshot, before leaning closer. “When I blow you, Colin, you'll
know it,” I said sweetly.

He looked startled, then indignant.

“You will learn to do as the alphas want. We
are not a tolerant society, and to say we believe in corporal
punishment is to put things very mildly.”

“You mean you'll spank me?” I asked, giving
him my little girl look.

His eyes narrowed. “I mean that dominance is
a daily fact of life among the pack, and the stronger wolf
dominates the weaker. That's not because humans will it, but the
way wolves are.”

“I know that,” I said. “I have done some
reading on wolves.”

“Good. You should let your wolf instincts
guide you there. When you're around other wolves, strange wolves,
there'll almost always be a kind of sizing up between you, between
your wolves, really, to try and see who’s top dog. Sometimes it's
obvious and you both accept it. When it's not obvious you're going
to find yourself challenging each other, trying to push each other
around to see who gets to be on top.

“I like to be on top,” I said solemnly.

He shook his head. “You're going to be
trouble. I can sense it already.”

“What did I say?”

He took a bite of his own stake, glaring at
me, then swallowed.

“Let's talk about your sexual beast,” he said
doggedly.

“My what? Sexual?”

“Zoe was going to do this but... never mind.
I'm sure you've felt a very strong increase in your sex drive
lately.”

I flushed a little. “Yeah,” I said. “To put
it mildly.”

He nodded. “The phrase bitch in heat comes to
mind because it's accurate. Around the full moon you become a bitch
in heat. Even alphas are affected, but they have a lot more
discipline and self-control.”

“It didn't feel like I had a lot of self
control at times,” I said, shaking my head. “You would not believe
how many guys I jumped.”

He scowled and I felt a surge of something
oddly like jealousy, which was strange, then it faded as he
nodded.

“Did you kill any of them?”

“What? No, of course not! What do you think I
am?!”

“I think you're a werewolf, Kenzie,” he said,
glaring at me until I shrugged and returned to my steak.

“Sex with humans can be dangerous. You are
far stronger than you were, and sex brings out the instincts of the
beast in you. If you aren't very well disciplined it can bring the
beast out itself. Shifting in the middle of sex is rarely a
pleasant experience for your partner, and they likely wouldn't
survive it.”

I remembered how I'd felt as though my skin
wanted to tear open, as if the wolf were about to come out and felt
a sudden lump in my stomach, knowing what might have happened.

“You will probably be a strong beta,” he
said. “Very strong, or you'd have killed someone. But you're barely
more than a child.”

“You weren't saying that an hour ago,” I said
with a scowl.

“You need to spend more time with other
wolves to learn how to refine your control, and to learn what it
means to be a wolf.”

I felt a sense of indignation at his
tone.

“I don't need to do anything,” I
said.

“Do you want to kill someone by accident?” he
demanded.

I sighed and shook my head, deflated.

“You're very fast and very strong. And you
haven't been that way for long. You shouldn't be around humans by
yourself until we're absolutely sure of your control.”

“Well, unless you have a werewolf university
and law school, that can't be helped,” I said.

“You're going to law school?”

“I'm taking a general bachelor of arts first,
then law school?”

“I don't know. I guess you just... sort of
look like a high school cheerleader.”

I rolled my eyes.

“You need to learn about what it means to be
a werewolf. The laws there are far more important and often more
subtle. Lots of them aren't written down anywhere either.”

“I will. But I'm still going to law
school.”

“And you can't have sex with humans any
more,” he said firmly.

“I get it!”

Though I wasn't so sure. I'd had sex with
dozens of guys in the last month and hadn't taken a bite out of any
of them.

“And you have to meet our pack leader and his
Luna.”

I felt obstinate. They'd want to be telling
me what to do all the time. I was sure of it.

“What if I don't want to belong to a
pack.”

“'You do now.”

I scowled at him.

“You do want to belong to the pack, Kenzie.
Wolves are social creatures. You don't feel the stirring right now
because your head is jammed with all these new sounds and sights
and smells and the feeling of your new body and all the instincts
flooding through it which are almost overwhelming.”

He took my hand.

“All that will begin to settle down, and
you'll feel a longing for others like yourself, to be around us,
even if just to see us, scent us, and feel the … call it a
metaphysical link we share. Living on your own, isolated, will
bring you unbearable loneliness.”

Since I'd been living pretty much all alone
pretty much my whole life I doubted that.
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“You want another steak?”

I looked down in surprise. There was nothing
left of what had been a very large steak.

“Uh... well...”

“Phil, another,” he said.

“Gotcha,” the guy said.

He didn't say it loud at all, even from way
over there. But maybe he knew he didn't need to.

I noticed most of his was still on the plate,
but then, he'd been doing a lot of talking. He looked at me, then
pushed it over and I grinned happily and started to pick it up. He
slapped my hand and I glared at him as he picked up the fork and
put it into my palm, then closed my fingers around it.

“Knife and fork, Kenzie,” he said.

“I know,” I said in irritation, picking up
the knife.

I had forgotten, though.

“Michael is our Primus, our pack leader. He's
an okay guy, most of the time. Fiona is our Luna.”

I shrugged. Whatever.

“She's got a few issues,” he said
reluctantly.

I looked up but didn't stop eating.

“The thing about the pack organization is
that the Luna pretty much rules the females of the pack.”

I felt my eyes narrowing as I continued to
feed steak into my mouth.

“And she's temperamental and kind of jealous.
She can be difficult. You'll have to learn to guard your tongue and
your emotions around her. Just nod and smile and she should just
dismiss you as a very young and non-threatening little wolf
girl.”

I'd been a very young and nonthreatening
person all my life so I supposed it was a role I could live with,
but it made something inside me growl resentfully. I wanted power,
at least over myself. I didn't want to be the little girl again who
everyone told what she could and couldn't do!

“How do I get out of his chicken outfit?” I
muttered.

“You don't. Once you're able to take care of
yourself and have a measure of self-control you can try it, but
you'll be back. They always come back, or at least join another
pack. There are a few lone wolves but they're in major denial over
what they are, and never lead long or happy lives.”

I felt something, a strange sensation of
movement nearby, a kind of... I don't know, but I wasn't surprised
when the door opened and two people came through. And I knew they
were werewolves right away. One was a tall, thin looking guy in a
leather jacket. He had scraggly black hair and one of those stupid
looking little puffs of hair on his chin. The other was a punk
princess barely five feet tall with similar black hair. She was
skinny but busty, and maybe four or five years older than me.

They both came up to the booth, and the guy
kind of waved at Colin. The girl looked at me with steely eyes for
some reason. I felt something dark stirring, and glared at her.
There was this weird kind of melding, a brief flash of swirling
emotions, thoughts, feeling, anger, challenge... She backed up a
pace.

That made me feel happy. And I didn't know
why. I didn't even know why I'd glared at her, or why I'd felt she
was... intruding on my territory? Was that it?

My eyes flicked over the guy, and somehow I
almost instantly dismissed him, then back to the girl.

“Kenzie this is Malcolm and Annie, his
girlfriend,” Colin said.

Girlfriend? That sounded good to me, so long
as she didn't get too close to Colin, the little...

I jerked my eyes off her, wondering where the
hell my head was. Why did I care if she came close to Colin? I
hardly even knew him. And what I did know wasn't exactly endearing.
He was arrogant, and he seemed to like pushing people around!

“Hello,” Annie said, in a chirpy sort of way,
smiling uncertainly.

“Hey,” I said.

“I brought your car,” Malcolm said, putting
the keys on the table.

“Thanks. There's a car outside. It's uhm,
stolen. Take it somewhere and dump it.”

Malcolm looked at him in disbelief, then
looked at me.

“I only borrowed it,” I said in
irritation.

“Just leave it anywhere it won't be
attributed to us,” Colin said.

“Whatever you say T.”

“T?” I asked with raised eyebrows.

“Sure, T for Tertius,” Malcolm said.

I looked at Colin.

“The pack organization has Michael as Primus,
then Brian as Secondus, and I'm Tertius.”

“Latin?”

He shrugged.

“So like second vice president.”

“If we were a bank,” he said dryly.

“And do the women have some sort of
organization too? How many people are in this pack anyway?”

'No, the girls don't have an organization per
se. There's the Luna, and the other alphas and then the rest of the
girls.”

He gestured towards Annie and I turned to
look at her again.

I could tell somehow, just looking at her,
just... feeling her, sensing her, whatever you want to call it,
that she wasn't very strong, nor was Malcolm, not as strong as
Colin, not as strong as me. That made me feel good, but confused
me. How could I tell how strong they were?

“There are nine male alphas and four female
alphas,” Colin said.

“And the rest?”

“There are two hundred and seventeen pack
members.”

I looked at him in surprise. “Wow. That's a
lot of wolves. I bet your grocery bill is pretty high.”

He made a face. “We do eat a lot of
meat.”

“So what do you all do? Just sit around and
bay at the moon?”

“We all have jobs, for the most part, which
we generally try to keep separate from our other activities.”

“Lots of normals aren't comfortable having us
around,” Malcolm volunteered.

“So it's better they don't know, wherever
possible,” Colin said.

He made the briefest of motions and Malcolm
and the girl turned and left. I caught it, though, that odd little
surge of … something. It was like... like he wanted them to go now,
and they'd know it without him having to say anything, and left. It
was communication without words. That was so neat!

“Is that considered rude?” I asked.

“What?”

“Sort of telling them to go away without
saying anything.”

He looked at me in confusion, then shook his
head. “Certainly not. It's a kind of understanding between us,
that's all. What I want, they want.”

I raised my eyebrows.

“Arrogant much!?”

He scowled. “I am an alpha,” he said. “They
want me to be happy, particularly to be happy with them. When I'm
unhappy, they're unhappy. What I want, is what they want. It's a
psychic thing, or paranormal, or whatever. It's not like they
worship me or are afraid of me or anything. They literally are
happy when I'm happy, and upset when I'm upset.”

“What about when you're horny?” I asked.

“That too.”

“What about when I'm horny?”

Because now that I wasn't hungry I was starting to feel this
incredible attraction to him again, and suddenly I was crawling
over the table and then falling down to straddle him on his side
and grabbing his hair and kissing him.

It felt very good to be straddling him, even
though we were both fully dressed. It felt good being higher than
him, too, and tilting his head back so I could kiss him. The only
thing wrong was that it was hard to get a grip on his hair.

I came up for breath and he blinked at me a
little dazedly.

“You need to grow your hair longer,” I
said.

He looked confused. “Why?”

“So I can wrap it around my fingers better,”
I said, as if it were obvious.

I ground myself against him and could feel
him hardening underneath me as I kissed him again.

“Uhm...”

My head jerked around and I glared at Malcolm
looking in from the doorway.

“I can't start the uhm, car,” he said, eying
me nervously.

“Just jiggle the fucking screwdriver around,”
I said, inspecting Colin's eyebrows again.

“Watch your language,” Colin said with a
scowl.

“I tried that.”

Now Colin turned his scowl on Malcolm.

I felt a flicker of understanding, and
curiosity. Yes, he clearly did not look happy. Was that because
Colin was irritated? Was it that automatic or was he afraid Colin
was going to belt him or something?

The thinking eased my horniness down
somewhat. It was still there but not out of control. I sighed and
got off Colin's lap.

“I'll show him,” he said.

I snorted. “Who's gonna show you?”

“I saw you do it!”

“In the dark,” I said, walking backwards and
making an impatient face.

Arrogant SOB thinks he knows everything, I
thought.

Phil came over with another steak, and since
I'd stolen Colin's I figured that was his.

“I'll be right back.”

That made him nervous for some reason, but I
didn't pay a lot of heed to that as I walked down the length of the
diner.

I was walking... different. I usually had a
quick stride. When I wanted to get somewhere, I wanted to get there
now. I was not a slow-down-and-smell-the-roses kind of girl. But
now I walked in a languid, fluid way, almost unconsciously aware
that Colin – and Malcolm, and even Phil, for that matter, were
watching me, and pleased by the unspoken approval of what they were
seeing.

That was something very new. I mean, I had
been aware of male approval, of course, for some years. But I
didn't have to see it now, nor even to assume it. I could... sense
it! I could sense they were watching me, could feel their
appreciation of what they were seeing, knew they wanted me. That
really pleased me! And that was weird, too, because I never used to
care about male attention unless it was from a male who I could
use.

I chalked it down to my head being all fucked
up.

Malcolm hurriedly backed out before I reached
the door, and I stepped out into the dark after him. Only it wasn't
dark. That was another thing. I mean, it wasn't as bright as
inside, but it wasn't dark, not really. Not to me. I followed him
to the car, where Annie was waiting, looking rather huddled and
forlorn, and wary... of me, I realized.

That made me happy, but only momentarily. I
didn't want people being afraid of me. Well, a part of me did, but
I didn't want little girls afraid of me. The fact she was some
years older than me was irrelevant. She struck my senses... my wolf
senses, if you will, like a little girl. Was that because I was
stronger than her?

Malcolm seemed kind of... young, too, even
though he didn't look it.

Annie danced aside and I opened the car door
and slid in, then slid the screwdriver in, angled it, gave a twist,
and started the car.

“That is so cool,” Annie said, leaning
in.

“I don't think Colin approves,” I said.

Malcolm laughed. “No, he wouldn't. Colin is
very straight-laced. He's the only guy in the pack that prefers
business suits to leather jackets.”

“Really? I like leather,” I said. “I mean,
I've always liked leather. I just haven't been able to afford
it.”

“Well, the pack has a clothing allowance,” he
said with a grin.

His eyes flicked up, flicked down. I
remembered I had no bra, and the sweatshirt was, well, reasonably
thin. I felt his interest, I mean sensed it, and liked it, but
dismissed it. He wasn't for me. He was... not strong enough.

I still liked it, though. Annie didn't. She
could sense it too, but she wasn't going to anything about it. I
was... stronger than her and she knew it. All this was completely
unvoiced, flitting through my head faster than I can say it.

“A clothing allowance?”

“We tear up a lot of clothes,” Annie said,
making a face.

“Oh. Yeah, I suppose you would.”

“But Fiona will probably find you a job
anyway,” she said.

I looked at her questioningly.

“Like, we're all supposed to pull our weight
and contribute to the pack,” she said.

“What do you do?”

“I'm a stripper.”

I looked at her in surprise.

“I make a lot of money for the pack,” she
said, oddly sounding proud.

“Okay. I don't think I'm gonna be a
stripper,” I said, getting out of the car.

She shrugged. “Fiona will decide.”

I could sense Colin getting nearer and turned
my head even before the sound of the doors opening reached my
ears.

“Congrats on landing the T,” she said in a
low voice, “Some people were betting nobody ever would.”

I turned and looked at her in surprise, then
turned back as Colin approached.

“Any trouble?” he asked.

“Nope,” I said.

I looked at Malcolm, and it was like that
silent signal business he'd had with Colin earlier. He immediately
got into the car, and Annie scurried around and got into the other
side. They backed up and pulled away as Colin slid in beside me and
slid his arm around my waist.

“She's a stripper?” I asked.

“Several of the younger girls are,” he said,
sounding troubled.

“She seems... happy about it.”

He was silent but I didn't sense he was that
happy.

“It makes sense in a way,” he said. “We don't
have clothing inhibitions most people have, nor the sex inhibitions
for that matter, especially the Betas. She doesn't mind it and
doesn't see it as degrading or anything.”

I sensed he disapproved of it.

“But... ?”

“But I don't think we should be pushing them
into jobs like that, no matter what they pay.”

I thought about it a moment. “Well, if she
likes it then I guess it's fine. She doesn't have to worry about
being manhandled, unless she wants to be. She's lots stronger than
any of the clients will be. And if she's not embarrassed or
anything...”

“I still don't like it.”

“You aren't the one taking your clothes off
and wiggling your bare ass on stage,” I said. “Although if you want
to... I wouldn't mind watching.”

He snorted. “We're going to my place.”

“Yeah? Says who?”

He turned to face me and then reached out and
caught my braids, tugging them up and forward a bit, enough to
raise me onto the balls of my feet and bring my face in close to
his.

“Me,” he said, as a wave of... something...
will?... washed over me.

“Okay,” I said, a bit breathlessly.

“Where I'm going to teach you a few things
about sex.”

I smirked. “Maybe you'll learn something
too.”

He released my braids then suddenly ducked
low, grabbed me around the waist and lifted me up across his
shoulder.

“Hey!”

“Quiet, little girl,” he said, slapping my
bottom as he carried me across the parking lot.

I slapped at his back, considered resisting,
or hitting harder, and then decided not to. If he wanted to be the
big caveman, well, you know, I felt a kind of thrill of
anticipation at being his little cave-girl.

He set me down next to a black BMW and I blew
out a deep breath, a little dizzy.

“Nice car,” I gulped. “Where'd you steal
it?”

“Hmmm,” he said, drawing me in against him
and hugging me tightly.

I hugged back. We weren't even kissing, just
hugging. It was weird! And yet it felt utterly natural! I don't hug
guys! I don't hug anyone! And I don't like to be hugged! It always
made me feel trapped. Only now... I liked it. I didn't feel
trapped. I felt... I don't know.. I felt wanted, and not just
sexually.

And it wasn't just physical. It was as if
his... essence, that weird crackling kind of power thing around him
was enveloping me too, and merging with my own in a way that made
me feel really, really... comfortable with him, together with
him... not alone, if you will. There was something really, really
great about that. Maybe because of how long I'd been alone.

He drew back, and I sensed he was troubled,
upset by something even as he opened the door, then helped me into
it and closed it behind me. That was the first time in my life any
guy had held a car door for me. I wondered if he would have pulled
out my chair if the diner had had them.

I realized as he crossed to the drivers door,
that I'd never had a relationship with a man other than a temporary
one where I'd manipulated him into giving me something. I'd never
had a romance with a man – or anyone. And the only guys I had spent
much time around were … boys. Colin was most definitely not a
boy.

But he was an arrogant bastard. I wondered if
could beat that out of him.

It was a nice car. I'd never ridden in a BMW
before.

“So what do you do for a living anyway?
Stripper?”

He snorted. “I'm in corporate sales.”

I raised my eyebrows. “You're a salesperson too!?”

“In a manner of speaking.”

“Wow.”

“I don't go door to door. I sell industrial
HVAC systems to building owners and those constructing new
buildings.”

“What's that?”

“Heating, Ventilation and Air Conditioning.
Every factory, warehouse and office building has to have them.
They're big, complicated, computerized and expensive.”

“How expensive?”

“Depends on the size of the building, how
much air is to be moved and treated, and any special requirements.
Generally from a few hundred thousand to a few million.”

“And how much do you get out of that?”

“Enough,” he said with an inner tone which
suggested it was far more than I'd ever make.

Dick.

“And do you use your wolfy powers in
that?”

He nodded. “To a degree. I have more of an
empathic sense of how the person I'm dealing with is feeling, so
that gives me an edge over my competition. I know when the price I
offer is too high. I can generally get a feel for what he thinks
about timetables and other things too.”

“I bet Annie does make a lot of money as a
stripper then,” I said thoughtfully. “I mean, if she can sense how
a guy is feeling, what's turning him on, what's not, whether she
can persuade him to pay money for another song... “

“You are not going to be a stripper,” he said
firmly.

I hate people telling me what I can and can't
do.

“That would be my decision, wouldn't it?”

“I'm the Tertius,” he said.

“But not the Primus,” I said, taunting him a
bit.

He turned and glared at me.

“I bet I could make all the guys hot,” I
said, kind of arching my back a little. “I bet they'd be throwing
money at me.”

He was getting angry, oddly. I could sense
it. Partly, that made me happy, and partly it didn't.

“Why do you care?” I demanded.

He hesitated. “I'm just not comfortable with
the pack relying on that kind of money.”

“Money is money,” I said. “Only rich people
worry about where it came from.”

“There's a moral issue involved, living off
the sexual activities of young girls,” he said with a scowl.

“First, they're young women, second they're
not doing anything more than promising idiots and showing off their
bodies. I don't think there's anything wrong with it.”

“You're not an alpha!” he snapped.

He glowered but seemed to ease off on the
anger.

It wasn't as if the thought of becoming a
stripper hadn't occurred to me a number of times over the previous
few years. I wasn't overly shy, after all, and kind of proud of my
body. And it wouldn't have bothered my conscience at all to take
guys for all their money while promising them stuff with my eyes
they were never going to get.

And the money... given I'd never had money,
well, the thought of all the things I could do with that money
filled my mind with fantasies. The only real problem I had –
presuming I could have gotten over being naked in front of a big
group of people, was that it would have been like starting down the
same path as my mother had gone, even if I was virtually certain it
would not lead in the same direction.

Of course, after tonight, my inhibitions
about nudity were somewhat lower than they had been. And my
sexual... enthusiasm, let's call it, was way higher than it had
ever been.

“Annie thinks it's a game, trying to see how
much she can take those pathetic guys for,” he said, shaking his
head.

“Well, duh!” I said, looking at him like he
was questioning where the sun rose in the morning.

“You don't find anything wrong with taking
advantage of lonely men?”

“First, they're not lonely, they're horny.
Most of them are college boys or husbands out with their buddies.
Second, hell no. Every single one of them would take advantage of a
girl like me in a second if they could. I don't see anything wrong
with returning the favor.”

“You have a warped view on life, you
know.”

“Yeah, but it's my view.”

He sighed.

“You said wolves aren't very inhibited.”

He shook his head. “You can't be. You don't
carry clothes with you when you shift. If you're around the pack,
you and they are going to be shifting often enough that everyone is
going to get used to being seen naked and seeing others naked. And
there's the animal instincts which are so strong. Think of dogs.
They're not ashamed of anything they do publicly, whether it's
urinating on a tree or having sex.”

“I do hope you guys don't do that.”

He laughed. “We do have bathrooms, but sex in
public is not a big deal with some of us, especially the less
controlled betas – like Annie.”

He looked at me doubtfully, like I was going
to be one of those nympho sluts who had sex in public a lot. I
sniffed and looked away.

“Real wolves aren't screwing all the time,” I
said.

“We're not real wolves. We're a mix of animal
instincts and humans, with a kind of metaphysical element thrown in
to confuse things. It gets complicated.”

“So when I do this,” I said, sliding my hand
up and down his arm as he gripped the stick shift, “Am I being
human or wolf?”

He looked sideways at me. “You're being
female.”

“What about when I do this?”

I slid my hand up and down his chest.

I felt his heart beating faster, and some
part of me smiled.

But I really hated that his shirt was in the
way.

I slid my fingers in to where the buttons
joined together and simply forced it further in. The button
snapped, but so what, I got to run my hand back and forth over his
chest, and the tactile feel of his skin and hair against my fingers
made my own heart beat faster.

I found myself pulling against the seat belt.
I was half turned around towards him, reaching across the distance
between the two bucket seats.

“Kenzie – .”

His shirt was irritating me. I tore it open
and shoved the two torn parts back over his shoulders, then leaned
in and began to lick at his chest. I found his nipple and began to
suck on it, digging my teeth lightly into the surrounding
flesh.

“Kenzie, you're going to make me crash the
fucking car,” he gulped.

“Big mister self discipline, Mister strength
of will,' I murmured, rolling my eyes up at him, “guy like that
would never crash his car just because a little girl was kissing
him.”

I bit a little harder.

“Or biting him.”

I let my right hand slide down between his
legs, and discovered he was already very, very hard.

“Or touching him.”

I rubbed my cheek back and forth against his
chest while my hand burrowed down into his pants and shorts. My
fingers wrapped around his cock, which pulsed in my hand. It felt
warm and hard, but with that delicious softness wrapped around
it.

I undid his pants and looked down at him with
a sense of possessive lust.

Mine, all mine, I thought with hunger and
desire.

I squeezed it and ran my hand up and down its
length, licking at his nipple again.

The car went off the road.

It hit the gravel on the side, he
over-corrected, it veered across to the other side and spun around
before coming to rest in a field of grass.

I peeked up over the dashboard and looked
around.

“So much for mister self-control and his –
.”

He grabbed my hair and yanked me up out of my
seat belt, twisting me around on my back and jamming my shoulders
against his door as he bent and clamped his lips over mine in a
bruising kiss. His aura seemed to crackle with hunger, anger, and
lust as his tongue drove into my mouth.

An instant later he ripped my sweatshirt open
from neck to crotch and then, breathing very hard for a guy who
hadn't been exerting himself, he ran his lips down along my throat
and chest and belly, raining both kisses and bites that made me
gasp and moan in both pleasure and pain – but even the pain was …
exciting.

He paid particular attention to my breasts,
chewing on the soft flesh in a way which made me ache deliciously,
which stung, even as his tongue whipped across my throbbing
nipples, even as he sucked hungrily.

My sweatpants were just gone, and he was
holding my left leg up across the dashboard as he licked at my
clitoris and my hips bucked frantically against him.

My hand grabbed at his cock, folded around
it, and kind of pulled myself up by it. I shoved his head back and
twisted around to straddle him, much as I had in the diner. Only
this time there were no clothes in our way. I guided him into me
and sank down with a shuddering moan of overheated passion as he
gripped my breasts and started to chew and suck on them.

“Fuck!” I moaned, swaying in place, dazed by
the heat swirling around me.

His big hands slid beneath me, lifting me up,
then dropping me down, and I shuddered and cried out, then leaned
in, gripping his shoulders. I began to ride him, using my thighs,
then grabbed his hair to jerk his head back and pull his mouth away
from my breasts.

I kissed him the way I had in the diner, but
with nothing to restrain me now, and we managed to keep our lips
locked together as I rode up and down. After the intensity of the
heat turned to fever, though, my movements were to fast, too jerky,
and I reeled back, swaying and gasping as he chewed and sucked on
my breasts again, gulping in air as if I couldn't possibly get
enough of it.

The car rocked beneath us on its springs as I
felt a crackling heat rolling through my body. The way he was
chewing on my breasts hurt, and it hurt in a wild dark thrilling
way that was making them both burn with their own fever. I'm no
masochist but the incredible throbbing ache seemed to blend into
the pounding heat rolling through me into something intoxicating
and mind blowing.

The orgasm did just about that, intense
enough that it almost frightened me, even in its midst, and left me
barely conscious and slumped against his chest.
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I woke in a bed which had barely survived the
passion of our hours long sex, yet oddly, feeling as though I'd had
a full night's sleep. My mind seemed to be ticking over fairly
well, and I had no real aches and pains except for a bruise on the
side of my throat where his teeth had dug particularly deep.

The bedroom was modern and masculine, with a
very large bed with thick dark wood posts rising seven feet into
the air. The rest of the room was of a similar build: heavy dark
wooden dressers and chairs.

I'd seen very little of the house as he'd
carried me through it, nor cared. But I walked around a little now,
alone. He'd wakened me earlier, at some point, and said he couldn't
miss a meeting. I'd been too bleary to get up and he'd left me
there.

Now I wandered through the house naked, and
oddly comfortable in my nakedness, noting the heavy black leather
furniture in the living room, the gleaming dark brown cabinets in
the kitchen, and the overall masculine feel of the place. Certainly
no woman waking here was going to wonder where the woman of the
house was.

First things first, and that was something to
eat. I found lots of meat in his refrigerator, which wasn't a major
surprise, and made myself lots of bacon and eggs. There was a large
shower enclosure in the bathroom, and I thoroughly loved it as I
showered, then toweled dry.

At no time did any sort of domestic thoughts
even pass through my head. You know, like, where would I put this,
or what curtains would I put there, or that sort of thing. This was
his house, not mine. I was just a brief visitor, taking advantage
of his temporary hospitality.

I sensed someone coming near, and then sensed
it wasn't him. That immediately got my hackles up, metaphorically
speaking, and my sense of someone invading my territory didn't get
any easier when I sensed it was female, that they were female.
Instead I felt an instant suspicion and distrust.

I hesitated. I did not want to go out and
confront whoever it was in a towel.

There was a discreet tapping at the door,
though, which didn't leave me a lot of choice.

I knew they were female. I knew they were
wolves. I didn't sense any anger in them, any violence, more like
curiosity.

I checked my hair in the mirror, angry I
hadn't had time to braid it so it was kind messy, then opened the
door a little more than I had intended.

There were two women in the hall, one young
and the other middle aged.

“Good morning, Kenzie,” the older one said,
“Colin sent us to see you.”

My eyes narrowed.

“Or perhaps it would be more complete to say
Colin and Fiona.”

That didn't mollify me.

“This is Deidre,” she said, pointing at a
skinny, fragile looking blonde in her mid twenties, “And my name is
Tina.”

“Uh huh,” I said.

Deidre wore leather pants and a green blouse
with strained against a chest which seemed oddly out of proportion
to her skinny torso. Tina had long dark hair and wore a business
suit.

“I'm a doctor.”

“I don't need a doctor.”

“Colin and Fiona would like you to come down
to the clinic anyway. Sometimes there are physical issues related
to the transformation our bodies make between the different forms.
It's not, of course, a natural transformation. It's beautiful, and
wonderful, but absurdly complicated, and if anything goes
wrong...”

I looked at her uncertainly. That definitely
sounded sensible.

“There are also some things we were
instructed to help you with about how the pack is organized, and
about how to help you cope with your new... emotions and
instincts.”

“I'm coping just fine,” I said.

I was standing in the bathroom door wearing
nothing but a towel, and not altogether comfortable with it. It
wasn't that I was in a towel so much as that they were fully
clothed. That put me in a … I don't know, but a position I didn't
like.

“You mind if I get dressed first?”

“Certainly not.”

I nodded and went into the bedroom closing
the door. The problem, of course, was I had no clothes. Colin had
ripped them all apart. Shit. That had seemed sexy and wild the
night before. Not so much now.

I was going to punch him when I saw
him!

I opened his closets, looking for something wearable, but given his
build and height, there was just no way any of his pants were going
to fit. Even if I found a pair of shorts they'd float on my hips. I
finally found a stretchy sweater which fell to mid thigh. A belt
drew it in somewhat tighter. It would have to do.

It made me unhappy, though. I'd have liked to
have met the two again wearing something nice, something stylish
something... leather. Yes, leather would be highly appropriate.

I sighed and opened the door, then padded
down the hall, wondering where the hell my shoes had gone to. They
were in the dining room sitting at the table. The blonde looked and
smelled nervous. The older one, probably about forty, but with a
nice shape – which a part of me instantly didn't approve of – and a
pleasant face smiled at me.

“My uh, clothes kind of got... trashed,” I
said.

“I understand. We'll get you something to
wear.”

I made a face and then combed my fingers
through my hair.

“I need a coffee,” I said.

“Deidre,” the woman said.

The blonde sprang up and hurried into the
kitchen and the smiling woman urged me to sit. I didn't want to. I
propped myself against the wall and looked at her suspiciously.

“The first thing you need to understand,” the
woman said, “Is that you have a huge rush of instincts and emotions
going through you right now which are far stronger than you're used
to, and which don't come from you, but from your wolf.”

“I figured that out.”

“You figured it out logically, because you're
an intelligent young woman. But figuring it out logically and
accepting it emotionally are entirely different. Your reactions to
young women right now, for example, are probably hostile,
especially here in the home of your mate.”

“My what?”

“You and Colin mated on the full moon, so
you'll be feeling very possessive about him. Your initial emotional
and instinctive reactions to other women, especially breeding age
women, is going to be hostile and suspicious.”

“I'm not a ...whatever you called it. We
just... just... uhm... met.,” I exclaimed.

“May I call you Kenzie?”

I shrugged.

“Wolves don't form a bond the way humans do.
There's none of this dating and comparing who likes what music or
movie or what your hobbies are or that sort of thing. They're much
more practical. Now werewolves are an entirely different matter.
There is the same physical practicality of the wolves in that
females seek out strong, powerful mates, but with a metaphysical
aspect to it.”

“I don't know what you're talking about.”

She blew out a breath of air.

“Deidre,” she said.

The blonde girl scurried over. She was weak.
I could sense it. Tina was stronger, by a lot, but still
significantly weaker than me.

“Stand there. Yes. Near the wall. Now,
Kenzie, do you see the shadow she casts.”

“Okay, so?”

“Think of that shadow as several times
bigger, and wolf shaped. Now imagine it's a three dimensional
shadow, and it's not a shadow but a kind of glittering form of
energy and and light, and think of it surrounding her. Something
like that, invisibly, surrounds us all. You sense it, you feel
it.”

It was as good an explanation of the odd
invisible 'aura's I'd been feeling as I'd had and I nodded.

“You can call that your wolf, and when it
melds with someone else's wolf, well, amazing things can happen,
most notably, amazing sex. You feel not just physical sensations of
pleasure, but metaphysical, psychic, emotional and even, let's call
it magical. It's a melding like normal humans would never imagine
and never experience.”

I nodded. That certainly explained some
things about the incredible, mind blowing sex.

The coffee maker dinged and Deidre scurried
away. The girl seemed perpetually nervous.

“On top of that, of course, all your senses
are heightened, including your sense of touch. Even with normal
people the sex is going to be amazing. But with another were
person, it will be far more intense. And then there's you and
Colin.”

“What about it?” I demanded suspiciously.

“Sometimes when your wolf and someone else's
wolf meet and merge and meld there is such an intensity of feeling,
as if those two wolves knew each other forever, as if they'd been
seeking each other forever, without even knowing it, that they feel
such an incredible bond, that it's what we call a true mating.”

Deidre brought me a coffee and set it
carefully on the table in front of me, then backed off. The girl
was starting to get irritating the way she looked at me.

“You mean like love at first sight?” I said
in disbelief.

“Much more than that but we can go with that
for now.”

“I don't love Colin! I barely know him! I met
him less than twenty four hours ago!”

“Don't you?”

“No!”

She shrugged. “We'll see.”

“I'd know if I loved a guy! Geeze!”

“But would you know if your wolf did?”

I looked at her in confusion.

“I'm only going on what was described to me,
of course, by those observing.”

I flushed at the thought. “Peeping toms” I
muttered.

“Wolves just aren't shy about natural
functions,” she said. “They were all alphas, and they certainly
felt that the mating between you and Colin was more than just
sex.”

“It was just sex!” I said, blushing. “Okay,
it was mind-blowing incredible sex, but it was just sex! Trust me!
I'm not going to marry him! And I guarantee he's not going to marry
me!”

She shrugged and nodded, but I recognized the
look. It was the one people gave to humor you, even though they
dismissed what you thought or wanted because you were just a child.
It made me want to punch her!

“ I'm only nineteen, you know!”

“That is yet another problem,” she
admitted.

“What's that supposed to mean?”

“Only that self-discipline generally does not
come easily for the young,” she said. “You seem to be much more
self-disciplined than most your age, than most who have newly
turned, but it's still going to be difficult for you.”

“Well, whatever, but I'm not married to
Colin,” I said mulishly.

“No, dear, not married. That's a different
term. You can get married later.”

I glared at her and she shrugged and cocked
her head in a non-threatening fashion.

“So what do I have to do?” I demanded.

“Well, take time, learn to control yourself.
We'll help. The pack will help. Training the young is something
we're very good at. We'll help you learn to keep control of your
beast. I don't mean to keep her caged, but to ensure you are in
control and not her. She is still a wild animal. Remember that,
always. Don't expect her to act like anything other than a wild
animal. She is a predator without conscience.”

I nodded, feeling subdued, reminded just how
dangerous I could be. I wanted to get my law degree, damnit! But if
I lost my temper and smacked some arrogant bastard at school he
could be dead and I could be in prison, or worse! Shit!

As for Colin, my thoughts of him invariably
involved sex, which wasn't surprising, I suppose. My sexual
instincts had gone into overdrive since the previous full moon, and
sex with him was so intense, so wild, that my mind and body craved
it like an addict craved her drugs.

“How long does this nympho slut phase
last?”

She smiled. “It varies from person to person.
The problem is much more severe around the full moon, but even
aside from that you'll be subject to some pretty raw, violent
impulses, instincts and emotions for the rest of the month. It will
take you a year or two to really get them tightly controlled.”

“I don't want to drop out of school,” I said
angrily.

“Do you want to kill your fellow
classmates?”

I glared at her.

“You're not simply risking your life, you
know, but theirs. Do you have that right?'

No, of course I didn't. But the question made
me feel sulky and resentful and angry.

Damnit! What was I supposed to do now!?

“What am I supposed to do then? Become a
stripper?!”

She looked surprised, then shrugged. “The
pack will support you. Once you get yourself under control, you can
go back to college.”

“If I fail this year I lose my scholarship,”
I snapped.

“Then the pack will pay your way if you
want.”

“The pack? How much money does this pack have
anyway?”

“I'll leave that for Colin to explain.”

“I met a girl last night, Annie...”

She nodded.

“She said she was made to work as a stripper,
that everyone had to contribute money to the pack.”

“Everyone has to contribute to the pack in
some way.”

“The pack makes girls work as strippers?”

She made a face. “First of all, that isn't as
bad as it sounds. Normal women feel degraded doing that, but weres
do not. We don't feel inhibited about nudity. Second, as you have
noticed, when it comes to sex our instincts are... heightened,
considerably heightened. That takes some people, especially younger
women, in a certain way.”

“What certain way.”

“They... delight in sex, and in being sexual.
They delight in being wanted, lusted after.”

I flushed uncomfortably. “That's not exactly
unusual among women, young or not.”

She smiled agreement.

“Indeed, but with weres, everything is
heightened. Annie doesn't feel embarrassed or degraded in
stripping. She exults in it. She loves having all those men staring
at her and wanting her and thinking how beautiful she is. And she
loves bringing in so much money for the pack. It makes her feel
like she's really useful and accomplishing something.

“It's like status,” Deidre said softly, from
the other side of the table and behind Tina.

I glared at her, then forced myself to stop.
I was only angry because, to be honest, the thought of dancing
around naked while a roomful of men lusted after me was starting to
turn me on. And it shouldn't have! Well, the though of making that
much money turned me on, but...

“Strippers have low status in the real world.
But they don't among the pack. Status is contributing. Annie
contributes.”

“Yes, Tina said. “She contributes. She does a
good job, and the pack appreciates her contributions.”

“So what do I contribute?” I demanded.

“You're too new to know yet, dear, but you
will.”

“What does that mean?”

“Your contribution for now is to learn to
control your beast. Weres are often aggressive, and when combined
with our strength, and the wild swings of emotion and instinct,
that can get us into an enormous amount of trouble. Alphas have the
control we lack, and can help control the rest of us, to ease down
our emotions and keep our beasts from making us do things we would
later regret, but we won't always be around alphas.”

“So... I don't have to work?”

She let out a small bark of laughter.

“You'll do odd jobs, most likely, just like
Deidre does, and Malcolm, and others, until you've got control of
yourself and can be trusted around humans.”

“Well, I need to get paid. I have this new
addiction to meat, you see, and it's expensive.”

She and Deidre both laughed.

“Yes, but that's why the pack will take care
of you for now.”

“Colin earns money. He works.”

Her face went a careful kind of neutral.

“Colin is a very strong-willed alpha,” she
said. “He is determined to maintain a type of normality with the
rest of society. There are pluses to this for it allows him to
interact with society in ways which are more difficult for someone
like Michael, who is known to be the pack leader.”

I got the sense there was stuff she didn't
approve about that but didn't want to talk about. That was okay for
now because I didn't really want to hear her criticizing Colin.
Even though, to my mind, there was a lot to criticize.

“In the meantime, our Luna wishes to see you.
A new wolf is an important event for the pack. As Luna, she is sort
of in charge of all the women in the pack.”

I felt my hackles rising –
metaphorically.

“In charge of me?” I demanded stonily.

“Well... someone has to help guide you for
now, dear, until you learn the ropes, so to speak, and are more in
control of your emotions and instincts.”

I glowered at the thought.

“We have a car. We can take a quick run out
to the Lair.”

“The what?”

“It's a sort of compound the pack has. It's
not far from here. Fiona will be there.”

“I'm not going to meet anyone dressed like
this,” I said, looking down at the sweater.”

“Well... we could stop along the way, I
suppose,” she said doubtfully.
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I got out the car and looked at the place. It
was a rambling, ugly looking building up a dirt drive from the
highway in the middle of the woods.

“Does it even have electricity?” I asked.

“It looks considerably different on the
inside,” Tina said.

“It's supposed to look rough on the outside,”
Deidre added.

I shrugged, then started walking up to it. I
was dressed in a t-shirt and loose cotton slacks. They were
comfortable enough, and lightweight, which was good because I felt
warmish a lot now. And no, I don't mean because of that other heat,
the inner heat.

They had suggested I not get any underwear,
because if I 'shifted' I'd tear them apart, but I was not about to
wander around in some strange building amongst strange people
without underwear.

The outside wall of the building looked like
bare cinder-blocks. It looked like a cheap warehouse with a lot of
windows. The inside, as Tina had said, was quite different. The
inside was like Colin's house, all gleaming dark wood, huge beams
overhead, polished hardwood floors and staircases. Even the doors
were solid wood. There was no press-board in sight.

There was a broad entry hall with a
chandelier, and two curving staircases leading up to the second
floor. Doorways led in both directions and straight ahead. We went
straight, and quickly out through french doors into a large inner
courtyard with a pool and fountains.

“Nice,” I said.

We crossed the courtyard and entered another
french door, then turned up a carpeted hall to where two large
wooden doors closed off further progress. Tina smiled at me,
indicating I should wait, and knocked, then opened the door. No
words were exchanged with whomever was inside, but she popped her
head out and motioned me forward.

If you wanted to set yourself up to look
important, the room I walked into would probably be the kind of
room you would choose. It looked like the kind of office a banker
might have, with teak paneling and built in wooden shelves filled
with hardcover books. The desk, a huge double pedestal antique, I
figured, stood before a floor to ceiling window with red curtains
hanging on either side.

The woman sitting behind the desk looked
wildly out of place, so out of place I instantly figured this was
not her office at all. She had perfectly straight, dyed blonde,
shoulder length hair, a slim, pale face and a slightly pointy chin.
She was perhaps thirty five or so, and wore a blue and white flower
print dress.

To say I didn't like her at first sight would
be an understatement. I didn't like her the moment I sensed her.
And I had sensed her before we'd gotten near the door. It was as if
… and I didn't understand exactly how or why I thought it... as if
she had taken her animal, her beast, and puffed it up into this
huge, crackling aura to impress everyone.

“Oh yes,” she said, looking at me absently,
as if she'd just remembered, “You're that new girl Colin found in
the woods.”

She smiled tightly.

“Kenzie,” I said.

“Kenzie. That's a very Scottish name,” she
said in a light, delicate, and entirely phony sounding voice.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Colin tells me he believes you have great
potential.”

I shrugged.

She smiled in a tolerant manner and got out
of the high backed leather chair, coming around the desk.

She looked me up and down and smiled
again.

“Well, aren't we a pretty thing” she
said.

“Thanks.”

That was the sort of thing grownups had been
saying to me for a long time. Only I wasn't a child any more. I
felt like saying that but held my tongue.

I wasn't sure I trusted myself with longer
replies. I really didn't like this woman!

“I am Luna,” she said.

“I thought your name was Fiona,” I said, more
than a bit sarcastically.

She looked at me for a long moment, and I
reminded myself I needed to get off on the right foot here. I did
my best to repress whatever was pissing me off – my stupid inner
wolf, clearly – and drew on the persona I had been wearing for
years when I wanted something.

Meek, hopeful, honest, sweet, someone you
didn't want to disappoint.

It galled me a lot more now, though.

“Well, that too. But my position, my status
is that of Luna, and I am speaking to you as Luna. Do you
understand what Luna is, what it means?”

“A little.”

“The Luna is the most powerful and senior
female wolf in the pack,” she said, her eyes narrowing on me.

I could sense that big aura of hers pushing
at me, and it was irritating my own beast.

“Uh huh.”

“You don't look like a senior,” I said
deadpan.

She frowned, then smiled ever so briefly.
“Ha, ha,” she said. “The point being that I am in charge of all you
girls and making sure you don't cause trouble for the pack, and
that you contribute to its well-being and continuing survival.”

“Okay.”

“Why don't you sit down?” she said with a
smile.

She said it quietly, in a friendly manner,
but at the same time I felt … that beast, or something like it, I
felt it or her.. willing me to sit, and to sit right now in the
chair in front of the desk. It was pretty obvious, and not very
gentle, and I felt an instant urge to sit down, and do it quickly.
I even started to, then felt a surge of resentment that came more
from my beast than me.

On the other hand, sitting was the polite
thing to do. We were in her office. She was in charge. She was, if
not twice my age, certainly significantly older, and why shouldn't
I sit when she asked me to?

I sat. My beast didn't like it for some
reason, but Fiona seemed content. She moved around the desk, and
sat in the bigger, high backed leather chair. I told my beast to
shut the fuck up and let me do things.

“Now,” she said, looking down at the desk, “I
understand you're a student.”

“Yes.”

“That will have to stop, I'm afraid. You
understand how dangerous it would be for you to be locked up all
day with humans right now?”

I nodded reluctantly. Everything Tina had
said made sense and had meshed with what I'd felt.

“You have a job of any kind?”

“I sell stuff door to door.”

She smiled. “A sales girl. How cute, just
like Colin.”

“I think he's more than a salesman.”

She shrugged carelessly. “We can't have you
doing that either. As I said, we need to limit your interactions
with the normals until you can get some self-control.”

“I think I have some self-control,” I
replied.

She smiled again, a very phony smile. “That
you think so, dear, simply indicates you don't.”

She looked down at the desk again. “There are
any number of odd jobs which need doing around here which the
younger wolves take care of. Cooking and cleaning and weeding, that
sort of thing. I'm sure you can make a contribution, however
slight..”

She glanced up at me. “I'm certain once you
gain control of your animal you'll be able to make a much more
substantial contribution,” she said with patent insincerity.

“Uh huh.”

I know when someone's looking down at me,
trust me. Growing up poor, you get to know that pretty quick.

“First you'll have a physical. Tina has a
very good little medical clinic here and she'll make sure there
aren't any major physical problems with your body.”

“My body feels fine,” I said. “Looks pretty
good too.”

She was a bit on the skinny side, with a
small chest. I leaned back a little in my chair so my breasts
pushed out tautly against the vest.

“We'll let Tina decide that, not Colin,” she
sniffed.

“What's that mean?”

“Nothing, dear. I'm sure Colin thought your
body was fine.”

“Why wouldn't he?”

She sighed in a world weary fashion and stood
up, then came around the desk in the patient way of a teacher about
to scold the young. I slapped my bitch of a wolf down and steadied
my face into earnest attentiveness.

“After Tina, you'll see Michael, then
Christopher, who will make you more aware of the requirements of
pack law. You'll learn, at that point, that all in the pack owe
their loyalty and obedience to the pack leaders.”

I felt her will pushing at me again and felt
my wolf, if that was what it was, reacting instinctively, pushing
back.

Her smile dropped and she glared at me, and I
felt myself glaring back.

“You will learn that we do not tolerate
disrespect.”

“I'm not being disrespectful,” I said.

Her eyes were hooded, and then she
sniffed.

“No, you probably aren't. You simply don't
have any control over your animal. I'll take that into
consideration, but in future, I expect you to learn how to leash it
in my presence.”

I stepped on my wolf and smiled in what I
hoped was a submissive way.

“I'll do my best.”

I suddenly realized something. I wasn't
really sure who was stronger between us. That startled me. Wasn't
she the big high alpha female? Shouldn't she be as high above me as
I was, say, above Deidre? Maybe my wolf sense thing was too new to
be reliable all the time. Or maybe she was just in such tight
control of herself that all I was seeing was the little bit that
was leaking out.

That did make a kind of sense, I thought
reluctantly. She was probably way stronger than me and just in
tight control of her beast.

I thought I could feel her signal someone.
The door opened and a very big guy came in. I mean big. He was
probably six and a half feet tall, with really broad shoulders,
with dark hair hanging over his shoulders. He wore very tight pants
and a purple shirt.

“Alex, this is Kenzie. Show her to her room
and then take her to see Tina.”

He turned his eyes on me and there was a rush
of heat that was almost physical. I blinked in the face of it as he
motioned me forward. I was happy to leave, so scrambled out of the
chair and followed.

He waited in the door, and as it closed, slid
his big arm around my waist to guide me forward.

“You're pretty young,” he said.

He didn't say it like Colin had, but with
enthusiasm, and he was almost as old as Colin.

Pervert.

“Yes, I'm nineteen,” I said.

I could feel a small sense of disappointment,
as if he had hoped I was younger.

Nasty pervert.

But the sense of lust was not really much
diminished.

“We'll have to find you a room, first,” he
said, his hand sliding down to knead my buttocks.

I should have grabbed his arm but the truth
was his heat was like a cloud around him and being so close, and
the recipient of that heat was turning me on. Actually, I had been
kind of turned on from the moment I'd wakened. So it was turning me
on more. Even though I frankly didn't like him.

My wolf didn't think much of him either.

“And what do you do around here?” I
asked.

“Pretty much whatever I want,” he said
smugly.

“Oh? Are you an alpha?”

He snorted in amusement, as if that was a
dumb question.

“Once you have more experience you'll sense
an alpha the moment they're near you,” he said. “No, I'm pretty
strong but no alpha. But I... do things for Fiona.”

He said in a kind of strange way that made me
turn and cock my head up at him.

“Things?”

“Whatever she wants done,” he said with a
smirk.

His hand slid up my back and into my hair,
then he pulled my head back. I felt a sudden wild rush of
excitement, but it was a dark excitement that wasn't quite familiar
to me. No matter, it froze me, and made my nipples burn as he slid
his hand up my body and cupped one of my breasts.

He leaned over and I shuddered as his tongue
slid along the nape of my neck. There was something about the neck
now... It was like I'd just gotten a whole new erogenous zone!

He eased his grip and I almost stumbled. That
seemed to please him.

“Come on. I'll show you to your room,” he
said.

His hunger, his heat, enveloped me as we
walked up the stairs, and my own heat was a swirling, churning
hunger within me. He took my wrist and drew my hand in between his
legs. I gasped, feeling his cock, feeling it pulsing and twitching
under my fingers. I didn't try to draw away, but rubbed him of my
own accord, my body thrumming with sexual tension like a plucked
guitar string.

He pushed open a heavy door and led me
inside.

It was a bedroom, maybe ten by twelve, with a
double bed, a desk, and dressers. I twas a hell of a lot nicer than
my dorm room, if you want the truth, or any other bedroom I'd ever
had. The furniture was of oak, beveled patterns swirling across it.
I ran my hand across it.

“Feels like real wood,” I said.

He snorted in amusement. “No way press-board
would survive us. Our furniture is always big, thick and
heavy.”

He shoved me hard and I was thrown forward
onto the bed with a gasp. I felt his heat following me as he bent
over, grabbed my pants and thong and yanked them down my legs and
off

The wolf in me was pleased at his behavior,
but in a sort of tolerant fashion I didn't understand. Nor did I
put a lot of time in thinking about it. I felt my hair grabbed and
pulled. With a gasp of pain I was jerked up and back onto my knees
long enough for him to reach around, grab the front of the shirt,
and tear it open, then yank it back off.

He tore open the bra, ripped it off, then
shoved me hard so I went face down into the bed again. A moment
later I felt his hands on my thighs, jerking them back and up,
positioning me on all fours.

Which was exactly where my wolf wanted me to
be. I felt her heat swelling, felt my own body burning up with it
as Alex's fingers cupped my sex, and then pushed into me. I moaned
helplessly, drowning in the heat as his fingers sank deep, and
heard his amused chuckle. That rankled somehow, irritated me, but
the heat was still almost overwhelming.

“The door is heavy, too. The rooms aren't
exactly completely soundproof, but nearly.”

I gasped as he grasped my hair again, jerking
my head up and back, though not as sharply.

“Like that,” he said. “Just like that.”

I knelt, trembling, my breath a hot rush as
his fingers slid in and out of me. My hips started to roll back
against him as I felt my muscles spasm, and then the orgasm spilled
through my mind and over my body as I cried out with the wild
release of animal pleasure. The intensity of it was
overwhelming!

But lacking.

Pure, raw pleasure sent me bucking and
jerking and crying out against him as he brought a finger up
against my clitoris, grinding it against me in a way which was
painful but incredibly pleasurable at the same time. I felt as
though I were caught up in a moment of time, quivering and shaking
through a violent sensory storm that made every muscle in my body
convulse!

And then, finally, it eased off, and left me
gasping, face down on the bed, the air moaning in and out of me as
I realized how full I was, how many fingers, four, he'd jammed into
me. I ached, but deliciously.

I felt his sense of self-congratulatory
smugness. My wolf smirked.

I realized, suddenly, that he was weaker than
me, a lot weaker. That seemed improbable as hell. He was a huge
guy! But my inner wolf bitch seemed utterly confident of it. And I
suddenly understood that while he seemed to be under the impression
he was seducing and using a new, young inexperienced wolf, it was
my wolf who was, in effect, humoring him to get what she
wanted.

And now that she'd gotten her satisfaction,
she was starting to feel the need to assert herself once more. That
didn't mean I didn't want still more sex, but now that the hot rush
of hunger had been satisfied, my submissive position suddenly
struck me as wrong. He wasn't strong enough, didn't have the
right to dominate me!

“Back into position, little wolf,” he
growled, gripping my hair again to draw me back up onto all
fours.

I rolled instead, surprising him, slid my
legs out and around him, and jerked him forward, off-balance,
falling atop me. Now it was my own heat, my wolf heat, which
billowed up around him, making him gasp in excitement. He was too
tall, but yet, just right. I didn't want to kiss him on the lips.
To the human in me that was reserved for people who... deserved
it.

He didn't deserve it. He was just there to
satisfy me, to be used by me!

I pinned him against me, and his chest was at
just about the right level as I tore his shirt open and began to
lick and suck and chew on his nipple. He made a feeble effort at
resisting, but I drew him into my heat and he could only shudder
and moan, his cock rock hard, grinding against me inside his
pants.

I tore those open with ease, grabbed him, and
pulled him down. I was wet and hungry and I shuddered as he slid
into me.

“Fuck!” he gasped in a choked voice.

I moaned, legs clamped around him, and then
threw myself over to the side.

I was on top now, and leaned into him, rose
up above him, eyes feral and hungry as I began to ride him. He was
freaking big in more ways than one! I loved the size of him,
though, groaning as I rode up and down. I could feel his hunger and
mine mixing, but there was still something lacking.

It was only hunger, I realized. It was
passion and lust, but there was nothing like that melding of beasts
which had occurred between Colin and I. Still, the lust was enough.
He was a snack, not a meal. I rode up and down with a shuddering
sense of pleasure and passion, drawing his hands up to my breasts,
groaning as he mauled them.

He didn't have Colin's skilful touch, perhaps
because he didn't care enough to acquire it. But it didn't matter.
He was hamburger, not steak, and I wanted it rough and fast and
hot. I exulted in riding him, in the feel of his thick cock pushing
up into me. As with Colin, I felt a sheer joy in sliding down the
long length of him, taking him so deep it ached!

I felt wolf filling me to the brim, and yet,
didn't spill a drop. I rode him to satisfy my lust. He was getting
my body and that was it.

But that seemed plenty for him. His eyes were
wide and filled with hunger as he lay beneath me, as if his mind
was overcome with heat and lust. No, he was no match for me, the
weakling. He was lucky he wasn't food!

I laughed through my heat, through my hunger,
plunging atop him, gasping in pleasure with every stroke, and when
I came again I let just enough of it spill over onto him to yank
him into it. He arched and cried out, shuddering, moaning, gasping
for breath as my orgasm washed over him and sent his mind
spinning.

I collapsed atop his heaving chest, both of
us drawing slowly back from that heavenly thrill of heat and
pleasure, and then, feeling him softening, slid off him and lay on
my back beside him. I was recovering quickly, and felt my wolf's
smug contentedness. She'd just had a snack and was happy.

I was … less so. Shit! Fucking the first guy,
literally the first guy I met here was not the way I had intended
to get to know people! And he wasn't even a guy I thought I would
like! He did have a nice body, I admitted grudgingly, but he was
obviously a pervert – I mean more than regular for men – and didn't
have much in the way of morals.

I sat up, getting my breathing under control.
He was still laying there, chest heaving, his clothes still on him
but torn open. I felt a giggle low in my throat. He looked like
he'd been, well, ravished, which of course, was what he had planned
for me.

Stupid little wolf, my bitch thought in
amusement.

God, she was a bitch, I thought, marveling.
But then, what had Tina said, she was an animal. She had no human
sense of morals. You can't blame a wolf for being a wolf.

I still had my pants and underwear. I had the
pants and thong on by the time he sat up, and started looking at
his own pants, which had been torn open at the crotch, and his own
shirt, which was ripped open.

“Shit,” he said. “You fuckin' tore my clothes
up!”

“You just turned me on so much, Alex,” I
said, giving him my wide-eyed little girl look. “You made me crazy
for your body!”

He was only partly mollified by this as I
looked at my bra regretfully.

“You did the same,” I said, tossing it on his
lap.

He glared at me and tossed it away, and I
picked up my blouse. The buttons were torn, but that was okay. I
shrugged it on, then kind of rolled up the two sides in front and
tied them together below my breasts. It left some cleavage, but it
was at least presentable.

Alex didn't seem to have much to work with,
so simply tore the remnants off and tossed them on the floor. The
wolf in me felt a small sense of indignation. This was my room he
was tossing his shit around in. But I didn't bother with it.
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Tina talked almost non-stop while she
examined me, took blood, and did other tests. It was like taking in
a high speed lecture from a professor without being able to take
notes. She talked about instincts and emotions and behaviors to
watch for, about alpha rivalries and will and assertiveness and
dominance, and about wolves and how well-organized they were.

She confirmed I was a slut, even a nympho to
some extent, at least for now, at least around the full moon. I
wanted sex, and lots of it. Almost anything would turn me on, but
certainly hot, naked men, especially when they were crackling with
power, would do it faster.

Part of it was instinctive and emotional, and
part of it was what she called physical conditioning. Cocaine, she
said, was highly addictive, but not physically. It was addictive
psychologically. When you feel that much pleasure, you want to feel
it again. The more you feel it, the more you want to feel it.

The intensity of the raw, wild physical
pleasure I had been subjected to the other day, and in fact, ever
since turning, was such that even barring instincts, I wanted more
of it. Add in the animal instincts and I was a sort of feral sex
kitten who wanted nothing more than a powerful male body pressed
against her and a hard cock inside her.

Add in the full moon and I was a goner, a
slut, a nympho. Bring in the football team and let me at em.

I kind of got all that, understood it, but it
didn't make it much easier to control. My nipples were hard, my
lower belly thrumming, and while I wasn't exactly squirming with
hunger I was definitely aroused.

“You will gain better control over yourself
with time,” she said. “This is all very new. And you're very young.
But you've shown a great deal of strength of will, and will
probably gain control of yourself faster than most of us think.
Until them ...”

“Until then I'm a nympho.”

“Kind of, yes.”

I brooded on that. I didn't want to be a
nympho. If there was one thing I'd craved over the years it was
respect. I wanted people to respect me. They wouldn't respect me if
I was spreading my legs for anyone who wanted to make use of my
body. While their inhibitions about sex and nudity might be almost
entirely absent, it was very clear the pack respected strength of
will.

I needed to exercise that strength of will to
control my raging hormones and instincts.

“You said earlier, back at Colin's house,
that everyone slept with everyone.”

She hesitated. “Somewhat of an exaggeration.
I didn't want you tearing out Deidre's throat. But yes, given the
nature of our instincts, given that we often wind up estranged from
our families because of what we are, given that we can't get sexual
diseases and rarely, rarely get pregnant, casual sex is prevalent
among the weres.”

I nodded.

“But...”

“But what?”

“You … are somewhat different.”

“Why?”

She made a face.

“I am not Colin's freaking girlfriend!”

“If you say so, dear. He might think he's
your boyfriend, though.”

I glowered at her.

“What makes you think so!?” I demanded.

She hesitated. “Well, his reaction to you,
for one.”

I looked at her in confusion.

“His reaction was that I was a hot naked
blonde chick and he wanted to have sex with. I don't think that's
abnormal for a horny wolf guy.”

“You have to understand Colin. He is the most
tightly controlled of us all. He ruthlessly masters his wolf. That
makes him a very strong alpha.”

“So?”

“You do realize that some of the other alphas
were present when he and you...”

I blushed and nodded my head.

“As I said, sex is freely given among us, for
the most part, and Colin is no exception. And given how well weres
get to know each other in the metaphysical sense, they could sense
that he had lost his control with you.”

“So?”

“Colin doesn't lose control, dear, not during
sex, not during fighting, not ever.”

“He didn't lose control. I mean, he didn't
hurt me or change into a wolf or anything.”

“He didn't change because his beast had no
interest in changing. His beast had only an interest in sex, in
you. That was what his beast wanted and that was what it got.”

“Yeah, but... his human had the same
interest.”

She smiled softly. “Why? Because you're young
and beautiful and, sorry, in heat? That describes a score of young
female wolves around here at any given time. Colin walks through it
all like a tower of strength, as if he doesn't even notice it. Zoe
was supposed to take you away and talk to you, introduce you to the
pack, that sort of thing. Colin specifically brought her for that
reason, even telling her where to take you and what to be sure to
tell you. Instead Colin took you himself.”

“I turned him on,” I said with a shrug.

“Oh did you ever!” she exclaimed. “From what
she and Dave and the others said he was, as Zoe would say,
gobsmacked.”

“Gob...”

“She's British. You'll like her. Anyway, from
your reaction to Deidre, you have an attraction to him, too.”

“He's... hot,” I said uncomfortably.

“Alex is considered hot, too,” she said.

I scowled. “What's that supposed to
mean.”

“Wolves have a very strong sense of
smell.”

“So?”

“So I know you had sex with him before you
came here, Kenzie.”

I flushed.

“Sorry, but you'll have to get used to it.
Wolves can smell such things. So tell me, was sex with Alex
good?”

“None of your business!”

“It is, actually.”

I scowled. “He was great!”

“As great as Colin?”

“It was... different,” I said.

“Physical.”

“Obviously!”

“But not exactly a sharing of souls or
anything like it.”

I shrugged again, feeling sulky. I was so not
his fucking girlfriend! Come on! I hadn't even dated him! And he
was a stuffed shirt! I was betting he had a rule book and never
veered off it. No way was I having some guy telling me what to do
all the time!

“I'll send these samples to the lab,” she
said, “But I don't see anything out of the ordinary. You look very
healthy.”

I made a face.

“You'll need to experiment more with your
wolf form, get to know it. But don't shift lightly. Shifting is
extremely draining. That's why we don't do it often.”

“I actually felt full of energy,” I said.

“I don't mean shifting to wolf form. I mean
shifting back. That's what drains us, and tends to leave us feeling
wrung out, exhausted and wanting nothing more than to lie down for
eight hours.”

I thought about the other night.

“I think yesterday was different for you
because of the alpha's presence,” she said.

“Come again?”

“It is possible for a strong alpha, and Colin
is very strong, to lend strength to a weaker wolf. I thin that's
what he did for you. What did you feel like the first time you
changed back?”

“Last month? I collapsed and woke up by the
car.”

She nodded. “You see?”

I nodded back.

She handed me a pair of gray slacks. They
were sort of tight, stretchy cotton with a tie in front. The legs
were loose though.

“What about underwear?”

She smiled. “What happened to the ones you
just bought?”

I scowled at her and she smiled again and
then shook her head. “Wear this for now. No need to risk more
expensive clothes when you're only going to be hanging around here.
Also, this,” she said, handing me a green T-shirt.

“I like blue,” I said.

“Green is an important color to us. It will
let everyone know you're a green wolf, you aren't to be teased,
challenged or messed with. The dominance dance can come later, when
you're more settled.”

“Dominance dance?”

“Its what we call it, measuring ourselves
against one anther for power.”

“Isn't that automatic?”

“It's instinctive, but where it causes issues
is when you're roughly the same power level as someone else. Wolves
insist on knowing who is best. That's where the dominance games
come into play, often breaking into open violence if there's no
alpha around to stop it.”

I made a face as I looked at the shirt. Oh
well, I wouldn't be a newbie forever.

* * *

Wearing the green shirt made me feel like
some sort of inferior newbie type, which of course, was the idea.
Most people I encountered were very polite, and very careful, which
irritated me. Of course, getting irritated also irritated me,
because lack of emotional control was the whole point of wearing
the shirt.

I snarled at my wolf, who ignored me. She
only responded to other wolves. She was getting horny again,
though, and so was I. I wondered where Colin was and how long
before he got back. I didn't like Alex, and he'd seemed kind of
wary of me anyway, and I didn't want to go around jumping stray
guys just because they were there.

I went to my room and then though about a
cold shower. I was feeling a buildup of energy and I knew I'd have
to get rid of it. As far as my inner wolf was concerned, sex was
the preferred method. I thought otherwise. Well, unless it was with
Colin, but then that brought up other issues. He was NOT my
freaking boyfriend! I hardly knew the guy!

Then I thought of what Tina had said, and
what had happened before. I could dump a lot of that energy easily
enough. I hesitated, then went to the window and pulled it open. I
was on the first floor, and the ground was only seven feet or so
below, maybe a bit more. I pulled the screen out, then hesitated
again.

I jumped down and landed easily, then started
jogging across the broad meadow. At least here I could run without
anyone being shocked at how fast I was going. I reached the trees,
not even winded, and found one which seemed fairly memorable, a
giant ash tree. I stripped off shirt and pants, as well as the
sandals they'd given me and then eased down onto all fours.

I fidgeted, wondering how to do this with no
full moon. I closed my eyes and thought of my wolf, though of being
her, of feeling myself running through the woods, and then I felt
the crackling, snapping flow of power that made me gasp and
shudder. I kept my eyes closed, felt my skin crawling, felt it
tearing, and when I opened my eyes, the world was in gray.

I shook myself and then remembered what Colin
had said, about remembering I was human. I tried to fix that firmly
in my mind, without changing back into one, and then trotted off
into the woods. I didn't run, just explored, but even so I could
move much faster on four legs than two. And I covered more distance
than I'd intended.

I was also gone longer than I'd intended to
be.

When I smelled something odd coming closer
the wolf part of me laid her ears back suspiciously. I thought
about deer, but the scent didn't remind me of deer. There was also
a sense of energy about it which said shifter. I wondered, then, if
one of the pack had been sent after me, and felt a sense of
guilt.

I probably shouldn't have just taken off like
this, I thought.

I wasn't at all wary, being ignorant as I
was, and was startled when instead of a wolf appearing across the
clearing it was something big and orangy.

It was a freaking tiger!

But it wasn't a real tiger. It was another
shifter. I could sense that much. It was big, but never having been
close to a tiger I couldn't tell if it was the right size or not.
It looked at me across the clearing with flat yellow eyes and I
wondered whether I should shift into human form to say hello. Then
he, or it, gave a rippling snarl and leapt forward.

I was startled, but my wolf, ferocious as she
was, instantly turned and raced away. Wolves fought in packs, not
alone, and I was way over-matched against a tiger. My mind was
filled with a bubbling mixture of fear and confusion. I mean, it
wasn't a real tiger so why the hell was it trying to attack
me!?

I was fast, and both I and my wolf were
scared, which made us even faster. The tiger was pretty damned fast
too, and it continued to snarl as it pelted through the woods after
me.

It was longer than me, with a longer stride,
and, I realized, faster, though the difference was marginal. It was
slowly drawing closer as we ran through the trees and brush, and no
longer snarling, saving its energy and breath as it ran. I had just
run off in no particular direction, or at least, had thought so,
but my wolf had gone for its lair.

Instinct.

And it's lair was where the pack was. My
meandering through the woods had taken me some distance, but now I
was racing in a straight line at top speed, and covering that
distance rapidly. I imagined I could feel its hot breath on my neck
as I dodged in and out amongst the trees and brush! It took a
mighty leap and I dodged aside, which sent it snarling and
tumbling, but it quickly righted itself and leapt after me again,
closing the distance once more.

I felt its hunger and determination as it
pursued me, but I still was at a loss as to why? Had his or her
animal simply taken over? Did they forget they were human!?

I yelped as it snapped at my tail. Shit! I
had a tail! I forgot about that!

I thought about leaping up into a tree, but
it was too close, and I wasn't sure it couldn't leap higher and
yank me down before I made any distance. I was starting to feel
desperate, that I wasn't going to make it, that any second now it
would leap on my back and drag me down!

I heard a howl from in front of me, and then
a second off to the right. The tiger scrambled in the bushes and
grass to a ragged stop as more howls came from a distance. A huge
gray and white wolf raced in from in front of me, bounded over a
fallen log and bowled the tiger over, the two of them twisting and
snarling in a lightning fast movement of gray and orange.

I skittered to a stop, panting, wild-eyed,
not sure what to do. Then the wolf shifted form and rose like a
man, giving an ear splitting howl as it swiped an arm the size of a
thick tree branch down into the tiger's head, sending it literally
spinning across the ground. The tiger scrambled to its paws and ran
for it as more howls erupted, much closer now.

The man was short, but broad shouldered. He
watched the tiger but made no attempt to pursue it. I could hear
the howls of wolves sweeping past us on left and right, through as
the wolf man came towards me. It shifted, and it turned into a man.
It was one of the guys, one of the alphas I'd briefly met the other
night, and he was glaring at me furiously.

I was exhausted from the run, my legs
wobbling, and he bent over and grabbed me by the arm, dragging me
up to my feet.

And just like that I was human again, chest
heaving, covered in sweat.

“What are you doing out on your own?” he
demanded.

I was too winded to talk. He shook me
violently, rattling my brain in my head, then yanked me up over his
shoulder, much like Colin had done the other night, and headed back
towards the building.

I wanted to protest that I could walk myself,
but the truth was I was exhausted and now that the adrenalin rush
had fled I didn't think I could walk another foot.

“You are not to go anywhere alone until the
Luna says you can,” he snapped.

That was accompanied by a sharp and stinging
slap to my backside which made my legs kick and made me gasp in
pain.

Arrogant alpha-male bastard!

Being carried across Colin's shoulder had
felt sexy, like being carried by my caveman lover. Had that left an
indelible impression on my mind, or was I just, in the wake of my
relief, feeling a carnal attraction to my rescuer? I wasn't sure
which, but was I caught my breath, I could feel a growing awareness
of being carried naked through the threes.

I didn't even know this guy's name! He did
have a great body, though, and nice hair. And I could feel his
strength billowing around me as I rode on his shoulder. It was
somewhat... ignominious, being carried like this, but my wolf
didn't care.. He was an alpha male and she seemed to just be happy
her skin was touching his, the slut.

I wondered if sex with him would be like it
had been with Colin. Had my experience with Colin been that special
because he was an alpha? I only had Alex as a comparison, after
all, and he was no alpha, nor even as strong as me. But this guy
was an alpha.

And the longer I spent with my skin in
contact with his skin, the longer my bare breasts were pressed
against his back, the longer his arm stayed around my thighs,
pinning me in place on his broad shoulder, the hotter my wolf was
getting, and I could kind of feel it reaching out to his, which was
starting to get turned on too.

“Wh-what's your name?” I finally asked.

“Dave,” he replied, his word clipped, tight,
as if he was doing his best to control himself.

He was, I realized, and my wolf liked that.
It turned her on whenever a powerful guy wanted her, wanted me, and
that in turn added to the heat I was feeling.

“I-I think I can walk now,” I said.

He slowed and then set me down. We looked at
each other, and I felt the heat rolling up around us as my eyes
flicked down and back up. He was fully erect, just like that, but
he wasn't moving, as if waiting for a sign from me.

I reached for his cock, squeezed it in my
hand, then in both hands, and abruptly, his big hands grabbed me
around the throat and kissed me fiercely. I kept squeezing his cock
as he shoved me back against a tree until it hit my back. Then I
gasped, a little stunned as my head hit the back too.

His hands gripped my buttocks and my legs
swept up around him. My hands reached up to grip a low branch right
next to the tree trunk, and I shuddered as I felt him nudging my
entrance, then sliding up into me.

“Fuck!” I gasped.

He thrust into me hard and I cried out,
partly in surprise, partly in pain, partly in a dark, thrilled
pleasure as he held my buttocks and thrust hard and fast against
me. There was nothing romantic here, nothing but raw animal sex.
But that was exactly what my wolf wanted, what I wanted, and what
he wanted.

My hands clung to the branch, and I laid my
head back against the tree, gasping and moaning as I gloried in the
feel of his thick cock driving into me again and again. I rolled my
hips as best I could, trying to use my leg muscles to pull me in
against him to meet this thrusts, grunting and moaning like the
she-bitch I'd become as he rode me.

“Fuck me” I gasped, not even aware I was
saying it. “Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

I cried out as he did so at once, his fingers
digging into my buttocks, jerking me in even harder against his
pounding hips. The heat swirled and churned within my body, my mind
swept along like a cork in a high flood. Only this flood was like a
storm in the ocean, with waves throwing me up and then dropping me
down so fast my stomach lurched.

And I began to feel the sex like that. The
deep hard thrust of his cock rode me up on the wave, and then as he
yanked himself back I sank into the trough, only to be driven back
up again by the next hard thrust. My legs were going rubbery and I
sank my fingers harder into the bark to keep from falling as I
stared up the length of the tree into the green above, panting and
moaning and grunting with every sharp thrust.

I felt his hunger swirling around me, felt it
like hot flames swept back and forth by a breeze, gasping and
moaning as enveloped me and my own heat intensified.

Then the orgasm came sweeping down like a
tidal wave which had built up higher and higher. I cried out as it
crashed down upon me, my mind and body flooded with a glittering,
shattering wall of sensations that made me cry out again and again
as he snarled and cursed and rammed himself into me, spilling his
own heat in his own searing sexual release.

Dave leaned in finally, his teeth at my
throat, chewing softly, his lips and face nuzzled against me as he
stayed within me, slowly softening until my arms dropped down
around him and he sank to his knees, me straddling him, panting,
moaning, dazed by the explosive power of the climax.

* * *

There were people waiting at the entrance to
the compound, a dozen of them. I cringed inwardly, feeling like a
naughty girl being taken home but also self-conscious about my
nudity again, and wondering if they could scent, even outdoors,
that Dave and I had just had sex.

This was all so fucking surreal, I thought
weakly.

I had to fight the desperate urge to cover
myself with my arms and hands as best I could, for that would have
only made it worse. That everyone was acting like nudity was no big
deal made it at least somewhat bearable.

Dave, was naked, too, of course, and didn't
seem the least put off by it.

Fiona was among those by the door, scowling
at me and shaking her head. Well fuck her, I thought, resentment
rising. No one had told me I couldn't go out on my own. Tina had
said I needed to spend more time with my wolf form. How was I
breaking any great law or rule anyway? It wasn't my fault some
asshole in tiger form had decided to try and make a meal of me!

“Nobody told me there were tigers out there!”
I protested as we reached the group.

“There's tigers out there,” one of them, some
long haired guy, said with a smirk.

“And lions and bears,” said another girl.

“Where is Colin anyway?” Fiona demanded.

He had to do something at work,” someone
replied.

Fiona shook her head and I felt a sense of
disapproval from her.

“I can take care of myself,” I said. “Well...
mostly,” I finished lamely.

“Zoe, would you take her, please,” Fiona
said.

Zoe was the redhead I'd seen the other night.
She smiled and motioned me forward with her hand. Dave released my
arm and I walked in amongst them with what dignity I could, hoping
my face wasn't as red as Zoe's hair.
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Zoe was about thirty, full-breasted, like
every other woman I'd met, come to think of it, other than Fiona,
lithe, athletic, and acted less like a teenager than the others.
Her read hair was slickly cut in a medium length angled bob, and
she had a light British accent.

She was far stronger than Annie, Tina or
Deidre, or for that matter, Alex, but I got no real sense of her
emotions, so she was shielding nicely – which probably also
explained why she didn't seem even stronger than she did.

She walked with a casual, confident grace as
she led me inside.

“Let's take a little tour of the place,” she
said.

“Uhm, sure,” I said. “Uhm, could I pick up
some clothes first?”

She grinned and shook her head.

I opened my mouth to protest.

“One of the things new wolves need to get
used to is nudity, being seen around others.”

“I know but...”

“And it's particularly helpful to you since
like most young women you associate nudity with sex. Nothing
abnormal about that. I used to myself. But it means whenever you're
naked like this you start getting turned on. And that gets to be an
issue when we have a lot of us together. You younger girls going
into heat makes for a lot of confusion.”

I flushed but couldn't really argue the
point, especially since, while I was self-conscious and embarrassed
about being naked I was also, damnit, feeling very... sexual, even
with no alpha men around.

“The quicker you get used to being nude and
seeing others nude in non-sexual contexts the better for all of
us.”

And that being the case, we took a tour of
the building – with me walking along freaking stark naked!
Sometimes that didn't matter, but every time we passed someone and
their eyes caught me I flushed. If it was a guy that flush spread a
lot lower down my body.

She ignored what had happened at first,
leading me through workshops, libraries, the residential areas
where people lived, a gym which had a running track and hyper fast
treadmills, a pool and sauna, and a games room with pool tables and
video games. There was even a movie theater.

“Got a lot of werewolf movies in your
selection?” I asked.

“None,” she said. “Nobody likes Hollywood
werewolves.”

“Even the modern kind?”

She snorted and rolled her eyes. “Too phoney.
They don't know anything about us, and are just cartoons for little
girls.”

“So why don't you educate me?”

She smiled. “I will, to some degree.

“About tigers?”

“Don't try to fight a tiger.”

“Duh,” I said.

“Don't go running outside on your own. Make
sure a more senior wolf is with you.”

“Nobody told me that!” I exclaimed. “It
looked safe to me!”

“Looks can be deciding, and they're not what
you should be using as a wolf. Your nose is more reliable. Did you
scent the tiger?”

“Sure, but I didn't know what it was. I
sensed it, too. I knew it was a shape-shifter I had no idea it
would attack me.”

“Some weres are communal, and some are
solitary. Tigers are solitary. That makes them uhm, antisocial, to
say the least.”

“Would he have really killed me or was he
just chasing me?”

She shrugged. “Impossible to know. He might
have just been enjoying the chase. Cats love chasing things … as do
most predators, by the way. On the other hand, if he was lost to
his tiger in the moment there's no telling what he might have
done.”

“Are there lots of them out there?”

She shook her head. “Wolves are the most
numerous among the weres. The next biggest groups are the coyotes
and cougars. But the coyotes are physically weaker, and the cats
are pretty much all solitary hunters so they're not very well
organized. They have nasty claws, though, so stay clear of them.
There are weres of almost every predatory species out there, but
this particular area is mostly clear of them because we keep them
out. It's unusual for a tiger to venture this far in.”

We almost ran into a guy coming around a
corner and he stared at me with a hungry look.

“You smell like sex and blood,” he half
growled.

“Not now, Lucas,” Zoe said, pushing him back
and leading me past.

I looked behind me and saw him watching. I
was blushing, but it wasn't just embarrassment, it was.. heat.

“I'm a nympho,” I sighed as Zoe pulled me
on.

“Yes, dear. I know. It's to be expected.”

We reached my room and she went in ahead of
me, looking around. She slid open the closet door and then turned
with a smile as she showed me a half dozen green T-shirts on the
shelve, with what looked like an equal number of those gray cotton
pants I'd worn. She pulled out one of each and tossed them casually
to me, and I gratefully pulled them on.

They made me feel more... human.

“So uhm, do you like, call the police or
something over that sort of thing?”

She snorted in amusement. “Honey, we don't
call the police for any reason. We stay as far away from them as
possible. They don't like us and we don't like them. The tiger will
be dealt with by the pack, as soon as we know who it was. He might
even have been dealt with already. Brian took his band out after
him.”

“Band?”

I had a weird notion of a musical group.

“There's the pack, then there are individual
hunting bands, the alphas have, made up largely of stronger Betas
Usually that's about ten or so wolves.”

She turned and looked me up and down for a
moment.

“You're certainly a strong candidate to join
a band,” she said. “You're very strong. You need some training in
how to fight, though. You should watch some of the fights that are
set up in the gym, see how wolves fight.”

“I know how to fight,” I said.

“As a human, not as a wolf. There are some
similarities, but they're not the same, and you'll need to know how
to defend yourself when challenged.”

“Do you guys really fight a lot?” I
asked.

“No, but it's an important element of who we
are. There's constant rivalry to be top dog, so to speak. The
alphas are more or less settled at the top because there's a big
power differential between Colin and the next most powerful alpha,
and because neither he nor Brian are very ambitious. That's pretty
much the same among female alphas too, because Fiona is pretty
strong, and nobody wants her job.”

“As for the betas, there's a constant
shifting around in who is higher than who. These fights are set up
to be organized here so that the alphas can monitor and keep them
from getting out of hand, but they can happen spontaneously, too,
and that can get people killed because betas often lose control of
their instincts during times of stress and forget their physical
strength.”

“So how well you can fight governs how …
important you are?”

She pursed her lips. “Importance is too
general a term. There's a sense of self-esteem and pride in being
higher than others, partly it's human, but mostly it's wolf. But
the human part is that if you're lower than another you give way to
them.”

“Give way? What, like who gets to go first in
the movie line?”

“Like doing the more menial tasks, like not
arguing with the other about stuff, even about political opinions
or how best to fix a car or something, like doing favors for them,
even submitting to sex with them.”

“I thought you all basically had taken casual
sex to new heights?”

“Sure we have, but that doesn't mean we
necessarily want to have sex with someone we don't like in a way we
don't like.”

“So say no.”

She sighed. “It's not that simple, Kenzie.
It's instincts at play. Look, say Brian wanted me to have sex with
you – .”

“What does he look like?”

“That's not important to your wolf. Your wolf
would sense his power and would go all over horny wanting him.”

I thought about Dave and nodded
reluctantly.

“In fact, your wolf would want him on sight.
But if he actually wanted you his own lust would basically draw
your wolf in and she'd be like a bitch in heat. You certainly
wouldn't try to fight it. You'd be like, yeah man, let's go!”

I rolled my eyes, but not because it was
necessarily false.

“The point is you'd want to do it and you'd
enjoy it. Right?”

“Uhm, okay,” I said uncertainly.

“Now let's say some weaker male, who is still
somewhat stronger than you, wants to have sex with you. And say you
didn't necessarily want to because maybe you didn't like him, and
your wolf wasn't particularly persuaded. Well, you'd be expected to
do what he wants anyway.”

I looked at her, eyebrows raised.

“Your wolf would want to bow to his wishes,
and in our culture, you'd kind of feel the need. You're new and
don't quite get it yet, but let's say you refuse.”

“Good. I like that part.”

“What you've done by refusing is, in wolf
terms, denying his dominance. When you deny a wolf's dominance over
you you are, in a very real way, challenging that wolf. Wolves
instinctively give way to the more powerful wolf, or, if there's
doubt about which is more powerful, they fight to decide it.”

“You mean if I said no he'd beat me up and
then I'd have to say yes?!”

“That's putting it bluntly, and in human
terms, but pretty much.”

I scowled at the thought as we reached my
room and went inside.

She looked around briefly.

“You'll have to personalize it,” she said.
“The pack will advance you money for that sort of thing, or you can
order stuff online through our account. And you'll need a
wardrobe.

“This isn't just about sex. I'm using sex as
an example. It could be oh, telling you to wash his car, say, or
clean his room or go and run an errand for him.”

“This all sounds like a lot of people taking
advantage of a lot more people.”

“Well, in some ways that's just what it is,
but only in a human sense. In a wolf sense it's entirely normal.
And since we have very strong wolf instincts, all of this is
perfectly acceptable to most of the people here. The problem is
that the wolves don't take advantage of stuff like that. Wolves
aren't cruel. Wolves aren't sadistic. Wolves don't want to
humiliate or embarrass someone, or lord their power over them.
Humans, on the other hand, or at least, some humans, do.”

She gave me a significant look. “And we're
all humans too.”

“I think I begin to see the problem.”

She nodded.

“Being a member of the pack means constantly
testing yourself against others, constant rivalry, constant
reassessment of who is top dog, as I said, because power shifts and
changes over time as people change. Your power will rise as you get
accustomed to it and its use and learn how to fight, but you want
to be stronger and better because the higher up you are the fewer
people can boss you around.”

“That being said, the pack provides everyone
with a deep, soul-satisfying sense of belonging, of caring, of
never being alone. The same person who cuffed you on the head the
other day and made you clean her room will risk her life to protect
you now. It's like family. We fight amongst ourselves all the time,
but God help any outsider who picks on one of ours.”

I felt a flare of uncertainty. I mean, I'd
never actually belonged anywhere, and certainly not to a family. It
was kind of hard to know what that meant unless I compared it to
those saccharine sweet television shows I used to watch when
younger.

But then I recalled that Dave, who didn't
even know me, and a bunch of others, with Brian, had raced out from
the building to protect me from that tiger.

“How did... I mean, when Dave and the others
came out after me... how did they know there was a tiger chasing
me?”

She stopped and turned to face me. “Open your mind and tell me what
you feel?”

I shook my head. “I don't understand what you
mean.”

“You're brain is overloaded with all these
new sensations and sounds and feelings and instincts and it's all
probably a gigantic mess in your head. But do you get a general
background sense of the pack, of the other people here, a kind of
mental hubbub of conversations like you'd hear in a crowded
room?”

I looked at her and tried to poke through the
mess, as she called it, in my head. There certainly were a lot of
sounds, but I knew she didn't mean that. Yes, there was a kind of
buzzing, humming... something there, as if lots of people were
talking in the distance. But none of it was vocal. It wasn't words
being spoken it was... like emotions, though that wasn't it exactly
either.

“Kind of,” I said uncertainly.

“You'll get to know it better as time passes.
You've only been here a day, after all. But there is sort of
pack... call it a party line, only without voices. You get a sense
of pack, enough to know if someone dies, for example, instantly.
What everyone felt was this spike of very powerful emotion that
didn't die down. Everyone nearby would have felt it. The alphas are
much better at feeling and interpreting that, and we knew both that
it was you and that you were terrified.”

I wanted to deny that but that would have
been silly.

“And you weren't here. Where you should have
been. So something was scaring you a lot and it was a continuing
thing. Of course several alphas went out to find out what was
scaring you so much! That's what we do as alphas, as pack.”

She hugged me, which made me feel both
uncomfortable, and for some reason almost brought tears to my
eyes.

“You're never alone when you're with the
pack. You can sense them all around you. And there is a pack sense,
a psychic, or … some link... again, ask Christopher, but the pack,
or at least, members of it know when you're sad or lonely or upset,
and you'll soon find people drawn to you to comfort you and help
you. That's the way pack is.”

“I'm just... it's all pretty new to me,” I
said.

“Naturally. You don't join a family with over
two hundred members and feel right at home immediately,” she said
with a smile. “It took me a while too.”

“So do I call you mom,” I asked.

She laughed, and I sensed she was
pleased.

“I'm an alpha, so think of me more as a big
sister. In that context Fiona is mom, but she's not exactly one of
the sweet apple dumpling type moms.”

That I could believe.

“And by the way, big sister will kick your
ass if you screw up,” she said, holding me with her eyes.

I scowled but nodded and shrugged.

“Look, I've probably given you the wrong idea
about life among the pack. Fights happen, but not that often.
People need help, but not all the time. And the Betas are not
weaklings or crazy, they're just emotional, caught up between the
wild instincts and powerful emotions they weren't born with. Not
everyone manages to bring those under tight control like the
alphas.”

“So... let me ask you... how long have you
been a wolf?” I asked.

“Nineteen years.”

I was surprised and looked it.

“I was fourteen when I was turned,” she said.
“I was a schoolgirl in Blyth – that's a small city in
Northumberland. And werewolves were still executed on sight then,
whether they'd harmed anyone or not. I managed to survive my first
full moon, but I knew I had to get out, to get to America where
weres had just been legalized.”

“So you came here?”

She laughed. “I had no idea how to get here.
I had no passport, of course, nor time to apply for one. I found my
way to the shore, and slept with whoever I had to to get taken onto
a freighter crossing the Atlantic. I dropped over the side as we
reached America, swam ashore, dodged the coast guard, and hopped on
a train. I got off and wound up here.”

I looked at her in surprise. She seemed too
polished and self-assured. Her hair was a stylish cut, longer in
the front, slashed diagonally up to rise at the back. She had high
cheekbones and intelligent gray eyes. It was hard to think of her
as a wild teenager hopping freight trains and freighters.

I felt a sizzling rush of power and both of
us turned towards the door.

Colin opened the door without knocking, and
glowered at us both. Zoe gave him a wry look and he scowled and
turned his full gaze on me.

“You ran around outside as a wolf?” he
demanded.

“No one said I shouldn't,” I replied, glaring
back.

“Zoe, may I speak with this girl alone,
please?”

Zoe grinned at me. “Sure.”

She left, giving me a wink behind is back,
and I felt a rush of frustration. I'd wanted to ask her about this
supposed mating stuff, now that I sort of, kind of knew her, and
hadn't gotten a chance.

Colin was scowling even more, and I felt him
starting to ease the tight grip he'd been holding on his anger as
he stared at me.

“Are you out of your mind!?” he finally
demanded.

“A little.”

“You go wandering in the woods like a fucking
schoolgirl without even telling anyone!?”

“I didn't know I was supposed to tell anyone!
And I didn't know there were tigers out there!”

“You thought we were the only weres in the
whole area?” he demanded.

“I just never thought of it, okay? And if I
did I wouldn't have thought one of them would attack me on
sight!”

He grabbed my arm and I knocked his hand
away, glowering back up at him.

“Do you know you could have died!?

I shrugged, and he grabbed my arms just below
the shoulders, lifting me up and shoving me against the wall.

“You almost got killed!” he practically
shouted at me.

I had an urge to kick him, except... that
weird new sense that allowed me to kind of understand his emotions
said that he was afraid... for me. He wasn't saying it, but... that
was why he was angry, and it was hard to kick someone who was angry
about you almost having died.

It was hard to even get used to the idea
someone cared about whether I lived and died, to be honest.

“And that's without even thinking about all
the other things there out there who'd love to get their teeth into
a pretty little puppy like you!” he continued angrily. “Did you
think about vampires even once?”

Vampires, I thought. Why would I even think
about them?

Then he looked around the room as if
surprised. He dropped me, then stalked to the bed and stared at it,
then back at me.

“What?” I asked a bit nervously.

“Who have you been with?” he demanded.

“Uhm...” I turned to look at the door.

“I don't mean Zoe! What male have you been
with?”

I put my hands on my hips. “Why is that your
business?”

He glared fiercely at me and I felt a
burgeoning rush of angry power beating against me. It momentarily
took my breath away, but then I braced myself against it and glared
at him.

“You are not my boyfriend!”

“I never said I was! I have no intention of
being the boyfriend of a child!”

“Child, eh? Does that make you a child
molester?!”

He stabbed his finger at my chest angrily.
“You need to learn your place, little wolf!”

“Oh, you mean I”m supposed to bow and scrape
around the big alpha wolf?” I shot back. “But I'm just a child. I
don't know any better, remember!”

He was getting frustrated, I could tell. I
knew he regretted the child comment, but it still bugged me.

“Lose the attitude!” he snapped.

“Oh of course, your royal alphaness! What
attitude would you like? Should I get down on my knees?”

“Yeah,” he said, folding his arms across his
chest. “Sure. On you knees would be a good start.”

“Bite me!”

He growled low in his throat and I felt a
rumbling in the air that made me reconsider my choice of words.

“After all,” I said, changing my tone
entirely, shifting into little girl mode – sort of, “I'm just a
newbie, right?”

I let my eyes go wide, and looked down at my
green shirt.

“I guess that's what this means, right?” I
asked innocently, gripping the bottom of the T-shirt in such a way
that it pulled tighter against my bra-less breasts. “I mean, it
means people should know I'm not really good at self-control and
stuff, right? Not like you big strong alphas...”

His growling kind of skipped a beat, and his
eyes widened as I casually tugged the shirt up to reveal my belly.
The pants were low slung, and while I didn't raise the T-shirt up
to indecent levels, well, the abdomen was an erotic area to
wolves.

He stared at my belly as I looked at him in a
pouty, innocent way, and I felt him stop breathing for a moment.
Then a rush of heat swept over me that made me feel a combination
of smug satisfaction and raw arousal.

“This is all just so much to get used to,” I
said, my voice now a little breathy as I eased the T-shirt higher,
high enough to show the bottom of one breast. “I mean, I'm not even
allowed to wear underwear yet...”

I looked at him with big eyes and tried to
look sad. I'm not sure what I was going for with that but whatever
it was I wasn't expecting a full body tackle that almost knocked
the breath out of me as he crushed me against the wall.

His mouth was on mine like he was trying to
devour me! He was eating at my mouth without using teeth, and his
hands tore my shirt apart like it was made of tissue paper as he
filled his hands with my breasts. For long, long seconds, maybe a
full minute, he held me pinned to the wall, our mouths eating
voraciously at each other as if our hunger was consuming us!

It was only then that he seemed to start to
calm down, to gain control of himself.

I, of course, was still a fucking basket case
of nympho hunger.

He went for my hair again with his left hand,
jerking my head up and back, his mouth diving to my throat. His
other hand shot straight down into my stretchy cotton pants, his
fingers unerringly finding my swollen, overheated sex.

I cried out at the flood of sensation,
gulping in air as he sucked and chewed at my throat. His fingers
were stroking wildly against me and my body's new sensitivity meant
my mind was staggered by the roar of pleasure and sensation, my
hips bucking against him with growing strength and desperation
until with a shuddering cry of wonder the orgasm took me and
shattered my mind.

What I'd felt with Alex earlier was nothing
compared to this, and even the quicky with Dave paled by
comparison. I felt like I was spinning in mid-air amidst sensations
that flashed all around me like fireworks going off! I was drunk on
pleasure, intoxicated by the intensity of it all.

Dazed, I was swept around by his powerful
hands and landed with a whoof, belly down against the top of the
chair which was pushed in against the desk. A moment later I
grunted dazedly as he tore my pants apart and ripped the ragged
remains off my legs.

And then, oh glory, I felt him pushing into
me. I shuddered, my hands reaching out, clawing at the desk, eyes
wild as I felt him pushing into me... and deeper... and deeper! I
couldn't talk, couldn't form words, could only gurgle with the
roller-coaster rise of heat and sexual need again as he drove
himself all the way into me and then started pumping.

There was no more finesse in it than there'd
been with Dave. He hammered against me with bruising force, and
when I dazedly tried to rise I felt his hand against the back of my
neck shoving me back hard, my breasts pillowing out against the
desk. A moment later he seized my hair in his fist, jerking my head
up and back while holding me down at the same time. Every time he
thrust into me he jerked back painfully against my hair.

I'd never really known pain to be that
exciting, that wild, that hot before. But now Colin had done
something to my head with that first meeting, that first sex, when
he'd yanked on my hair. I had become addicted to having my hair
pulled during sex! At least, during this kind of raw, animal sex! I
shuddered and moaned, feeling my inner wolf writhing in pleasure
and passion.

I felt his upper body crushing down against
my back as he leaned in, his breath hot against my neck. Then he
bit into me again, growling possessively as he ground himself
against me. He continued to thrust, but not as wildly as before. He
was buried inside me, and pulled back in short, sharp motions, only
to thrust himself into me like a weapon, drawing a ragged cry from
my open mouth with every stroke.

He howled as he came, the sound barely human,
and it draw me over the edge into another, even more powerful
orgasm as convulsions wracked my body and I clung helplessly to the
desk, while my body shook and bucked wildly against the crackling
firestorm of sensations tearing through me.

I felt half dead as I lay draped across the
desk, the top of the chair digging into my abdomen, my chest
heaving. Colin slowly pushed himself back up, and I could hear his
heavy breaths as well.

“Y-You... ,” he gulped. “You make me crazy,
you little bitch!”

I just groaned, unmoving. I just groaned.

I felt his hands, quivering a bit, sliding up
and down my back, then lightly, caressing the curves of my
buttocks. I stared at the wall in front of me, trying to catch my
breath, and noticed that I'd kind of broken the side of the desk –
though I can't say I cared.

I felt hot breath on me and my eyes opened
wide. Then I felt his teeth nipping lightly at my inner thigh as
his big hands gripped both legs and jerked them farther apart. His
tongue licked slowly up across my sex, then, and I shuddered, hips
jerking convulsively.

“Oh! Oh fuck!” I gasped. “Don't!”

I was too sensitive now! In the aftermath of that incredible orgasm
my nerve endings felt fried!

I tried to push myself to my feet, nails
digging into the desktop, but he had a tight grip on my thighs, and
his face was jammed in against my sex as I felt his mouth close
against my delicate flesh. He... growled, in a way which made my
nerve endings vibrate, and then his tongue pushed impossibly deep
into me as I squealed and lost my balance, half falling across the
desk again.

“Oh! Oh fuck! C-Colin!” I cried.

His teeth sort of massaged my flesh with
biting into it, as he began to such rhythmically and twist his
tongue around inside me. Every time I kind of pushed myself half up
he'd jerk on my thighs, so I fell back again, and then he started
working on my clitoris and I was a goner. I vaguely remembered what
Alex had said about the doors being mostly soundproof and hoped he
was right because I lost control of my voice, crying out again and
again as he drove me to the edge of sanity!

Orgasm after orgasm spilled over me, until my
insides were so exhausted from spasming that they ached! I
breathlessly begged him to stop, and finally he rose up and jammed
himself into me again, driving me into an incredibly intense orgasm
that almost blew my mind away! I mean I almost lost consciousness
from the intensity of the wall of raw pleasure!
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So why was I pissed off at Colin? Well,
partly I was pissed off because that wild, raw fucking was a kind
of statement of possession. And I didn't think I belonged to
anyone. More importantly, he'd made his statement with his cock,
not his mouth... let me rephrase that. Instead of talking to me
he'd practically fucked me insensible, then, with a feeling of smug
contentment I could sense even as I lay sprawled across the desk
gulping in air, he'd left.

Just like that! Can you believe that!?

Oh, and he'd torn up my mattress and then taken it with him!

We hadn't even had a date or anything!

And if he thought I was his mate or something
shouldn't he be talking to me, getting to know me, maybe inviting
me to live at his place or something like that?!

I mean, what the hell!? Shouldn't we be,
like, going to have dinner or at least lunch together? Or at least
a fucking coffee!?

But no, it was slam-bang-thank-you-ma'am and
then he was gone!

And now I needed a new mattress... and a new
desk. And he'd torn up another set of clothes, even if I hadn't
paid for them. And my hair was a mess, and probably everyone on the
floor had heard that! Of course, that probably just made him feel
more smug!

I took a shower, put on yet another green
t-shirt and pair of gray pants – glad I wasn't paying for them, and
went to try and find Zoe. The moment I smelled food, though, I
veered sharply in that direction, suddenly realizing how freaking
hungry I was!

I remembered what Tina had said about being
exhausted and having to sleep after shifting back from being a
werewolf, but I didn't feel that bad, really. I wondered if it
could be because that alpha, Dave, had sort of pulled me back from
being a wolf so I hadn't had to do it myself. That was something
else I could ask Zoe when I found her.

The cafeteria leaned heavily to meat,
including lots of large steaks. I ordered two, rare, which
apparently was the favorite anyway, then sat down at a table and
started to eat – with my hands. I only realized it after I had half
consumed the first steak, hesitated, then had a flare of anger.

Fuck him, I thought, continuing to eat.

Okay, it made my hands messy, but I was
feeling obstinate.

I calmed down a little, though, and used a
napkin to wipe my hands, then picked up the knife and fork to start
in on the second steak.

“Hey, beautiful.”

I was aware of the guy who sat down next to
me. I turned to eye him briefly. He was far too pretty, with
carefully brushed blonde hair and a smile I instantly
recognized.

Player, I thought, dismissing him and turning
back to my steak.

My wolf dismissed him too. He was weak, or at
least, weak compared to me. And nothing, compared to Colin.

“You must be new here,” he said.

I rolled my eyes. What was your first clue, I
wanted to say, the outfit?

But I played nice. I turned and gave him a
brief smile. “Yeah,” I said.

“You are hot,” he said, shaking his head.
“And new too!”

I wondered what the hell that meant.

“My name is Kyle,” he said, his hand suddenly
sliding in under my arm and giving my breast a good hard
squeeze.

I froze for a moment, caught between too
sudden surges of emotion. One was irritation and indignation, which
made me want to cuff him, and the other was, well, you know,
excitement. The former was more powerful than the latter, but on
the other hand, Colin's statement of possession still rankled me.
Maybe I'd show him by fucking this punk.

“Man, this feels real!” he said,
marveling.

I looked at him strangely, then pushed his
hand off a lot more gently than I wanted to.

“Of course it's real,” I said.

“I figured it might be fake, since you're too
new to know how to shift your body.”

I was confused and it showed.

“You know, make your boobs bigger.”

I felt my eyes widen.

“You didn't know?” he asked in amusement.
“Most of the girls learn how to adjust their bodies a little,
enough to make their boobs bigger, adjust their hips a bit, you
know, to make them hotter. But you're hot without even doing
that!”

So THAT was why so many girls seemed to be
D-cups! It was like a light suddenly popped into existence over my
head!

“They can do that!?”

He shrugged. “We are shape-shifters,
remember. It takes a while to learn because it's a more subtle kind
of change. You won't be able to for probably a couple of years, but
then it doesn't look like you really need to anyway.”

His fingers slipped in under my T-shirt,
sliding up my belly towards my breasts. A part of me kind of wanted
to feel his hand against me but I pulled my arm in anyway, blocking
his access.

“Come on, honey,” he said, leaning in, “You
know you want it.”

“I've already had it,” I said dryly.

“You new girls can never get enough.”

Since that appeared to be true I didn't have
a very good rejoinder.

“You know what else we can make bigger?” he
asked with a lazy smile.

I felt another little shock, mostly because I
hadn't thought of it.

My eyes looked down and when I raised them
again he was grinning.

“I can fill you like no man ever has,” he
said in a low purr.

I felt myself smirking. “You really are a
player, aren't you,” I said, half amused.

He shrugged and smiled. “I like to play. You
like to play. Let's play together.”

“Right now I like to eat. Then I'm going to
find Zoe.”

“You like girls?” he asked with a salacious
grin. “I know this girl named Ellen who really gets off on
threesomes.”

“Everyone here is a slut,” I sighed.

“Why not? Sex is fun. Let's have fun.”

His hand slid in between my legs. Persistent
bastard. I snapped my thighs closed and gave him an impatient
look.

“I'll look you up if I feel in the mood,” I
said.

He scowled at me. Maybe he was supposed to
look stern but he just looked sulky.

“Maybe I won't offer again,” he said as if
that was a threat.

I grinned. “Okay.”

He glared and I felt his power sort of …
pushing at me. I looked at him with wide eyed innocence, trying not
to smile, and his power sort of sputtered as he gave me a confused
look. Then with a scowl he got to his feet and stalked away.

I returned to my steak, finished it, then
headed up the hall looking for Zoe. I hesitated at the library,
turned and went in there instead.

The library had obviously been built with
care. It was octagonal, and two stories high, with gleaming
bookshelves covering almost every inch, and tall ladders on tracks
which slid along the shelves so you could reach the higher books.
Or so the librarian could.

Christopher was about fifty, with scraggly,
graying hair that should have been cut, but hung past his collar.
He was short and a bit chunky and dressed in an odd looking outfit
that looked like he was wearing a blanket. Hairy legs stuck out
underneath, and his feet were bare.

“Yes?” the man asked.

“Uh, I'm Kenzie,” I said.

“Ah,” he said.

He came forward, a little too close for
comfort, actually, then sniffed at me like a dog. He circled me and
I turned my head as he moved, wondering just how sane he might
be.

He reached out and I moved my hand to block
his. Instead he gripped my arm and I felt a surge of power flowing
up my arm that made me gasp. I jerked my arm back but he only
smiled.

“You will be a very strong alpha one day,” he
said.

I looked at him, startled. “Uh... a
what?”

“I can sense it in you. Sensing strengths is
one of my talents.”

“I'm not an alpha.”

He smiled arrogantly. “You will be.”

“But wait … I mean, you're either an alpha or
... not, right?”

“Are you a woman?”

“What? Of course but ...”

“Were you a girl?”

“You mean betas become alphas?”

“No.”

I looked at him in confusion.

“I said you would be a strong alpha one day.
You're not strong at the moment. You need to gain control of your
beast, which takes some time, and learn to master your own power.
But that power is there now. You have the ability to harness it,
you simply don't have the experience.”

“You're saying I'm an alpha?”

He rolled his eyes in evident disgust at my
denseness.

“Obviously.”

“How come nobody else seems to think I'm an
alpha?”

He sniffed. “Arrogance is a natural trait of
alphas. They simply haven't tested you, except superficially. You
look like you're far too young to be an alpha. They measure
strength simply by sensing the tightness of the control of the
spiritual energy around you, and you lack that control. Combined
with your looks and age... how old are you anyway?”

“Almost twenty.”

“Almost twenty means nineteen. I prefer
exactitude in answers,” he said with a sniff.

I felt a surge of irritation but repressed
it.

“What's with the bed sheet?”

Okay, I didn't repress it entirely.

His eyebrows rose and his face took on an
indignant look.

“This is an entirely appropriate robe of the
type worn by Greek academics thousands of years ago! It wraps
around the body, and is clipped loosely enough that a lycanthrope
will not destroy it in shifting. You could have used one earlier
today, as I understand it,” he said stiffly.

“Very... practical.”

I looked around the room.

“Lots of books,” I said admiringly.

“Do you read?” he asked in a sarcastic
tone.

I felt a sense of irritation again.

“Are you asking if I am literate or if I
enjoy reading? I prefer exactitude in my questions,” I said.

He snorted, but then nodded. “You are quite
correct. The question was poorly phrased and I apologize for it.
Most young people today prefer to get their information through
video presentations, and haven't the time to read sentences of more
than one hundred and sixty characters.”

“I'm in my second year at university.”

“That suggests you are experienced with
reading longer articles, not that you enjoy it.”

“I enjoy knowledge and will take it in
whatever form seems most efficient and effective,” I said.

He gave a tight little nod. “This library
contains everything I have been able to gather about weres,
vampires, ghosts, sprites, ghouls, faeries, goblins, nandoos, and
all other beings, alleged beings, mythical beings and their
properties.”

“Ghoulies and ghosties and long-legged
beasties?”

“And things that go bump in the night,
yes.”

“Leprechauns?” I asked lightly.

“A myth born out of the sprites which still
live along the coasts of northern Europe.”

“And those werewolf things?”

“An enormous amount has been written about
that, most of it utter nonsense and fiction.”

“Is there a definitive book, maybe one
written by you?”

“Me? I have not the craft to be more than an
archivist, I'm afraid,” he said. “Writing requires a talent of
words which I lack. I know the words and their proper grammatical
application, but writing in such a way as to hold the interest of
the ignorant is a skill I have not the patience for.”

“You're pretty arrogant for a librarian,” I
said.

“Indeed. It's a trait amongst us.”

“Really? To be honest, aside from the alphas
most of you seem kind of wimpy. Well, with a few exceptions.”

“And how many of 'us' have you encountered in
your vast experience as a member of this pack?” he asked
sourly.

“Well – .”

“Aside from your rather brief encounters with
several of our alphas.”

“Uhm, four or five.”

“Names, girl. Names.”

Irritating man!

“Annie, Malcolm, Deidre, Alex,Tina, uhm,
Kyle...”

He shook his head almost from the first
name.

“You are under a misapprehension if you think
they are representative of the pack,” he said. “They are a subset.
They are the new ones who are young and generally lack control,
which is why they are living here. Many of those who live in the
compound tend to be younger, weaker. They are also, aside from
Tina, gophers.”

I raised my eyebrows and he snorted in
amusement. “I don't mean they shift into gophers, girl. Use your
head! I mean they go for this or go for that. Thus they tend to be
used to run small errands, both because they're weak and fairly
useless for anything else, and because they're available.

“Your Colin had Malcolm come and fetch
something for him, and he brought his current female – who of
course is weaker them him. Tina dislikes driving so she brought
Deidre to do that for her, and Robin was merely sent as a messenger
girl.

“As for Tina, she is a medical professional,
used to soothing the ravening beast. And to her, and, for that
matter, the others, you are a new alpha, likely unstable, certainly
unpredictable. They're all being very careful of your feelings so
you don't burst into flames and attack them.”

“You don't seem much worried about being
burned,” I said dryly.

“Are you suggesting I do not have a
personable manner? Well, you wouldn't be the first. However, while
I am no alpha, I have quite a strong will, and very good legs.”

I blinked in confusion.

“I can run very quickly, girl, and at my age
have no ridiculous need of protecting my masculine reputation which
would cause me to stick around to fight someone clearly stronger
than I.”

“Very practical,” I said.

“And cowardly. Yes, I know. I don't care what
others think of me. I'm fifty six. I'm not going to get into a
brawl with some power drunk boy half my age because he feels the
need to wag his small penis around to justify his towering
arrogance.”

“You don't seem overly modest yourself,” I
said.

“Yes, I'm arrogant, as well, but more
deservedly. I have knowledge the pack requires, so Michael has
forbidden me from being challenged.”

“Yeah, me too,” I said, plucking at the green
shirt. “uh, how come the other... the betas don't seem to think I'm
an alpha?”

“Only alphas can judge another's ability
easily. With the rest they need to measure their strength, their
will against you, for the most part, in order to determine who is
stronger. All they'll really know, if they try, is you are
considerably stronger. You don't evidence the sort of will and
power of someone like Colin or Fiona yet. Though you have
considerable raw strength.”

“You can tell that just from a few minutes
talking with me and squeezing my arm?”

He gave me a withering look. “I could tell
that within the first ten seconds you entered the room. Delving you
simply confirmed it. As I said, it's one of my talents. Now how can
I help you? No, don't bother. You're looking on reliable
information on werewolves and our society.”

“Yeah, and what kind of laws there are.”

“Laws,” he said with a snort. “I suppose you
would think of that.”

“Organization, culture, history...”

“Lore,” he said.

“Okay.”

He waved about him. “Take your pick.”

“No, you take my pick. That's your job,
right?”

He gave me a small nod. “You are quite
correct. An alpha willing to take advice. How remarkable. I'm sure
you'll grow out of it, though.”

He turned and walked across the room,
ignoring the shelves, and opened a cabinet. He took out a large,
heavy book, then hesitated, and plucked out a smaller, thinner
volume and brought them back to me. They were both leather, the big
one's pages actually sewn together.

“Is it vaguely possible I could rely on your
to read these without getting coffee or cola spilled onto the
pages?”

“Are you trying to irritate me?”

“Possibly,” he said.

“Isn't that dangerous?”

“Depending upon the individual,” he
replied.

I shook my head and picked up the books. The
big one in particular looked very heavy but weighed almost nothing,
then I remembered my new found strength – yet again. When was I
going to get used to that?

An alpha? The idea was startling, but not
unpleasing. As an alpha there'd be a lot fewer people able to push
me around, able to make decisions on my behalf. I didn't want to
clean other people's rooms, much less have sex with them if I
didn't want to.

Mind you, it was kind of hard to imagine any
kind of sex being unpleasant just then.

 


 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


I felt a sense of smugness. Wait until Colin
found out I was an alpha. So much for Mr. big high alpha control
freak!

I took the books back to my room and
discovered the mattress had already been replaced. The desk was
still kind of wrecked, but I flopped down on the bed and looked at
the books. The big one looked like an ancient bible. The smaller
one was titled Aspects of Control. I flipped it open curiously. It
started talking about exactly what I wanted to know, all about
self-control, about gaining control of my wolf, of control of my
body, both physical and instinctual.

I lost myself to that book for the rest of
the day, only coming out to eat again, then returning to continue
reading. There were a lot of metaphors in it, a lot of different
ways to explain the metaphysical energy which drove weres, and how
that energy was harnessed and controlled to do various things.

But at heart, none of it was physical.
Control was entirely mental, and it was how strong your mind and
will were which governed how much of that energy you could harness
and what you could do with it. That was how someone my size could
be stronger than Alex, who was twice as big.

I felt someone approaching, female, weak, and
then a tapping at the door.

I knew it was female because of the... the
taste of the energy. And I knew it was weak because the energy was
unfocused, shifting and swirling and spread out, kind of
sputtering. The difference between that and say, an alpha like
Colin was like that of a campfire and the flame of a welding
torch.

“Come in,” I said.

The door opened and a girl in her early
twenties was there, staring at me in fascination. She was wearing,
well, not much. She was small, had loose brown hair, a sweet face,
and was the first girl I'd seen here who wasn't dressed to draw
male interest.

“Uhm, hi, I'm Robin. Fiona would like to see
you, Kenzie.”

“Okay,” I said.

The girl bobbed her head, gave me a final
look, and then closed the door and fled.

I wasn't enthusiastic about seeing Fiona
again. I hadn't liked her the first time, nor had my wolf. But I
couldn't think of any way of getting out of it, so wandered
downstairs, across the courtyard, and then over to her office. She
was wearing a black blazer, over black silk shirt and black pants
with high heels, and trying to look stern.

“Close the door, please,” she said.

I did it, trying to keep a tight reign on my
emotions, and on my wolf.

I came forward and she looked at me for a
long minute.

“Christopher seems to think you have quite a
bit of potential,” she said.

I shrugged.

She got up and came around the desk, then
reached for my arm. I flinched back, but she scowled and took my
arm, gripping it tightly. I felt a hot rush of power, much stronger
than when Christopher had done it, and much... harsher. I gasped
and jerked my arm back, or tried to. She clung tightly to it for a
long moment, then released it, scowling.

“So,” she said, not showing a lot of
happiness as she looked at me.

I had no idea what that meant so said
nothing.

“And you're nineteen.”

I nodded.

She shook her head and her mouth looked like
she'd swallowed something unpleasant.

“You do have... potential,” she said
unhappily.

I sniffed, and her eyes narrowed.

“But make no mistake, that whatever you are I
am Luna,” she said, her power poking at me like a finger.

“Yeah, I got it.”

“Whatever potential you have in the future
you're still little more than a child, an unlearned, untutored,
unskilled child with little knowledge or control over what you can
do.”

I shrugged again, kind of glowering at her a
little.

“And an arrogant one,” she added. “Perhaps if
I'd had children I'd have more patience for sulky teenagers but I
lack that capacity.”

“I'm not sulking.”

Her wolf pushed at me again and I felt mine
pushing back, which made her scowl even harder. I realized suddenly
that she hadn't been masking her strength before, or probably now.
It wasn't under such tight reign. It just wasn't really that
strong. Oh it was a lot stronger than Tina or Annie or Alex, but it
didn't seem like it was that much more powerful than, say...
me.

“There's still the matter of what you can do
for the pack to justify your room, board and the training we will
give you,” she said.

I shrugged again, partly because I didn't
know what else to say, and partly because I sensed it irritated
her.

“I understand you've some acquaintance with
Annie,” she said, her lips turning up into a cool smile.

I looked at her warily.

“You also seem to have a very high sex
drive.”

I flushed.

“It seems to me that you could join her,
Paige and Katy at the club. I can have a word with the owner, but
he's always glad of new... meat.”

'I'm not being a stripper,” I said
indignantly.

Yet even as I said it I felt a hot rush of
heat at the thought, and flushed as she sensed it and smirked

“I can't control myself around humans,
remember?”

“That's the way with betas, but you're
obviously more than a few cuts above them in terms of both power
and self control. Tina says you had sex with a number of men after
your first turning, and never changed with any of them. That's
remarkable in a new wolf,” she said. “I envision no difficulties in
your close contact, since you'll have the other girls around to
watch you, and since you won't be having sex with any of the
humans.”

“I'm not working in a strip club,” I said,
glaring.

I was being pig-headed and knew it. The
thought made me hot, but she wanted me to be a stripper because she
wanted to put me down, and my wolf and I both resented it.

“It's not like you have any skill that's
worth anything,” she said. “The alternative is we can have you
cleaning toilets. We have a number of toilets, after all, and not
all the animals are quite so... tidy.”

She sniffed derisively.

“I'm not cleaning toilets either. You can go
fuck yourself.”

Her face hardened and she gripped the front
of my T-shirt.

“I am Luna!” she snarled. “I expect a proper
degree of deference in my presence!”

“In your presence?” I asked. “Is that the
royal presence?”

She flared angrily and I felt the shirt
jerking up under my arms, raising me to the balls of my feet.

“As far as you're concerned, child, yes,” she
said, biting off the words, her face angry.

“And what if I don't?”

She smiled thinly. “Child, for someone who's
barely learned how to walk on all fours you're running on dangerous
paths.”

“I just asked a question.”

“You know the thing about weres is that
they're incredibly resilient. Our bodies can take so very much more
damage than a normal, and then heal incredibly fast. Have you
discovered that yet?”

I shook my head.

“Let me show you.”

She punched me in the face so hard it threw
me backwards across the floor about twenty feet. I could hardly
breath for the pain, and lay there stunned for long seconds. But
then, slowly, it began to fade, and when I reached my trembling
fingers up to my face, while I felt blood, there was very little
pain. It only felt a little bruised.

I sat up slowly, and the self-satisfied look
on her face faded.

“What the fuck!?” I cried.

I pushed myself to my feet, and felt my face
again. I stared at her in anger and outrage.

“You see?” she said, with a little toss of
her blonde, kewpie doll head. “That would have broken your jaw
easily if you were a human. Of course, if I was really intending to
punish you it would be much worse.”

“You... cunt!” I said.

Her eyebrows came together. “Watch your
mouth, child or I'll strip the skin off your ass with my belt.”

She sniffed and moved back behind the
desk.

“I think you have a high opinion of yourself,
probably because of Colin, and because Christopher has given you
the notion you are important. You can spend the next week cleaning
toilets around here until you come back to earth.”

“You can kiss my ass!” I said.

She came around the desk again, her face
stormy. “You apparently think I'm kidding,” she said.

She grabbed me by the scruff of the neck and
jerked me forward. Instinct took over, but it was partly human
instinct. Instead of fighting to draw back I threw my arms up,
breaking her grip on me. She snarled and jumped on me and I grabbed
her arm and ducked, throwing her overhead and across the room.

She managed to scramble to her feet way
faster than any of my opponents in the dojo, but then I was way
faster than I'd been too, and my feet took her in the chest and
sent her flying back into the doors – through the doors, and into
the carpeted hall beyond. I felt a moment of shock, having again
forgotten my strength.

She seemed to melt and shift even as she went
through the doors, and what leapt back at me was a giant wolf. I
dropped low and it flew over head, snarling and snapping at me as
it did. And just like that I had shifted and was jumping at
her.

It's hard to describe what happened next
because I was more animal than person. We snarled and bit and
clawed at each other, tumbling across the room. I could feel fiery
pain where her teeth sank into my body, and every time mine bit her
I felt a wild thrill of conquest. But she was trying to get me
under her and trying to get her teeth around my throat and I fought
frantically to keep that from happening.

She was stronger than me. I sensed that, but
I was faster, and she was growing angry and frustrated. I sensed
that too. But that only made her meaner and more determined.

At the same time as the physical fight there
was another one, kind of like how Tina had described my sex with
Colin, only this wasn't sex. It was like our beasts were fighting
too, and I could feel her will trying to subdue me, trying to make
me give up, give in and expose my throat to her.

That so wasn't going to happen!

And then she shifted again. I thought, at
first, she was turning human, but she only turned sort of human.
She stood up on two thick, hairy legs, the dress having already
been torn off her, just like my leathers. But she wasn't human. She
was still wolf, with huge jaws with shiny teeth. Only now she had
arms, with claws on the end.

I threw myself at her and she grabbed me, the
claws tearing into my chest, and threw me violently at the
bookshelf, smashing shelves to splinters and sending books flying.
I landed, dazed and stunned, and she grabbed the desk and threw it
across the room as she came towards me.

I felt battered and winded, but also angry
and scared. She grabbed me again, digging those claws into me. I
howled at the pain and smelled blood as she yanked me up into the
air, but I managed to twist my head around and bit her wrist
savagely.

Roaring in pain she threw me, but not far,
and I scrambled to my four legs, and then rose, somehow shifting in
the same way she had even without knowing how or what it was. I
found myself standing up, every bit as hairy as her as she jumped
at me. I grabbed her wrists and head butted her, but while it dazed
her she still managed to throw me to the floor and land atop
me.

I bucked and threw her off, then as she leapt
to her feet threw my legs in a side sweep that took her legs out
from under her and dropped her heavily to the floor.

I jumped up and grabbed a chair – a big,
overstuffed leather chair, and threw it at her. It knocked her back
down as she started to rise, but she snarled and jumped up and
across the room at me again. I knew she was stronger and couldn't
let her pin me so spun sideways and she only got a claw into my arm
as she passed.

Fuck that hurt!

I don't know about fast healing, but it
didn't seem to do a lot to dampen the initial pain!

I jumped on her back before she could rise,
but I was fighting, in part, like a human, getting my arm around
her throat and jerking back hard. She was fighting all animal, and
her clawed ripped into my arm so that I screamed and rolled
away.

She jumped on me and I got my legs up and
flung her over my head to smash against a telephone table and big
mirror – which fell off the wall with a crash.

I threw myself at her and someone grabbed me
and swung me around so I went flying into the opposite corner. When
I scrambled to my feet I saw her on the ground under several
wolf-like bodies and a very large wolf-like man standing before me
braced for me to charge him.

But I didn't. I snarled at him and backed
down into a crouch, feeling this tremendous wall of power pushing
at me, pushing at my beast, at my wolf, so I could hardly
breath.

“Stay there!” he growled, somehow able to
speak despite his distorted face.

He turned his head.

“Fiona! Get control of yourself right now!”
he snarled.

I felt a kind of pulse of power and energy
and she stopped moving. After a brief hesitation, the three
wolf-men holding her down eased back, very wary.

The man in front of me shifted form and there
was a human standing there. He was tall, broad shouldered, like a
football player, muscular, maybe forty or so, with a shaved head
and a rounded face. He was glaring at me, and I felt another hot
pulse of energy and power and I shifted into a human, not
willingly. It just happened.

And of course, I was completely naked. But
that was almost beside the point. My mind was still full of anger
and frustration and a seething, roiling sense of energy, like an
overdose of adrenalin.

The others were all shifting back as well. I
recognized two of them from last night, but not the rest.

“What a fucking mess!” the man in front of me
snarled. “You two bitches have wrecked my office!”

I felt a small flare of smug pleasure. I'd
known it wasn't her office!

“She attacked me!” Fiona shouted.

“You're a lying bitch!” I shouted back.

“Don't you call me – !”

“Shut up!” the man shouted in a very, very
loud voice.

It hurt my ears it was so loud, and I jerked
back instinctively.

“Where the fuck is Colin?!” he demanded, eyes
hot and angry.

“Dunno” one of the men said.

I felt a snarl of frustration and anger in
the man's voice and emotions. “Call him and tell him to get his ass
back here right fucking now!”

He turned and glowered at me. I almost
glowered back. I mean, my human instinct was to do it, but my wolf
had other thoughts. It felt a lot more … meek than me.

It might be because that wave of power was
still beating at us.

I looked down at myself. There was blood on
me, but there were no cuts that I could see. I did have fine lines
in various places that looked like they had been cuts, maybe a day
or two ago...

“Brian, take this girl somewhere and sit on
her!” he snapped.

A black man nodded. He was short, compared to
this guy, who I figured was Michael, and very slender, with long
dreadlocks and a narrow face. There was an intensity and a power to
him, though, that rivaled Michael's. It was just more
restrained.

He motioned at me, and sent a pulse of power
which I ignored. I stood up straight, aware of my nudity. I felt
more and more self-conscious about that as I began to calm down.
But stronger than my embarrassment almost a sense of arousal, of
being aware of all those attractive naked men looking at me.
Naked!

Which was so weird! Everything about my
feelings these days was weird!

I looked down with regret at the sight of one
of my clothes, torn apart again. I walked past him, glaring at
Fiona and feeling a surge of anger. She was now on her feet,
snarling furiously at me. The men around her moved in front of her
and she cursed them before a pulse of power coming from the guy I
assumed was Michael quelled her.

Brian led me back down the hall and into
another, smaller room. It looked like a medical examination
room.

“My name is Brian,” he said, holding out his
hand.

It was incongruous, but instinctively I took
his hand and shook it. A wave of heat traveled up my arm and I felt
an instant thrum of sexual interest.

“Pleased, I'm sure,” I said, somewhat
sarcastically.

He snorted and motioned me to sit on the
examining table.

“Are you going to be examining me?” I asked,
almost coyly.

That surprised me, and what surprised me as
much as that was I was enjoying his presence, especially his nude
presence. My eyes were appreciating the lines of his body, and
hadn't missed noticing what was hanging between his lithely muscled
thighs.

I made sure my shoulders were drawn back, and
smiled at him as he moved back against the door.

“I just did,” he said dryly. “Someone should
have done it last night.”

He meant Colin I'm sure.

“Colin had other things on his mind,” I
said.

“No doubt,” he said, even more dryly.

I felt a sense of giddy heat as he looked me
up and down.

“Maybe you'd like to examine me more
closely,” I said suggestively.

“I'm not sure that would be a good idea.”

“Colin doesn't own me,” I said lightly.

“Maybe not but he's definitely got first
claim.”

I scowled at him, but it didn't distract me
from the growing sense, the growing sensation of heat roiling
through me.

I sat on the edge of the table.

“Are you feeling hurt?” he asked.

I smiled and shrugged. “I feel a bit tender
in places.”

I lay back along the bench, smiling at him,
and sensed a stirring inside him which caused me a jolt of pure
satisfaction. That made me hot, somehow and I lay all the way back
with a groan.

“I think my back is a little sore where she
threw me into the bookshelves,” I said, arching my back as if
stretching.

I felt a sense of hunger in him, and that
made me feel like purring like a contented cat rather than a dog.
He moved away from the door, closer to me, almost to the edge of
the bench, and I felt his hunger.

My wolf liked that very much.

I raised my leg casually, my bare foot
sliding up his thigh and then pressing against his groin.

“Brian,” I said. “That's a nice Irish name.
Black Irish, maybe?” I said with a smirk.

He was hardening against my foot, his
breathing becoming faster as our eyes locked together.

There was a tap at the door. I knew whoever
was there was female and young before it opened. And I thought I
kind of recognized her as I glared at the door and drew my foot
back.

It was Annie, the punk girl stripper. She
looked in, eyes wide, and looking very nervous of me.

“Michael says to keep her away from Fiona for
the next hour or so while he deals with her.”

“Tell Tina to get in here.” Brian said in a
husky voice.

The girl nodded quickly and jerked back,
closing the door.

“We might as well get your examination out of
the way.”

“You could examine me,” I said with a smirk,
sliding my hand slowly up my torso and over my breast.

His eyes followed it, followed my fingers as
they toyed with a stiff, throbbing nipple.

“I've never had sex with a black man,” I
said.

“You don't know what you missed, baby,” he
said in a half growl.

My wolf purred.

“Why don't you come closer?”

He shook his head regretfully, and I could
actually feel the regret, sense it.

“I don't think Colin would like that.”

But his eyes looked hungry and I saw his cock
was still hard. That pulled up the lips of my mouth and I felt that
smug sense again, a deep, female satisfaction that a powerful alpha
like him was attracted to me.

“Here's the thing about alphas,” he said. “We
don't tend to get along very well.”

“Really?” I said mockingly.

I was about to tell him that he and I could
get along just fine when he interrupted.

“Alpha wolves don't get along well with other
alphas. There's always a sense of rivalry. Even in the human world
that's true. Assertive as we are, we like to get our way. Other
A-types like to get their way instead. In our case you add in
animal instincts and we'd be at each others' throat every day if we
didn't control ourselves.”

“She jumped me,” I said, flaring.

“Fiona expects others to control themselves
around her..”

“Well, fuck her!”

“We control our wolves tightly, and don't let
their instinctive sense of competition and rivalry cause trouble
with each other. One of the ways we do that is by establishing a
rigid hierarchy in the pack so that every wolf knows exactly where
he or she stands. That way when a higher placed wolf tells them to
do something they don't flare up.”

I rolled over and sat up.

“She told me to clean toilets,” I said
hotly.

His eyes widened.

“And her stupid wolf was all over me, pushing
at me, pissing me off from the start. Maybe you should teach her to
mind her fucking manners!”

He hesitated. “Fiona isn't used to minding
her manners. She's significantly stronger than Zoe and Samantha,
and while Emily is as strong as her, she's very non-political and
doesn't want to be Luna. She's busy with her job and doesn't spend
a lot of her time around the pack. That's led to a fair amount of
peace among the female alphas... until now...”

I was looking down at myself as he spoke, and
noticed the scratches and marks had faded away entirely. I reached
down and cupped my breasts, because one of them had had a cut along
it, and I felt his eyes on me.

“She cut me here,” I said, my voice
deliberately dusky as I squeezed my breasts up and together.

“We heal very quickly,” he said, licking his
lips.

My nipples were very hard, and the more I
knew he wanted me, the more I wanted him. I smiled and flicked my
thumbs across my nipples, feeling a surge of heat. He started
across the floor, and then I was standing and my nipples were
almost pressed against his chest.

I eased forward, my eyes in his, rolling my
chest a little so my nipples rubbed against his chest.

Suddenly his hands were digging into my ass
and I was off my feet, gasping as my body was crushed against his.
He stared at me, our eyes inches away. I could feel his heart
pounding through his ribs, a low echoing beat reverberating through
my chest as we looked at each other.

“You are a very... hot... girl,” he said in a
low, rumbling voice.

“Yeah,” I gasped, and I leaned in to nibble
at his throat.

He dropped me right away, then twisted me
around, pulling me back against him, my ass now feeling his
erection squeezed in against it as he jerked back on my hair. I
gasped, feeling a rush of heat sweeping over me. I knew this was
another sort of wolf thing, him at my throat instead of me at his,
but that wasn't the sort of dominance game I wanted to play.

I slid up against him on my toes, then
reached between my legs, folding my fingers around his cock and
drawing it in between my legs, in between my thighs. I felt a
shudder run through him as my fingers caressed him. I let my thighs
ease closer together, guiding his shaft, not the head, up against
my throbbing pussy.

He hissed, his hips bucking involuntarily,
sending his cock thrusting in between the soft flesh of my thighs,
sliding heavily across my pussy, through my closed fingers. His
other hand was on my breast now as he chewed at my throat, my hips
grinding back against him as he thrust slowly in and out between my
legs.

I'd never imagined this sort of thing. It was
unplanned, and unscripted, but I felt the rush of sensation
intensify, groaning, pulling up against the underside of his long
erection, guiding it up so the head pushed up through the soft
folds of my sex, up between my labia, up across my clitoris, the
shaft sliding up and down with it as he bit harder into my
neck.

Was he getting thicker, harder, longer??

I shuddered, my breast aching, throbbing, my
nipple burning against his hand, my scalp aching as he twisted his
fingers in the hair and forced my back to arch. He bit slowly down
along the nape of my neck, down along my shoulder, still thrusting
in and out of my hand and thighs.

I felt two wild, contrary instincts. The
first was to bend over and pull him inside me, the second was a
deep satisfaction with the lush sensations coming from his cock
caressing me, rubbing me, stroking against me. I ground my buttocks
against him and squeezed his cock in my hand as the heat enveloped
the two of us.

Our movements became faster, more frantic,
the pounding in my skull threatening to overwhelm me as he stroked
faster and faster, the head of his cock grinding back and forth
across my clit. I was breathless with the aching tightness in my
chest, and then began to jerk violently, spastically, as he came,
as his cream filled my hand and his pumping motions grew more
violent. His orgasm dragged me along and I cried out in wild,
animal passion and pleasure as we bucked and jerked and ground
ourselves together!
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I was a little more calm, by the time Tina
showed up, panting and out of breath herself, but I knew I still
smelled of blood and sex. Mind you, those were not terribly
uncommon scents among the werewolves.

She hesitated when Brian looked at her. “I'm
sorry, Secondus,” she said in a formal tone.

“You were instructed to examine her,” he
snapped

Tina nodded nervously. “Physically...” she
said.

He glared at her. “Don't give me that shit,
Tina.”

She dropped to her knees. “I make no excuses,
Secondus.”

I looked at her in surprise. Kneeling?
Really? They did that!?

“You thought Colin had done it and he assumed
you would have done it, and both of you saw a little blonde
cheerleader,” he growled in disgust.

She bowed her head.

“We can't be making stupid ass mistakes like
this, Tina.”

“No, Secondus.”

He looked at her for a long, long moment,
then looked me with something like regret.

“I will see you again later, he said, pulling
open the door and leaving.

Tina got to her knees and turned to me with a
sigh. My wolf looked back sourly, thinking Tina a very poor
substitute for what had just walked out the door. I glowered at her
as she raised her eyes.

“I'm sorry, Kenzie,” she said.

“For what?” I grumbled, trying to get control
of my horny she beast.

“I should have delved deeper and not made
assumptions. We rarely see alphas your age. In fact, I can't
remember another one as young as you. I did note the amount of
energy but given it was so close to full moon, and what had
happened between you and Colin … I assumed that was what accounted
for it.”

She bowed her head and I realized she was
sort of acting like she had to Brian.

“Okay, whatever,” I said uncomfortable.

“If I'd had any idea... but he's right, I
assumed because of your youth and... well, I have no mistake.

“No harm, no foul, right?”

She sighed. “You don't understand. To start
with, they never would have put you alone with Fiona if they'd
known.”

I frowned. “Why not?”

“Because Fiona is a jealous bitch, and she
would be bound to see you as a threat to her position, which she
did. Michael or Colin or Brian would have been there had they known
of your strength.

“Colin's fault, then,” I said.

She hesitated, then seemed to bite her
tongue.

“Don't worry. You don't have to call him on
it,” I said with a smile. “I'll be happy to.”

“Why don't you clean up?” she suggested.
“Then I'll see if there's anything much remaining that hasn't
healed, and get you some new clothes.”

“I keep losing them,” I grumbled.

“That's what they're there for,” she said
with a shrug.

There was a small shower in the corner. I was
happy to make use of it, though it felt weird showering with
someone else present, even a woman.

“It will be even more important now that you
be careful around Fiona. The others to a certain degree. I mean,
Zoe is fairly easy going, but Samantha is a little more brittle.
Emily is as strong as Fiona but has no interest in being Luna, and
spends most of her time away from the pack.”

“I thought alphas were more in control than
betas.”

“Well, most of them, yes. Their dominance
games tend to be non-violent, but they still exist. Everyone wants
to know who’s stronger, you see. Fiona, well, she's somewhat hot
tempered for an alpha. You'll have to be more careful in
future.”

“I didn't do anything wrong!” I said hotly.
“She was the one that attacked me!”

She nodded. “She expected a certain level of
submissiveness from you. I don't think she believed you were an
alpha at your age, or if you were one it was a very, very
borderline thing. She would not have been so... blatant, if she'd
known better.”

“She's a brainless twat!” I said hotly.

“That's as may be but she's still the Luna.
And she will require a certain... respect.”

“Nobody treats me like I'm the maid,” I
growled.

“Alphas deserve a certain level of respect,”
she said. “I'm sure Brian will talk to her about that.”

“What about Michael? Isn't he the boss.”

“Of course but... well, Brian is more of our
disciplinarian.”

I was showering as we spoke, quickly, though,
and rinsed off as she went to the door to see someone. I turned off
the shower and grabbed a towel as she returned, holding another
T-shirt and pair of pants.

“Does Brian have a uhm, girlfriend?”

“Don't even think about it,” she sighed.

I glared at her, rubbing my hair dry.

“You're feeling sexually provocative because
you've just been in a fight. Trust me, I know all about it. But you
don't want to get into anything hot and heavy with Brian. If you
did he and Colin would fight, and it would be a lot more bloody
than the one you had with Fiona.”

I didn't mind the idea of two big, strong
males fighting over me.

“Colin doesn't own me,” I said, glaring.

“If you say so.”

'He doesn't! I mean, yeah he's hot and all,
and the sex is terrific, but he hasn't shown much beyond that. He's
just another guy who likes fucking me. Don't they all? I mean, hey,
who wouldn't?” I said, in all arrogance.

“That's your bitch thinking,” she said.

I frowned at her.

“Your wolf. Those feelings, those instincts
are coming from her. You, the human, need to override those. You
won't be able to function otherwise.”

“Right,” I said, frowning.

“In the meantime, let me do the examination.
It will calm you down.”

I nodded and sat on the bench as she ran her
hands and eyes over me.

“You don't seem to have taken any real
damage,” she said.

“We weren't at it long.”

“True. But it doesn't take long to rip
someone's chest open.”

I made a face.

“People do that?”

“Well, not that often. Betas aren't likely to
fight except as people or sometimes wolves, which limits the
damage. And alphas are generally more controlled in terms of
instinct and emotion.”

“Except for nympho sluts,” I muttered.

She smiled. “That will pass in time. Though
you, like every other female here will continue to be heavily
influenced by male sexual desires – on top of your own. But you'll
generally be able to control that, a lot better than betas anyway,
once you gain experience.”

“Why do the betas get all the fun,” I said
mockingly.

She took the question seriously. “Alphas are
supposed to have more control. Well. The women anyway.”

I frowned a question at her.

“Men,” she said with a shrug. “What do you
expect?”

“What's that mean?”

“Men will fuck anything that moves, you know
that. Well, now the job of seduction is far easier since most of
our females are much more receptive. For alphas...”

She hesitated.

“What?”

“Well,” she said, still hesitating, “Uhm,
alpha males, you know.”

“No, I don't.”

She drew a deep breath, like a woman who'd
gone down a path she hadn't intended.

“Alpha males are like any other males. They
like sex. And for the most part, no beta female is going to say no,
nor even hesitate. In fact, most are gleeful at the
opportunity.”

“So basically we girls are their harem. Yeah,
Zoe told me. How nice for the guys.”

“It's no different the other way around. Any
of the males would be delighted to have sex with any alpha
female.”

“And do the alpha females take advantage of
that?”

“Not nearly as much as the men, except maybe
Fiona.”

“I knew she was a slut,” I said, with curled
lip.

Which reminded me of how much I didn't want
to be thought of the same way.

“You can get dressed,” she said, handing me a
T-shirt.

“Thanks,” I said, “I'll try not to tear these
up too.”

“Brian says he'll arrange for you to get a
credit card,” she said.

I looked up at her from sorting through the
clothes. “A credit card?”

“The pack's credit card. All the alphas have
them.”

“How nice for us,” I said ironically.

“It's mostly so you can use it when … you
know, you're doing stuff that the pack needs doing.”

I shrugged. “I don't get all this alpha
stuff, really. I don't see the difference or why we should get all
this stuff or be in charge.”

Her eyes widened and I could feel her sense
of disbelief.

“We couldn't survive without the alphas!” she
said.

“Why not?”

“Because... well, first of all, everyone
would be at everyone's throat all the time.”

“You mean like me and Fiona?” I said.

“Much worse. And much more often. And then
there's the other weres. We're not the only were animal, as you
know. The alphas generally deal with any friction between the
various species, as well as with the authorities.”

“I can see Brian or Colin doing that, but
I'm... “ I shrugged, waving at myself.

“You won't always be nineteen,” she said with
a smile.

“Almost twenty,” I said.

She smiled even more.

“I still don’t get this stuff with Colin,” I
said. “I mean, the sex is great and all, and at times we seem to
have a … connection, but then he pisses me off, and goes away.”

“Your wolf is your inner self. If your wolf
loves him, you will too,” she said confidently. “It'll just take a
bit of time for your outer self to understand that.”

“And what about his wolf?”

She laughed. “Reece said he looked poleaxed
over you. The minute you were together he was totally out of
it.”

“He didn't seem that... out of it,” I said,
pleased.

“You don't know how much of a tight a...”

She halted and reddened.

“Tight ass?” I asked.

“I don't mean anything bad about Colin,” she
said hurriedly.” I like Colin! He's a great alpha! He protects us
and doesn't take advantage of us. But he's kind of formal, you
know. Him having sex in front of others is so very unlike him, you
know that his brain was somewhere else. I mean, I'm not one of the
younger girls, but it happens at times, when the moment takes you.
Colin doesn't get taken. He's too in control.”

“You guys have public sex a lot?”

She flushed a bit. “The guys have very few
inhibitions, and as for the women, well, when the heat is on you,
well, it's really hard to want to say no. And so you get used to
it, you know. But the alphas are usually kind of above that sort of
thing, and he's very careful about maintaining his control, his
self discipline.”

“Well, I can promise you that public sex is
not high on my agenda either. I'm still stunned that people were
watching us and I didn't notice... or at least, didn't take any
notice of them.”

“Full moon, your second full moon,” she said,
“An incredibly hot alpha male in your arms. How could you possibly
have cared about anything else!?”

I felt a distance stirring but ignored it at
first. It was growing in power and coming closer, though, and after
a moment I identified it as a wolf, one crackling and burning with
energy – a lot of energy. I glanced towards the door, but then
realized whose energy that was. My inner wolf was pleased. I wasn't
so sure.

I turned to the door while Tina kind of found
a corner, then the door shot open and Colin was there, glaring
fiercely around. When he saw me I felt a flare of relief followed
by a flare of surprise then heat. My inner wolf was even more
pleased.

He pushed that away, though, and I felt a
wild, swirling mixture of anger and frustration as he stepped into
the room and Tina slid along the wall towards the door behind
him.

“You got into a fight with Fiona?” he
demanded.

I don't know about my wolf but I definitely
didn't like his tone or expression.

“Yeah.”

“Can't you be left alone for one
minute!?”

“Fuck you, mister! She attacked me!”

He poked a large finger at me and I could
feel all that crackling anger and frustration seem to be actually
transmitted to me like he was a live wire.

“You need to learn how to coexist with –
.”

Instinct.

There's wolf instinct and my instinct. And in
this case, both of us were in general agreement. I still held a lot
of anger and energy, and I put it to use.

Instinct doesn't really think before it acts.
And my next actual thought was “uh oh” because he was out the
window, or rather, through the window, which of course, shattered
before his bulk, and tumbling on the lawn outside.

Tina let out a squeak and ran.

Colin shifted into a wolf, then stared up at
me a long moment before shifting back into a man. He was naked, of
course, the first shift having wiped out his clothes. I felt an
odd, almost giggly thought that this was a good way to get him
naked quickly, but it passed behind the sense of uncertainty that
swept over me.

Like, that probably wasn't really a good
thing to do.

I went to the window.

“Uhm, sorry,” I said. “Instinct, you
know.”

He glowered at me.

“Get out here,” he growled.

I hesitated. The last thing I wanted to do
was get into some sort of fight with him. I looked at the window,
with pieces of glass sticking up, and then sighed. After a moment's
hesitation, I jumped through the window.

I felt a flare of pleasure at that. Wow. I
jumped right through a window which had been at least four feet off
the floor, without touching anything, and landed easily on the
ground below.

Colin looked at me a moment, then shifted
into wolf form. It was freaking big. I mean, he was this giant gray
animal with thick fur and a heavy head that was just about level
with my lower chest.

I eased back warily, but he didn't move to
attack me. He just looked at me, and I realized what he wanted. I
looked up at the building, wondering who might be watching, then
sighed and peeled off the T-shirt and tossed it back through the
window. The pants followed a moment later, then I shifted.

My wolf was smaller than his, and much paler.
In fact, my fur was almost white, and longer than his gray. He
looked at me for a long moment, then barked, turned and ran.

I ran after him.

We ran across the wide meadow and in amongst
the trees. I didn't try to outrun him. I didn't want to. I tried to
keep more or less side by side while we ran. I could sense his
frustration and anger gradually fading away, could feel him
relaxing, and starting to feel more content. And I felt the same
thing in myself, a knot I hadn't really been aware of unwinding
inside me.

We stopped finally, and he turned to me, big
furry nose pushing in against the side of my neck. He smelled musky
but good, as I buried my nose in his ruff. He growled softly but
not threateningly, then moved off. I followed and we reached a
small stream. We were both panting somewhat, and he bent and drank
straight from the water. My wolf said that was fine and I did the
same.

Then I had a strange, playful thought. He was
standing on a bit of a low rise, his head low as he lapped at the
water. I eased back and shouldered into his hind end, sending him
skittering off into the river.

Did you know wolves can laugh? I laughed at
him there in the water as he looked up at me in outrage, and as he
scrambled clear I turned and ran.

He climbed out, shook himself like a dog, and
took off after me. I ran mostly along the stream, but dodged from
side to side around trees, sometimes running completely around them
with him chasing me. I made sure not to lose him, taunting him by
letting him almost get his teeth into my fur repeatedly.

But then I slipped just as he was lunging and
he hit me and we both went tumbling into some bushes.

I didn't will myself to shift but I did, just
as he did, and I found him atop me there, smirking in
contentment.

I looked up at him in confusion.

“How did I change?”

“I willed you to.”

“Who said you could do that?” I demanded.

He grinned and kissed me.

“Are you mad?” I asked.

“Not any more.”

He kissed me again, and I raised my arms
around him, sliding them over his shoulders. He eased back, still
kissing me, rose to his knees, and then stood up – with my hands
still behind his neck. That lifted me up to my feet as well, of
course, but didn't break our kiss. I was left literally hanging off
him, breasts pillowed against his chest, feet dangling above the
ground.

And it wasn't at all hard to do! I could have
done this before, but not for long. Holding my whole weight up with
just my arms around his neck, well, no, not for long. But now... it
was easy! He wasn't even helping, just running his hands up and
down my back and buttocks.

I finally eased back, a little
breathless.

“My mistake today. Totally,” he said. “I
should have been the one who discovered your strength but I was too
caught up in … in sex and heat and lust, he said, shaking his head
in disgust.

“And anything else?” I asked carefully.

He made a face, then looked at me for a long
moment.

“I wasn't ready for the … emotional kick to
our sex.”

I looked at him and he backed up and sat on a
tree stump.

“I mean... a true mate? It wasn't something I
ever thought about, and I … it's not that I'm rejecting the idea
but... I've been a very happy bachelor.”

“Who gets to fuck every girl in the pack,
right?”

“Well, yes.”

“And now?”

“It's like... there's this rising...
feeling... emotion... more than emotion, something about you
that... drives me kind of nuts.”

He ran his fingers through his hair as if in
frustration. “I'm frankly, not the kind of guy who goes after young
girls, however pretty they are. I like a certain level of maturity
and intelligence in my... partners.”

I glowered at him.

“You shouldn't have that at your age, but...
you're not like most girls... women your age. I don't, to be
honest, consider females your age to be women, to be adults, no
matter what the laws say. They're too... emotional and callow. And
yes, I realize most of the pack think I'm a stuffed shirt.”

I rolled my eyes.

“And probably you do to. I don't mind. The
point is I've been... resisting the whole concept, dismissing it
out of hand, but every time I think of you, not to mention when I'm
with you, my control seems to go out the window.”

He snorted in amusement, “Even when I don't
follow it out. You are the first woman to throw me out a window, by
the way. I'm sure the pack will find that hilarious.”

“It was instinct,” I said defensively.

He waved it away. “I know. And again it was
my fault, treating you like some misbehaving girl instead of a
grownup. I deserved to get thrown through a window.”

I looked down his body. “I'm glad it didn't
hurt... anything,” I said with a smirk.

He wrapped his arm around me, drawing me in
against him. He was aiming to pull me into sitting across his lap,
but I twisted away from that. No, I'm not a little girl! I slid my
legs out and I wound up straddling him instead, facing him, or,
really, him facing my breasts, but that was okay.

“Fiona was saying I should be a stripper,” I
said, hands sliding over his shoulders. “Do you think I could do a
good lap dance?”

He chuckled and looked up at me, then his
hands slid up and down my back. “I think you would make a fortune,
just from me alone. But Fiona isn't going to force you to be or do
anything you don't want. You're an alpha. That means something in
the pack.”

“I'm like a queen bitch,” I said.

“Well, a princess anyway.”

“Fiona is a bitch,” I said.

“I know. But she's the strongest bitch in the
pack.”

I made a face, and inside me, well, my wolf
didn't disagree.

“The only way to get rid of her is for a
stronger female wolf to defeat her.”

I considered that.”

“But that would mean that other wolf would
have to take over her position as Luna, and be in charge of all the
female wolves.”

I blanched at the thought.
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The run through the woods had robbed me of
all that pent up energy, and even pushed down that sense of arousal
which had gripped me since the fight. It seemed to have calmed him
too. But we were both still a little too restless to keep still, so
he took my hand and started walking along the shore.

“I guess this is all incredible to you,” he
said as we walked. “All these changes in your mind and your body
and the pack, and... and me.”

“Yeah, and you.”

He looked at me and nodded.

“I didn't expect this to happen,” he said
quietly. “I mean, it doesn't happen very often. There are only
three other true mated pairs in the pack. It happens maybe once
every twenty years or so. My wolf seems happy, but I'm not just a
wolf, I'm a man. And the man says that I barely know you.

“Yeah, ditto. Like, I'm finding myself
attracted to all these hot men, but at the same time, I'm supposed
to be some sort of... mate to some guy I only met last night!”

He nodded. “I have the same sort of problem,
though probably not to the same extent. I don't have the heat of a
new female wolf driving me on.”

“Wolves are uh, monogamous, right?”

He snorted. “Yes.”

“And how do you feel about losing your
harem?”

“My harem? Oh. Well, the wolf in me doesn't
care, as long as you're available. The man in me is having
issues.”

“And how would the man in you feel if I was
to start screwing the other men around?”

I felt a brief flare of emotion, tightly
locked down.

No, he wouldn't like that.

“My wolf doesn't like that idea at all. As a
man, though, I can easily understand it. Like you said, we barely
know each other, and the temptation for you must be..
enormous.”

“If you spent more time around me I could
have some way to vent that temptation without finding some other
guy.”

He sighed. “Yeah. The others have been at me
to spend more time at the den and less at work. I mean, we have
enough alphas they can do without me from time to time. They can
handle anything I can.”

“Including me?” I asked innocently.

He shook his head and scowled. “My wolf
doesn't like that idea at all. My wolf doesn't want any other guys
near you.”

He looked a me again, then turned and dropped
his hands onto my shoulders. They couldn't keep still, though,
sliding back and forth.

“I was furious that Fiona had fought you, not
the other way around,” he said. “I was enraged. I wanted to kill
her, and kill Michael.”

“Why Michael?” I asked, startled.

“She's his Luna. She's his to keep under
control and she's not doing it. But mostly, I was enraged that you
could have been seriously hurt, even killed. On your first fucking
day!” he said, his voice rising.

“I wasn't hurt. Relax,” I said.

“Fuck!' he said. “You don't get it. Fiona is
a mean bitch. I don't have any doubt she wanted to hurt you. You
were just a lot stronger than she expected. Stronger than I
expected,” he said, his fingers still caressing my shoulders.

I felt a surge of pride coming from him, but
for the first time, sensed something behind it, a powerful, roiling
wall of emotions kept tightly in check.

I gasped as he grabbed my head suddenly, his
lips crushing mine. I felt the crackling energy spilling down his
hands and fingers, and out of his mouth, felt a rushing wall of
animal hunger flooding into me and instantly reigniting the heat
I'd thought I'd outrun.

Our hands, our arms were on each other,
around each other, our lips hungry. It was a sudden violent need,
and we literally dragged each other to the ground, rolling over
several times, with him ending up on top.

I spread my knees apart and moaned into his
mouth, feeling something new, a sudden dawning understanding, or
perhaps better to say an awareness as he kissed me, as he entered
me, that there was a kind of commitment in him I'd never even
understood existed. A commitment to me. This was a man who would
never hurt me, never abandon me, and never betray me.

I knew it, sensed it, felt it, strongly
enough that it actually distracted me from the feel of his thick
cock pushing deep into my body!

And I had been alone a very, very long time.
I'd hardened myself to it long ago, to the certainty that was the
way things needed to be. I looked at other people and their hapless
stupid emotional turmoil over others with a kind of disdain,
considering myself superior for that lack. But there had always
been that lack, that sense of isolation.

And I hadn't liked it, hadn't wanted it. I'd
adjusted to it, sure. But just as wolves are social creatures, so
too are humans, and I'd missed that social interaction. I'd missed
having someone to rely on, even someone to chat with, discuss
issues with, to be there when I got home at night or up in the
morning.

I was kind of poleaxed by that sense of all
of it falling away even while he was thrusting into me. Can you
begin to imagine how difficult it was to be distracted from that
given the level of heat within me?!

Of course, nothing could distract me for
long, not with his lips on me and my hands sliding down onto his
ass. Yet it felt strangely calming, and for the first time in our
short, largely sexual relationship I simply lay there and let him
thrust into me and considered him with a kind of calm and
fascinated affection, gasping, yes, as his heavy hips thrust down,
as his cock delved deep within me, but I was more taken by the
emotions I was feeling than the physical.

Every thrust brought a gasp and a moan, for
the physical sensations of his thickly ridged cock forcing deep
through the tight, elastic folds of my sex, plunging deep into my
body, could not help but send a hot rush of pleasure through my
mind.

Whether it was wolf or human, I had
discovered, since the turn, a distinctly erotic love of being
penetrated, of both the initial penetration, and the long, deep
plunging stroke that left him so far inside I ached with the
pressure against the back of my sex.

The way his body was working with that
machine-like expertise sent wave after wave of those delicious,
erotic sensations sweeping through my mind, and gradually washed
away its ability to think on any level but the sexual – almost.

There was a new awareness within me, an
unspoken, unthought realization that it was Colin atop me and
inside me, and that that made it far, far better than if it had
been anyone else. Because he was feeling pleasure. I was giving him
pleasure. He was excited, aroused by the sight, the feel, the scent
of me, and it was me causing his passion and him causing mine.

I was tall enough that we never had to stop
kissing, and I never tried to do anything else. My fingers were
splayed across his taut buttocks and I pulled down as he stroked,
in perfect rhythm, but I let him sate himself on me with no attempt
to do a single thing but lay there and enjoy it.

And oh how I enjoyed it!

The orgasm rolled my mind over and over
again, and a three dimensional pleasure filled me. The physical,
the emotional and the psychic, as his own heat pulsed at me and
mine was stoked by it and reflected back at him. I had had more
intense orgasms but never more satisfying as I lay there and let
him pound away at me until I fairly howled with the release of
pleasure, arching and spasming and sobbing in breathless heat as
his own passion spiked and I drew him into the orgasm with me.

We lay in each others arms, panting, kissing
much more gently, and there was a flow of feelings back and forth
that didn't need to be spoken aloud because of who and what we
were.

But my passiveness had its limits, and I
heaved him over onto his back, amazed again at how I could do that
to a guy his size, his weight. I straddled him, eyes glittering,
promising, hands on his chest, enjoying moving up and down against
the flesh and muscle.

I leaned way over, kissing him delicately on
the lips, then on the chin, then moving down along the nape of his
neck, instinctively avoiding the front, thought I didn't understand
why at the time. I kissed and licked my way down his chest as my
hands caressed him.

Every other sex we'd had I'd been insane with
lust, wild with animal passion, almost unthinking. Before that,
with other men, before the turning, I'd been cool and calculated in
doing what had to be done to pleasure the man I was with, but with
no real interest in them other than doing a job so they would do
something for me.

This was different. I was in control of
myself, mostly (though not entirely by any means) sated, and not
wanting anything out of him except to give him pleasure. I let my
soft breasts slide along his chest and belly as I licked and kissed
my way down, knowing he loved the tactile feel of my skin against
his.

I sucked on his nipples, and turned my head,
rubbing my cheek up and down against him as I slid very slowly
lower. When I was low enough to feel the wolf instincts kick in,
staring at his abdomen, I felt a wild dark, hot thrill, of hunger.
Wolves loved the soft underbelly. It was where they bit and clawed
and dug into the vitals of their prey.

Yet I felt his trust of me as I licked and
then nibbled lightly, and felt his pleasure, his mounting
excitement as I pulled his soft cock up between my breasts,
massaging it against me even as I licked at his belly and looked up
the length of his body at his big brown eyes.

I rolled my cheek against his belly again,
and a new sensation rippled along that strange new joining between
us, that shared emotional highway. I wasn't sure at first, but... I
rolled my head again, experimenting, and yes, there was a
response... unspoken, but...

It was my hair, I realized, and felt a smug
delight at my new understanding. I swirled it across his belly,
thick tendrils spilling across his hips as I continued to let my
skin caress his, as I massaged his cock between my breasts.

I slid lower, taking my time. There were no
time issues here. We had forever. There was no such thing as
clocks, no appointments, no classes, no nothing. There was only us.
Here by the side of the stream.

I slid down and felt his cock coming free
from my breasts, partially hard now as I kissed my way down along
his lower abdomen and let my hair trace along his skin. I was
finally face to face with his cock, and jerked my head to bring my
hair back in, then dropped it around his shaft as I leaned in and
licked delicately along his inner thighs.

I drew my hair around him and my hand around
it and enveloped his cock in golden silk as I tentatively licked at
one of his balls.

He was rock hard now, that quickly, and I
continued to gently massage him as I kissed his balls, then slowly
sucked them into my mouth, massaging them, licking them, sucking
lightly, rhythmically, while my mind quested along that shared link
between us to see what drew the most intense reaction.

I raised his cock up and drew back a little,
just to look at it, glistening and hard and thick, long and
powerful looking, but completely at my mercy. I glanced past it at,
up along his belly and into his eyes and grinned hotly at him.

I could feel his heat, could see the hunger
in his eyes, and even sense the effort he was putting into not
moving, into not throwing me over onto my back, or better yet, on
all fours, and mounting me again.

His wolf wanted to fuck my brains out. Mine
wanted to play with him.

I turned my head sideways as I leaned in,
letting my hair dangle over him and then taking the base of his
cock into my open mouth sideways, mouthing it, sucking it, my
tongue darting out. I worked my way slowly up its length and then
pulled him down, pressing a gentle kiss against the tip.

I looked up at him again, then kissed harder,
but didn't stop. I pressed forward, my lips pursed, letting his
thick head slowly push forward through my lip and onto my waiting
tongue. He groaned and his hands came down on my head, pushing, but
I resisted, and was strong enough to do so.

I pushed down slowly, taking just the head,
sucking, my tongue stroking back and forth along the underside of
the head. Then there was a strange little shifting in my head as I
remembered the feel of his tongue against me before. I wanted to...
how did I... was it... and then it happened, and I could feel my
tongue roughening a little.

Like a wolf's tongue.

He gurgled and his legs jerked, spasmed. I
almost giggled. I sucked harder, then slid down, down, down, taking
him deep into my mouth, holding him there. I looked up and caught
his eyes again, then plunged down.

Of course I was good at oral sex. It disarmed
men! It was also a way to fulfill a promise without doing so. Oral
sex wasn't real sex, if you know what I mean. And I'd always liked
how it gave me a sense of power over men, how I could reduce them
to stuttering, gurgling helplessness by taking little them into my
mouth.

I had bought a dildo simply to practice oral
sex, and read up on it on the internet. I'd done it because oral
sex was something which could be used to help me get what I wanted.
Nothing more.

This was the first time I could feel a real
sense of delight in pleasing a man, and I knew I was pleasing him,
could feel his churning heat as I took him all the way down my
throat and pressed my lips tight around the base of his cock.

So much for his restraint, because that just
broke it completely!

He jerked over and half threw me off, yanked
back on my legs, jerked up on my hips, and then he was on me,
mounting me like a wolf, plunging deep, his chest against my back,
his arms wrapped around me, squeezing me, hugging me so tight I
gurgled helpless, struggling to breath as his hips rutted against
me.

It was wild, out-of-control, animal sex, and
even as I was battered by it, even as I struggled to cope with the
savagery of it, I felt an almost girlish, giggling pleasure at
having broken his self-control.

That faded, quickly, however, for his hunger
dragged me into that wild sexual joining very quickly, and I pushed
myself back to my hands and knees, bucking back at him as he rode
me, gasping and crying out in pleasure and heat and wild animal
passion as he rode me.

The orgasm washed over me surprisingly
quickly, but the animal heat continued, and in part, in what was
left of my thinking mind, I realized that his own raw animal heat
was pouring through the link between us, keeping me in a state of
continual need and hunger as he drove himself into me.

Another orgasm didn't change that, nor the
third, as my muscles spasmed and I convulsed beneath him, gasping
for breath, moaning and shuddering at the flaring intensity of the
sensations flooding my body and mind.

Finally he came, driving himself hard against
me, as if trying to bury himself inside me, even as his arms
squeezed me tightly against him.

And then we both collapsed, chests heaving,
splayed helplessly in the dirt and grass. I groaned, face against
the grass, until a big arm slid around my waist and dragged me back
atop him. Then I lay atop his big body, cheek against his chest,
feeling really, really... content. Not just physically but
emotionally.

I felt his fingers stroking my hair as I lay
there.

“You are so beautiful,” he said, “And so...
strong.”

I just grunted happily.

“Even your wolf is beautiful,” he said. “I've
never known a white wolf before.”

I eased my head around, and rolled a little
onto my chest. I was pleased his own chest was wide enough to allow
that. I drew my arms under me to raise my head and look up at
him.

“Huh?”

“You're a white wolf,” he said, fingers still
sliding through my hair.

“What's that mean?”

“You haven't seen yourself?”

“As a wolf? There aren't any mirrors in the
woods, you know,” I said with a snort of amusement.

“You're... all white.”

“Am I?”

I hadn't really paid a lot of attention, but
I had noticed, sort of, in passing. I just hadn't paid any
attention while I was in wolf form, far too distracted by other
things.

“Is that... unusual?”

“I've heard of them but never seen one.”

I pondered that for a moment. “Does it mean
anything?”

He sat up, slowly, but wouldn't let me roll
off. I wound up straddling him, his arms around me, mine on his
shoulders.

“There are a lot of different kinds of wolf,”
he said. “But the great bulk of the surviving strands are
sub-groups of the gray.”

“I kind of know that,” I said. “I mean, I
have been reading a little on them.”

“There are thirty seven sub-groups of the
gray wolf,” he said. “The Mackenzie Delta is the strongest.”

“That's what I am?” I said, pleased.

“No, that's what I am,” he said with a
smirk.

I sniffed.

“Also known as timber wolves.”

“Oh, okay.”

“White wolves are arctic wolves, northern
wolves.”

“My mother was Finnish,” I said,
thoughtfully.

“Timber wolves, and to a slightly lesser
extent, white wolves, are bigger, stronger, with thicker chests,
bigger heads, stronger teeth and legs. That's from a million years
of pushing their way through deep snow and going after larger
predators.”

“So … what decides what kind of wolf you
are?”

“What decides what color your eyes are?”

“The genetic material passed to you from your
parents,” I said. “But this wasn't passed to me from my
parents.”

“Ah, but it was, in part. You'd be better
talking to Christopher about this. But there is an interaction
between the... call it a virus for lack of a better name, since
that's what the authorities do, between that genetic material
that's passed into you, and the genetic material already
present.”

“Like the sperm and the ova, the melding of
genetic material from two people,” I asked.

“Kind of. And what's inside you is the genes
of your ancestors. White wolves don't come into contact with humans
very much given where they live, but some do, or have in the past.
We're not entirely sure how that affects people, whether they get
bitten by a wolf at some point, and that affects some kind of
obscure gene, or whether there's some kind of paranormal influence,
magic if you will.”

“So one of my ancestors gets bitten by an
Arctic wolf and … “

“And that material becomes part of your DNA,
an obscure part, dormant, unnoticed, until something activates
it.”

“Like getting bitten by a werewolf?”

He nodded. “Like taking in new genetic
material, or a new strand of DNA, or... whatever it is that gets
passed to you when you interact with a werewolf.”

“That reminds me. I was going to have a
little chat with the guy who infected me.”

He sighed and sat back, propping himself on
his elbows.

“No need. He's dead.”

I looked at him in surprise.

“Brian killed him.”

My mouth dropped.

“It was Michael who ordered it. Michael felt
that a lesson had to be made to the pack, that we are to be
notified when things like that happen. Paul knew it. He didn't want
to tell anyone because he'd be punished, but his not telling us
meant a new were was born without anyone overseeing it. It was just
luck you didn't tear out some child's throat. Think of the
publicity that would have brought.

“But... you can't just... kill somebody,” I
protested uncertainly.

“You don't know much about our society,
Kenzie,” he said. “It's the survival of the fittest, natural
selection, cruel as nature wants to be. Human laws don't really
apply much within the pack. If you break the pack rules, if you
defy the leaders, you can die quickly and quietly, and nobody
outside the pack will ever know or care.”

Given my recent fight with Fiona that shook
me more than a little.

“It's the same among all the weres, and the
vamps. We have our own law, and it's harsh and final. It might or
might not be just, but it's always done in the interest of the
group, or at least, how the group leaders think it should be.”

“So... Fiona could – .”

He shook his head. “Fiona does not have that
authority. Only Michael does, with the consent of the alphas.”

“What about... the police?”

He laughed a little bitterly. “The police
have no interest in weres going missing. If one shows up dead on
the mayor's doorstep they'll look into it, but not otherwise.”

“I read the laws. Weres have the same right
of protection as anyone else!” I said indignantly.

He rolled his eyes. “The laws didn't
differentiate between white men and black men a hundred years ago
either. But the police didn't care much if a black man was killed,
did they?”

“Society is a lot more advanced than it
was.”

“In some ways, not in others. And human
society hasn't really come to grips with weres and other paranormal
beings yet. Most people are afraid of us and would still prefer we
don't exist. Weres can still be killed on sight in a lot of
countries. That's one of the reasons Paul should have told us. All
we needed was for you to become some ravening beast that
slaughtered whole families. He endangered the whole pack. That's
unforgivable.”

He reached up and cupped my breasts,
squeezing gently.

“That attitude among the humans is one of the
things you'll have to get used to if you go public with what you
are,” he said. “You'll see them shrinking back from you like you
might attack them, or infect them just from breathing on them. Even
your friends will abandon you.”

I made a face. “Not a problem,” I said
lightly. “I don't have any friends.”

He blinked at me, clearly surprised. “Why
wouldn't you?” he asked.

I shrugged, and his hands moved up my body
and pulled me down against him again.

I told him, hesitantly, about my parents,
about being an orphan, and about not trusting people. By the time I
ran out of words I was on my back and he was on his side, pressed
against me, his fingers sliding over my body almost
unconsciously.

“Well, that's all done,” he said. “The pack
is your family.”

“It seems like a pretty violent family,” I
said.

He nodded. “The number one cause of death for
wolves in the wild is other wolves,” he said. “They really are a
lot like humans in that regard. And as weres we're competitive,
aggressive, and territorial, just like the wolves. That's why the
alphas have to maintain control of themselves, and keep the betas
in control. They're much less disciplined emotionally than we are,
more exposed to their wolf instincts.”

“So you kill them when they get out of
line?”

He shook his head. “No, that's rare. Paul had
been warned, and was undisciplined even for a beta. He wouldn't
take directions, was arrogant and stupid. That wasn't his first
offense. He wasn't even supposed to be there. It was close to full
moon and he'd been ordered to spend those times at the compound
until he gained more control of himself.”

“So what – .”

“Again, talk to Christopher. It's a kind
of... just being around us, the alphas I mean, soothes them, it
comforts them, it calms them, and the more serene and in control
you are, the more they will be.”

He took one of my nipple between his thumb
and forefinger and pinched it.

“Ow,” I said, pulling my eyes off the stream
and back to him.

“And the more jittery you are, the more
anxious or upset you are, the less in control you are, the more
they'll be the same way,” he said firmly.

“So keep myself under control.”

“Yes, for their sake as well as yours.”

He rolled the nipple back and forth between
the pads of his fingers, and I felt it stiffen, felt it starting to
tingle with growing sensitivity. My other nipple stiffened too, and
my breasts began to feel warm and swollen as a pulsing sensation
rose lower down.

“Don't you ever get enough?” I asked, a
little breathless already.

“Not of you,” he said. “You bring out the
wild man in me.”

I snorted in amusement, and reached for his
already hardening cock.
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We raced each other back, in wolf form, and I
actually felt kind of sorry having to change back to human. Yes, I
was still stronger than I had been before becoming a were, and my
senses were highly elevated, but they weren't as strong as they
were as a wolf, and I couldn't move like I could as a wolf.

And, of course, I was naked again. Of course,
so was Colin, but that just kind of emphasized where we'd been and
what we'd been doing. Walking down the hall together, I was sure we
both smelled of sex, and I wasn't at all used to everyone knowing
my business like that!

“This way,” he said, when I headed for the
north side of the residential wing.

“But my room – .”

“Is this way.”

He pulled me along and we went further up the
hall and then around the corner. The door there was identical to
the other, except this gave onto a suite, not a room. It had a
small sitting room in front, with leather (of course) sofa and
armchair, a flat screen on the wall, and a small bar off to the
side, then behind that, a bedroom, with a bathroom to the side. The
windows were larger and sun streamed through them since this room
was on the south side.

It wasn't exactly the lap of luxury but it
was.. nice.

“We deserve more than the betas?” I asked
doubtful, but pleased.

“Aside from the lower level betas, the new
ones, those still learning control, most of them don't live here.
They drop by from time to time and might spend the night, but they
have lives outside the pack. They have jobs, and often families.
Half the alphas spent most of their time away from here, as
well.”

“And me?”

“You're both an alpha and a newbie learning
the ropes. You'll be spending more time here.”

Zoe showed up then, leaning in through the
open door, holding an armful of green t-shirts and gray slacks.

“Housewarming present?” she said.

“Oh thanks!” I said, taking them quickly from
her.

“I've got to go and see Michael,” Colin
said.

He looked at me, looked for a moment like he
was going to do something goofy and boyfriendish like kiss me
goodbye, but then gave me a tight nod and took off.

“Well, he ran off quickly,” I said.

“My fault. Sorry.”

“Your fault?” I said in surprise, pulling on
the cotton pants.

“I'm a female alpha. If he's your true mate,
and he's naked, here, with just us, in this small space. It
wouldn't take much for you to start turning nasty eyes on me.”

“I wouldn't!” I said.

I knew I would, though, somehow, for I was
already looking at her a little suspiciously.

She looked at me and smiled.

“Well...”

“Yeah, you haven't got that down yet.”

“I guess not.”

“It'll come.”

I scowled. “How come you're all rabid sluts
and I'm supposed to confine myself to one guy?”

“You don't want to?”

I sighed. “I do, I always... no, I can't say
I've always thought that was right because I didn't spend a lot of
time thinking about guys before. But let's just say my wolf's slut
switch is always turned to the on position.”

“I wouldn't say we were rabid,” she said with
a smile. “But certainly our sexual morality would be considered far
more … lax... then normal society. Then again, remove the fear of
STDs and pregnancy from normal females and see what happens.”

“I have to admit I'm not feeling very...
moral of late myself,” I said.

She shrugged it off. “You're new. But even
so, we don't have the same standards, as I said. If you weren't
mated I'd say go for it and have fun.”

“My wolf wants to have fun anyway,” I said
unhappily.

She smiled in commiseration. “You'll be in a
constant tug of war with her for some time to come. Most of the
time you'll win, but on some things you'll have to compromise.”

“I don't think Colin would like it if I
compromised on sleeping around,” I said with a snort.

She laughed. “I don't think so either. On the
other hand, there's other... stuff... you can do.”

I raised my eyebrows.

“Let's just say the culture of weres is
very... Clintonian.”

“It's what?”

“You know, Bill Clinton... oral sex isn't
real sex?”

“Oh, him.”

“That's pretty much how we think of it.
Anything short of full vaginal penetration is just sort of
recreation.”

“I disagree, though my wolf doesn't. The
thing is, I've only known Colin for one day! Yet it's like, I'm his
girlfriend and have to … you know! And just when my wolf wants to
screw around every five minutes!”

“Well, he'll have to make himself available
every five minutes then,” she said with a smirk, “And if he can't,
well, not your fault your wolf has... appetites.”

“I doubt he'd agree.”

“Even an alpha male can't keep up with a
female's sexual hunger in her first few months,” she said. “They
can't get it up that often.”

A thought suddenly occurred to me.

“Uh, speaking of the men and … growing it
bigger do they... ?”

She smirked and held her fingers close
together, then spread them wider and wider until she was spreading
her hands apart.”

“No! Come on!” I said.

She nodded.

I thought of Colin's large size with some
discomfort.

“They don't all,” she said. “The difference
is the smarter ones have come to understand that a big cock doesn't
necessarily impress us, that it actually can make sex a little more
… difficult. Also, it's not out there on display, you know, like
your chest size is. Also, some of them just don't need to.”

I looked a question at her and she
smirked.

“I wouldn't know about Colin but I doubt he's
found the need. Alphas seldom need to. They can make a girl come
without even touching her.”

“They can!?”

She nodded. “The stronger ones like Colin
anyway.”

“Holy shit.”

There was a bubbling presence at the door,
then a tapping sound. Annie opened it and peered in.

“Yes, Annie?” Zoe asked.

“Uh, Jacob would like to see Kenzie,” she
said.

“Who?”

“He's one of the male alphas,” Zoe said.
“Come here a moment, Annie.”

Annie slid into the room in a quick, fluid
motion. Zoe's arm shot out and he grabbed the girl and yanked her
up against her, jerking her head up and back sharply, even
violently. Annie let out a startled cry, but didn't do anything to
resist. Her arms didn't even rise.

“This is by way of a brief example,” Zoe
said, looking at me. “The major difference between alphas and betas
is self-control, and by that I mean control of your animal
instincts, and the wild emotions they bring you. But there's
another difference, a kind of instinctual submission to alphas.,
especially on the part of wolves who are lower on the power
spectrum.”

Annie didn't speak, just stood there, bent
back against Zoe.

Zoe brought her other hand up against Annie's
throat and closed her fingers. I saw Annie's eyes bulge a little,
then her face start to get kind of red. She didn't struggle,
though.

“What are you doing?” I asked a little
nervously.

“Don't worry. I'm not going to hurt her. My
role is actually to protect her, not harm her.”

“Was Brian protecting Paul?” I asked
doubtfully.

“Brian was protecting the pack. That comes
above protecting an individual wolf.”

Annie's face was white and she was trembling.
I could hear her heart pounding wildly, but while her fingers and
hands trembled and spasmed, she never tried to raise them up to
pull Zoe's hand away from her throat, and never tried to break
free.

Zoe released her and she staggered, and would
have fallen if the redhead hadn't helped support her.

She smiled at the girl and then slid her
fingers in beneath her short leather skirt. Annie jerked, and as
she gulped in air she began to slowly grind her bottom back against
Zoe. I watched with a growing sense of discomfort, but also
fascination. I felt Annie's heat flooding into her body, felt it
swirl up and out of the very pores of her skin, sweeping over to
crackle across her skin like a shimmering wave of sexual
electricity.

I couldn't see what her hand was doing under
the skirt but Annie's hips began to buck wit more and more
desperation as I felt her heat rising. It took.. maybe thirty
seconds, not much more, and she was coming, crying or trying to,
given she was still mostly breathless.

Zoe turned her eyes to me, amusement filling
them. “Alphas can do a lot to influence the betas in a variety of
ways,” she said.

Annie sagged breathlessly against her,
moaning, eyes glassy.

Zoe kissed her lightly, then helped her to
the door and closed it behind her.

I looked at her in wonder.

“Yes, I'm bisexual,” she said with a grin. “I
bet Colin wouldn't mind if I helped you drain off some of that
sexual energy of yours either.”

I gulped, my face was already kind of red and
flushed further, and she laughed.

“Don't worry. I won't try to seduce you.”

“I've never... I mean,”

She shrugged. “Honestly, as an alpha, the
world is your sexual honeypot. I have no lack of bed partners,
believe me. But if Colin gets ticked off at men, well, “ Her lips
curled into a feral smirk, “Maybe you'd like me to show you just
how wild a female alpha can be.”

I had honestly never considered sex with
women. But if I had, it would have been with less distrust than I
had considered men. Still, that distrust was, oddly, mostly faded
away now. So I didn't really have a lot of interest in women.
Except, of course, that the shimmering heat Zoe gave off, combined
with my own nympho slut status made things purr low in my
belly.

And I suddenly recalled that I'd been
standing here casually talking with her while wearing nothing but
the gray cotton pants. My nipples felt warm and swollen with
pressure, and my nipples felt sharp and tight and aching.

I had a short, sharp fantasy of what sex with
us would be like, and swallowed as I smiled uncomfortably.

“I know you're curious now,” she said with a
satisfied smirk.

“Uhm...”

You can't really lie about stuff like that to
wolves, especially alphas.

“I can't say the idea is exactly
repulsive.”

She laughed in delight. “Now that's a
compliment!”

My eyes flicked to her chest and I felt
another curious thought, which she seemed to pick up on.

“Want to feel them?”

“Oh no!” I said.

“They're real, Kenzie. I mean, sure I shifted
a little fat around, but they're real. You wouldn't be able to tell
the difference from sight or feel.”

“Do people change other things, I mean like,
if they were ugly? I haven't seen any ugly weres so far.”

She shook her head. “Changing bone structure
is a lot more complicated. But we sort of self select in that
werewolves who attack humans tend to do it out of hunger, and
werewolf hunger is much like lust. I mean, the two are tightly
linked. So when some stray wolf sees some tasty human he or she
wants to … bite, they tend to be fairly attractive. Paul had a
thing for blondes, too,” she said with a shrug.

“I still find it hard to believe they just...
killed him,” I said.

“He was endangering all weres,” she said,
eyes hardening. “He was warned repeatedly. He was arrogant and
stupid. Like a lot of young men he felt he was stronger, tougher,
better, than was the case. And you're lucky he didn't kill you. He
tried. We hate killing one of our own but there weren't any no
votes when the issue came up among the alphas.”

I made a face.

“About Jacob,” she said.

“Ah yes, you don't like him.”

“I didn't say that!”

I snorted.

“Jacob is one of the weaker of the alphas.
The term small-man syndrome can apply in many ways, you know.”

“You mean he gives himself a giant dick?”

She looked at me.

“You mean he is a giant dick.”

She laughed.

“I mean he compensates,” she said.

“Ah, of course.”

“He's not as confident as he makes out so he
likes to be constantly reassured that he's an alpha.”

“Which means?”

“Uhm, let's say he really likes to be treated
like a lord.”

“If he thinks I'm going to he's going to be
in for a surprise.”

She grinned. “Try not to make it a violent
surprise this time. Unlike Fiona he's not much of a fighter, but
they're still repairing the window in the exam room.”

I blushed.

“Besides, if he laid a finger on you Colin
would put him through the wall, not the window, and he's going to
be very much aware of that.”

“I don't need Colin to protect me,” I said in
irritation.

“Oh yes you do, girly.”

I looked at her in surprise.

“This is not a strictly human society. You
have to get that through your skull. No matter how much we look
like humans were are a bunch of crosbreeds, and that includes
culturally and instinctively. Females are constantly in a rivalry
for the best, read the strongest males, and the males are
constantly in a fight for the best, read most beautiful and
powerful females.”

“I'm not in that fight.”

“Because of Colin. If it weren't for him
every male alpha would be after you, and while they'd be fighting
each other for the privilege, it would be assumed that whoever came
out on top would get you. That's just the way it is among the
pack.”

“And if I said no?”

“Disagreements in the pack are generally
settled by fighting. You would not last long against the stronger
male alphas, especially being as new as you are.”

I shook my head. “Would saying I'm a lover,
not a fighter, be appropriate?”

“Weres have to be both,” she said.

Her hand slid down my cheek.

“Let me show you a little something,” she
said.

I suddenly felt breathless.

“Uhm, that's okay,” I gulped.

She snorted in amusement. “Can you sense my
power. Ignore your eyes, use your mind.”

I nodded.

“Now can you see me tightening it up
somewhere. Can you see the power building?”

I could kind of sense it, building,
crackling, thrumming with growing power … but in one location. She
held her hand up and that was exactly where the power was.

“What I'm doing is building up power
specifically here,” she said. “I could do this to fight, for
example, so that if I hit someone it would lash them with power.
This is the kind of thing you might start practicing. You focus on
your, call it your aura, and try to squeeze it in tighter and
tighter, to stop it from flaring.”

She waved the hand back and forth in front of
me, then placed it gently on the side of my neck. I gasped, feeling
the power like a crackling electricity, but without the sharp snap
to it. She slid it slowly down my chest, between my breasts. I
wanted to push her hand away... but... I couldn't bring myself to
touch it.

And then she drew it under my right breast,
gently caressing it, lightly pushing up against it. My flesh warmed
to her touch, throbbing powerfully enough to almost take my breast
away.

She drew her hand back and held it before me,
then joined it with her other hand. I could see... not visually
see, but see in my mind, could sense, the power and heat sliding
moving to her other hand as well, then she reached down and her
fingers caught my stiff nipples.

I sucked in air, gasping, jerking back, or
trying to. Her fingers tightened against my nipples and I cried
out, brought up short.

“Z-Zoe!” I gasped.

She loosened her fingers, but held my nipples
firmly between thumbs and forefingers, gently rolling and squeezing
them. My nipples felt an incredible swelling sense of power, heat
and... and... I can't describe it! It was like my nipples were
having orgasms!

I trembled before her, gasping, moaning, my
eyes rolling back in my head as I swayed on my feet. The sensations
were incredible!

And then she drew her hands back.

“Now you have something to aim for,” she said
in a perky fashion, as if she was finished the demonstration.

I was gulping in air, flushed right down to
my belly button, my nipples simply aching! I stared at her, willing
my hands not to rise to cup my breasts.

She laughed gently, then her right hand
plunged down the front of my pants, past the elastic waistband, and
the moment I felt her fingers stroke across my clitoris my hips
began to buck violently and the orgasm seized me, shook me like a
rag doll and threw me against her. I found myself clutching the
front of her blouse, hips grinding frantically against her fingers
as the orgasm finally eased off.
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Jacob. What can I say about a man who wasn't
exactly evil, or anything, but pompous, arrogant, and domineering.
I asked around for him and found him in an unfurnished room with
two other girls and a stripper pole.

They were practicing. Not him, of course. He
was acting as a sort of judge, telling the girls what he liked and
how they should move to improve their pole dancing abilities. The
two girls in question were both blonde and slender, with very large
breasts. And I mean unnaturally large! I could see just how
unnatural they were because neither was wearing anything but a
G-string.

And however large those breasts were, they
weren't drooping much at all.

Jacob was in his mid-twenties, or
thereabouts. He was about six feet high, had collar length brown
hair, and a long, narrow face. His shoulders were slender, and he
was wearing one of those big lumberjack shirts, not tucked in,
hanging down to his thighs.

He was not exactly impressive on first sight,
nor was his wolf.

He turned and saw me and I saw and felt a
sense of delight.

“Excellent!” he said. “You must be Kenzie.
You can watch Paige and Katy here, and we'll get you started on how
to put on a great show for the paying customers.”

“What paying customers?” I asked, looking
doubtfully at their oversized breasts.

“Fiona assigned you to me, right? To work in
the Back Avenue strip club.”

“Oh, yeah, uhm, the thing is – .”

“You're too new at this, I know, to work on
shifting your body parts much,” he said, staring at my breasts.
“But they look like a good size anyway.”

He surprised me by cupping my still bra-less
breasts through the t-shirt. It wasn't a sexual move, but entirely
one of assessing them, almost clinical, and he didn't hold them
more than a moment.

“Yes, a good size. Let me see them. Are they
nice and firm? They don't like saggy tits at the club.”

“I told Fiona no,” I said.

“Come on, get those off,” he said, snapping
his finger.

“Were you listening? I said no.”

He looked at me in confusion. “What?”

“No,” I said. “I'm not going to be a
stripper. And no, I'm not going to grow giant breasts.”

I frowned at the two girls. Really, those
breasts were ridiculous. I was amazed they weren't bent over from
the weight.

“You are to work as a stripper,” he said, as
if I hadn't understood.

“Fiona and I had a discussion about that,” I
said.

“Well, good then. What's the – .”

“We agreed to disagree.”

He made strange gestures with his hands, and
looked up at the ceiling, as if wondering why he was being so put
upon.

“Everyone has to pull their weight, and your
job will be stripping,.” he said. “It's not a difficult job.”

“I said no,” I said. “Don't you speak
English? No. No. No.”

The two fake blondes were staring at me in
almost as much disbelief as he was.

I felt the energy rising in the room, as if
someone had turned up the power, felt it sort of crackle and
shimmer around him, felt as if it was pushing against me. I didn't
want to get into another fight, and really, my wolf didn't see him
as a threat anyway. So I just stood there, arms folded across my
chest, ignoring him.

“What is wrong with you?!” he demanded.

I suppose I could have told him I was an
alpha and nobody had known but instead I just waved and turned and
left.

“Hey!” he yelled.

Although, really, the idea of learning how to
pole dance was an intriguing one. It would be a lot more
interesting as exercise than anything else I could do, and I was
willing to bet Colin would be... interested, too. Not only that,
but if I was to pole dance in front of him it would both turn him
on and piss him off, which would be... fun.

I was going to have to get hold of those
girls, or maybe Annie, and get some lessons later.

* * *

I began spending time with Zoe, Tina, and
with Veronica, another of the stronger Betas, practicing control.
The basic idea was to pull in that billowing cloud of energy around
myself, to, as Zoe had said, tighten it up, which would make it
stronger. It was surprisingly exhausting given all I was doing was
sitting, cross-legged, on the floor.

There was a girl in my suite when I got back.
She was actually about my age, tall, with blonde hair halfway down
her back, big breasts (of course), and more of a wide shouldered,
but still hourglass build on her than most women. She was sitting
on the sofa watching TV and drinking a Pepsi.

“Hey,” she said, waving a hand.

“Hello,” I said.

She got up and yawned, arching her back,
which of course, shoved her huge breasts out. I wasn't sure who she
was trying to impress with them. But if the buttons in the center
of her halter popped out they might have knocked an eye out on
anyone too close.

“Was just watching TV. Hope you don't mind.
This room used to be empty.”

“Okay,” I said.

She picked up her Pepsi and walked past me
and out the door.

I shook my head. Weird.

I took her place, turned off the TV, turned
on the radio, and opened the book. I was still reading two hours
later when Colin showed up. I felt him approaching, and with that
feeling a mixed sense of comfort, lust and happiness. I was looking
at the door when he opened it and peered in.

“Hey, blonde girl,” he said cheerily.

“There's a lot of blonde girls around here,”
I said.

“That's true enough,” he said with a grin,
coming in.

“Can people change their hair color as well
as their breast size?”

He laughed aloud. “No,” he said, after a
moment. “I think that's too subtle. But all the girls,” he
shrugged, “seem to want to look as sexy as possible for the guys,
and they think blonde is it.”

“They're wrong?”

“I love blondes,” he said instantly.

“You better.”

“But it's hardly the most important facet of
what I look for in a woman,” he added, sitting down heavily next to
me and putting his arm across my shoulder.

“Reading up on lore? Excellent idea.”

“Christopher is an interesting man.”

“He's a bit eccentric.”

“Just a bit?”

“You haven't gotten to know many of us yet.
We're a whole tribe of eccentrics.”

His right hand slid under my legs just above
the knees, and his left pushed down past my shoulders, and as
smooth as that I was sitting across his lap. Well, it did make it
easier to talk. At the same time – I liked it – a lot.

I snuggled in against his shoulders and I
could sense his pleasure mirroring my own.

“Why do I feel so comfortable with you?” I
sighed, even though I sort of knew the answer.

“Because we're a true mated pair.”

“I don't like men, you know,” I said, raising
my head off his shoulder.

“Could have fooled me,” he said with a
grin.

“Men, to me, have never been more than either
predators after one thing, or officious assholes I had to beg for
favors from.”

“Your experience is not the norm, you
know.”

“I suppose.”

“How do you feel about women?” he asked with
a mischievous grin.

I could sense a bit of a salacious interest
too, though.

“I'm not a lesbian,” I said dryly.

“I knew that!”

“Or even bisexual.”

He shrugged and rubbed his forehead against
the side of my head.

“Were you looking for lewd stories about me
and my lesbian roommates or something?”

“I never say no to prurient stories,” he
said, “As long as they're well-told.”

“Don't ask Christopher then.”

He looked at me in surprise, then grinned
hugely, then laughed loudly.

“I've seen his writing,” he said. “The idea
of Christopher writing dirty stories is absolutely hilarious! The
man could make sex seem like instructions from Ikea in building a
television stand.”

I giggled at the thought, and he rubbed his
face against the side of my head again.

“You have a hair fetish,” I said.

“Only yours,” he said, kissing me lightly
under the ear.

His fingers had my vest undone before I knew
it, then undid the blouse. He grumbled as he found the bra.

“Too much stuff in my way,” he muttered.

I frowned at him in amusement. “Maybe I
should walk around naked just in case you should happen to feel
like groping me.”

“Would you do that, for me?” he asked, as if
serious.

“If you do.”

“That wouldn't really suit my dignity as an
alpha male.”

“Uh huh.”

He managed to get his hand on my bare breast,
which seemed to satisfy him as he looked at the book.

“Wow, that's starting from the beginning,” he
said.

I glanced down. It was the initial charter of
articles which set up the pack, showing how it was organized, and
basic principles and laws.

“I suppose it's pretty outdated by now. This
is like, a century old,” I said.

“No, it's never been changed.”

I stared at him, ignoring the way his fingers
were toying with my nipple.

“It's been over a hundred years.”

“So? We're a very traditional people.”

“You haven’t' thought of maybe adding a few
things, given more modern... cultural norms?”

He looked at me. “Such as?”

“Such as, well, people not being able to
force those who are weaker than them to have sex.”

“'Nobody forces people to have sex,” he
said.

“They do too! Or at least, if the person says
no it's taken as a challenge.”

He sighed. “You can't apply human morals to
animals, Kenzie.”

“You guys are not animals!”

“But we're a pack of predators who are always
vying for power and position among ourselves. There's nothing
specific about sex. We're always trying to vie for position, for
status. If I tell you to clean my shoes you either acknowledge you
are lower than me and do it or you're suggesting you're not lower
than me, in which case we'd have an issue.”

“I dare you to tell me to clean your shoes,
buddy.”

He laughed, and pinched my nipple.

“Ow.”

“Sorry,” he said, not sounding, looking, or
for that matter, being at all sorry.

He leaned in and pushed his face through my
open blouse, taking the center of my breast into his mouth and
massaging it with his tongue.

I felt heat swirling around me and pushed his
head back.

“Suppose some young werewolf girl doesn't
want to have sex with some werewolf guy?” I demanded.

“Kenzie, have you met some of these girls?
They're all about sex. It's all they think about, all they dream
about. Their lives revolve around getting their hands on the
strongest, best looking guy they can.”

“That doesn't mean they like them all.
Christopher, for example, is kind of a jerk.”

“He's also kind of asexual,” he said. “I
don't see him pressuring anyone for sex.”

“You know what I mean.”

He sighed. “Talk to some more of the betas.
You'll find that this instinct, and the culture the weres have
built up is impossible to break out of. It has its downside
sometimes, but nobody really gets hurt.”

“They get killed!”

“Well, okay, there is that. But we're working
on that. That's why we have the gym fights now. Did Ron tell you? I
want you to watch some of those and see what a real fight is like.
I don't want you feeling overconfident because you stood up to
Fiona.”

“Yeah, yeah, Zoe said the same. Fiona's a
dirty fighter.”

“In more ways than one, yes. Don't take her
small size for granted. Physical stature isn't the guide to the
power of our wolf spirits.”

“I know.”

“Now can I please tear these clothes off you
and fuck your brains out?”

I snorted. “No! I only have one freaking set of clothes! But since
you asked politely you can fuck my brains out.”

“Thanks.”

“But only if you can pass the test,” I said,
putting the book aside and standing, smirking down at him.

“What kind of test?” he asked warily.

I went to the door and made sure it was
locked, then went to the stereo and found a more lively station
than one to read lore by.

“I like this song,” I said, rolling my hips
slowly.

“Me too,” he said, watching me intently.

“So you want to fuck my brains out, huh?” I
said, starting to sway to the music.

“I think I can do that,” he said with a
grin.

“Think so, huh?”

“Uh huh,” he said, watching as my fingers
eased the blouse open and traced up and down between my
breasts.

I pulled the blouse out of my pants and
unbuttoned the pants, then eased the zipper down low enough he
could see the lacy black panties inside. My hips rolled slowly in
time to the music, and I turned in a circle, bending and grinding
my butt in front of him.

I pulled away before he could grab it,
though.

“Mister self-discipline, right?” I said.

He hummed in agreement, eyes tracking every
move I made.

This was again kind of an experiment in that
I was moving and dancing to see his reactions to this and that, and
those reactions were not only in his eyes but in the flaring heat
which surrounded his wolf spirit.

Guided by that, I raised my leg, straight and
put my foot on the sofa, forcing it down between his legs, then
pushing forward until I was pressing – lightly – against his groin.
I grinned at him as he reflexively caught my ankle.

“Frightened, little boy?”

He snorted.

“Take off my boot, little boy.”

I sensed he was conflicted. He didn't
appreciate my attitude, or my giving him orders, but on the other
hand, he wanted me in as few clothes – meaning none – as
possible!

He unzipped the boot and pulled it off.

I pulled back, then put the other foot
between his legs and pushed it forward. He stopped it, grinning
hotly, and pulled the boot off.

I taunted him with a look, running my tongue
along my lower lip, then shimmied out of the leather pants and
tossed them to him. He tossed them onto the other chair, eyes not
leaving me. I danced away and circled, swaying, the shirt and vest
still on me, loose. I let it open and close, giving him tantalizing
glimpses which were definitely frustrating as well as exciting
him.

I thought, at that moment, that not many of
his wolf girlfriends had made him wait for sex.

That made me feel smug, the bold adventurer
into new territory!

“There's a difference between animals and
humans,” I said, tossing my head.

Oh yes, the hair! He liked the hair!

I danced towards him and then put a knee on the sofa next to him,
then slid forward to straddle him. He reached for my breasts right
away, sending a hot rush of energy through me, but I grabbed his
wrists and forced them back and down.

“Sir, please don't touch the dancers,” I
said, a bit breathless. “Or we'll have to have you removed.”

He snorted in amusement but I sensed his
frustration as I ground myself against him. He was already hard,
and I leaned in and back, sweeping my head back and forth so my
hair caressed his face.

This was freaking hard! I wanted to tear his
shirt open and run my hands over his chest! But I was exercising
that self-restraint myself, a lot of it! As it was, my fingers on
his shoulders kept squeezing and wanting to slide down.

I arched my back, letting the shirt and vest
pull apart to completely bare my breasts, then in fact, continued
to arch back further and further across his knees, throwing my arms
back, which now meant down, as my hair trailed on the ground. The
shirt and best slid down off my shoulders, down my arms and off,
and I kind of arched up, then back, then up, then back, grinning on
the inside as I felt his heat rising at the sight.

And not just his heat.

I was still straddling him, after all, and
now only wearing a little black thong. Strong stomach muscles drew
me back up, straightening atop him, my hands on his shoulders again
as I leered down at him, grinding myself against his crotch.

“Getting hot in here,” he said.

“I hadn't noticed,” I replied in a dusky
voice.

His hands unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it
out of his trousers, and the sight of his chest caught the breath
in my throat. I suddenly remembered that while I could sense his
response to some extent, he could do the same to me!

He peeled the shirt up and off, smirking at
me.

“I'm not sure that's appropriate, sir,” I
said.

“Shouldn't keep the heat up so high in
this... establishment,” he said.

My eyes kept flicking down onto his chest and
the bare skin of his muscled shoulders, which my hands tried to but
couldn't avoid.

The contact of skin on skin made us both
flare hotter, and I leaned in, rolling my hips, letting my nipples
slide back and forth before his eyes like a hypnotist’s metal ball.
His eyes swung back and forth in the same way, but I felt my
fingers kneading his shoulders, and sliding down onto his
chest.

I felt the thrumming hunger between my legs
rising hotter and hotter, and knew I had to ease back or lose
this... what was it... rivalry? Were we in a power game? I think we
were, of some sort.

I slid back off his lap, rolling my hips to
the music again, bending over a little, then straightening,
turning, sliding my fingers up through my hair as I danced.

“Has Annie been giving you lessons?” he
asked.

“No, have you been to her shows?”

He shook his head. “Looking but not touching
is not my idea of fun.”

I smirked.

“Unless there's a payoff in the end.”

“You like my end?” I asked, turning and
grinding my hips at him.

He bent forward and grabbed at me too quick
and I squealed as his fingers caught at the thong. I felt it
yanking me back even as I leaned forward, and I wound up with the
thong being pulled down and me sprawled forward on the rug. I
twisted quickly but he wasn't moving, just sitting there
grinning.

“Sir,” I said with a frown.

“I didn't touch you, lady. You didn't say
anything about your thong, though.”

I sniffed, then dropped onto all fours and
crawled towards him, not like a dog, but more like a cat. I nudged
my way between his legs and felt his pulse of excitement as I slid
forward and rose on my knees.

“Gonna fuck my brains out, huh?”

“Right out,” he said challengingly.

“Bastard.”

“Bitch.”

I leaned in, letting my hair spill across his
belly as I took his belt in my teeth and pulled it back. I had to
reach in and pull the tongue out, though, then undo his pants and
pull the zipper down. I could see and feel him bulging against it
as I gripped the sides of his pants, as well as his boxers, and
tugged them down.

“I don't know, lady, but I don't think
management would consider this appropriate,” he said in
amusement.

His voice was husky though.

I pressed my breasts against his leg, licking
up along the top of his thigh, then down the other. I eased my
hands in against the inside of his thighs, pushing them wider as I
leaned lower, licking along the insides of his thighs, flicking my
head several times so my hair would spill across him. I felt his
pulse of hunger each time I did it.

I avoided his cock completely, feeling his
frustration as I moved in and began to lick and chew at his belly.
My wolf felt a hot bubbling thrill at that, but it was more than
matched by his as my breasts pressed against his cock and my hair
spilled down along his abdomen.

It was weird, since I'd never really felt
stomachs were all that exciting before. Mind you, his was firm and
… and firm... and … I loved the feel of it against my hands and
tongue, though not as much as his chest, which I shifted to because
he gripped my hair and pulled up.

I let myself be pulled up until I saw his
chest in front of me, then resisted, licking and sucking on his
nipple as my hands moved back and forth across him. His cock was
poking at my belly, reminding me that my original intent was to
'blow his brains out' leaving him unarmed, so to speak, so he
couldn't 'fuck my brains out.'

That, I'd thought, would show him!

But my resolve was melting away as I felt my
breasts pressing against his stomach and rubbed my face against his
chest. It was getting hard to breath with the heat roiling through
me, and I felt my lower body aching to feel him inside it!

I grunted with pain – a hot, delicious,
thrilling pain, as he pulled up harder on my hair, forcing me to
slide further up his body and come, breathlessly, face to face with
him. Our lips joined together and I moaned as his arms swept around
me, crushing my chest to his, and my hands pushed feebly against
him until I could pull my lips back.

“I-I haven't finished!” I gasped.

“I'll fucking finish you!” he growled.

He rolled sharply over onto his side, jerking
me with him, and I found myself on my back on the sofa with him
atop me.

“You lose!” I cried.

It was the last actual words I could utter
before he plunged into me, except for “Oh fuck!”

He jerked up on my ass, putting me more
firmly on the sofa and his mouth crushed mine again as he started
to thrust into me hard and fast. My knees drew up and back, then
spread apart as I gripped his ass and jerked him in against me, our
tongue dueling, first in my mouth, then his, then back in mine
again as he drove himself into me with hard, furious strokes that
shook the sofa beneath us.

His heavy body crushed me into the sofa, but
that just seemed to make it more intense, more wild as I grabbed
his head and pulled him down harder. My knees rolled back as he
drove himself into me, and I felt my insides twisting and burning,
my muscles spasming as I tried to drew my legs even further back,
as if I could wrap them around his back.

And then I did, but not very well. He was
kind of wide. I'm not even sure what the hell I was trying to do,
to be honest. It was all wild instinct. He finally cursed and
grabbed my legs, jamming them back against my shoulders, and then
he pushed himself up on his long arms and started to really pound
into me.

I don't know that you could say he fucked my
brains out. I mean, they were still there, even if they weren't
doing much thinking. Fireworks were going off in my skull and I was
making incomprehensible animal noises as I reveled in the feel of
his thick, hard flesh driving into me again and again... and
again.

The orgasm spilled across my mind and body
and drove both into quivering convulsions. I could feel his
determination to outlast it and continue but he failed and my
orgasm brought him in turn, the wild, screaming sensual heat
enveloping me spilling down the link and yanking him bodily into it
so that we were both crying out together and our minds spun up
through flaring, flashing sensual storms of heat until we fell
down, excited.
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“You cheated,” I gulped breathlessly.

“Y-You were taking too long.”

“Where was that amazing self-discipline of
yours?”

“I felt sorry for you so decided to finish
things.”

“Sorry for me!?”

“I could sense how aroused you were,” he said
smugly.

“Oh, right!”

“I took pity on you.”

I eased out from under him, shoving him aside
and falling on the floor.

“I would have had you begging me in two
minutes!” I said, getting to my feet.

“I'm the an alpha male. We never beg,” he
said with vast dignity.

“No discipline!” I said, bending over to grab
my shirt and vest.

I felt his eyes on my butt. “I could show you
some discipline,” he said.

I felt his intention and jerked my hips
forward even as his hand slapped against my ass. I yelped anyway,
straightening and whirling around to glare at him.

“You're not too big to spank,” he said with a
smirk.

“Don't even think about it, buster!”

I saw a sort of vacant look in his eyes and
felt a sudden flare of heat and knew that was exactly what he was
thinking of!

And that made me think of it too, and I felt
another flare of heat which wasn't coming from him.

“Not a chance,” I said.

“Hmmm,” he replied with a smirk.

Bastard! And he was starting to make me hot
again – already!

I sat down abruptly.

“What's wrong?

“I'm such a slut!”

He looked at me in surprise.

“I feel like I'm always... thinking...
wanting sex!”

“That's not a big issue to me.”

I glared at him. “And how often do you think
you can satisfy that, Mr. big alpha wolf.”

“Any time you want, baby,” he said
confidently.

“I don't mean with your mouth. I mean with
the little wolf there.”

I pointed between his legs and he looked
down, then back up at me.

“He can be ready again very soon!”

“And then after that? I'm always freaking
horny!” I exclaimed, getting to my feet and throwing out my
arms.

I felt his hum of appreciation and I glared
again, folding my arms under my breasts.

“It's extremely distracting! It's... it's
always there!'

“Well, do you really want to have sex every
five minutes?”

“No! Yes! No, of course not! Don't you guys
have a pill or something?!”

“Like a reverse Viagra for women? Nope. Fraid
not.”

“Look, I know this is a weird question.
And... I have this weird relationship with you where I've known you
less than a full day but... I feel like... we're ...”

“Mated? It's kind of new to me too, Kenzie,”
he said, serious for once.

“My wolf is a raving nympho who wants every
guy who comes near her, at least, the strong ones. I don't want you
to go bananas or anything, but she sure likes to flirt a lot, and I
mean, pretty damn heavy flirting!”

“It's that time of the month, pardon the
expression,” he said. “I'm not trying to be punny.”

He smiled briefly. “Around the full moon,
especially in the early goings, it's going to be very difficult for
you to cope with her.”

He got up and came over to put his hands on
my shoulders, then rubbed my arms.

“I just... again, this is strange to me. I'm
not used to having to account for my behavior to anyone.”

“I haven't said you have to.”

“But I feel that I do! To you! You know, in
real life a girl who even flirts with other guys is risking her
relationship. I just don't know if it's humanly... possible, to
stop her from flirting, but I don't want you to feel betrayed.”

“I won't be. I can't say I like it, and would
hope your wolf is attracted enough to mine to not do it when I'm
there... or to do it only with me. But the metaphysical stuff is
often only barely under our control. And you're just starting to
understand how to control things like that. I'm not going to go
into a violent rage that you fool around a bit with other
alphas.”

I looked at him in surprise.

“Let me rephrase that. I don't want you even
looking at another male. That's the wolf in me. However, the human
understands these are odd circumstances, and that you can't help
it, any more than I can help looking at pretty girls. I also
understand your wolf is going to be, as you put it, a raving nympho
for a while. Try and control it, but I'll understand if,
occasionally, you can't.”

“It would feel like cheating on you, which
again, is freaking weird given I don't, for example, even know your
last name!”

He smiled softly. “Daniels,” he said, his
hands sliding up through my hair.

“Colin Daniels,” I said.

“I don't know your last name either.”

I laughed and shook my head. “My name is
Kenzie Lynn Black.”

“How do you do, Ms. Black,” he said, stepping
back and holding out his hand to shake.

I shook hands, shaking my head ruefully.

“I'm going to take some time off work Michael
has been at me for a while now to spend more time with the pack,
and I think I'm going to give into that. I owe it to you, for one
thing, and I owe it to me. I want to get to know you on more than a
physical and metaphysical level.”

“Maybe we should go on a date or something,”
I said.

“A date with a blonde hotty who's a sure
thing? You bet!”

I slapped his chest, but of course, then my
hand didn't want to come away.

He shook his head and pushed it back,
though.

“I have a meeting.”

I glared at him as he grabbed his boxer
shorts and pulled them up.

“A meeting?” I said unhappily.

“Sorry. You think you can avoid jumping
anyone for a bit?”

I held up my middle finger and he grinned,
stepping into his trousers.

“You do to,” he said.

“I do? With who?”

“Adam, for one. He's our physical
trainer.”

“No one told me!”

“I'm telling you now.”

I tsked and found my thong, then pulled it
up. The bra had been tossed on the TV and I slipped into it even as
I felt a flaring presence right at the door, then heard a knock. I
pulled the bra closed and adjusted it, sensing more than one person
there. Brian was one of them, I thought, even as Colin casually
opened the door.

Brian was indeed there, along with two other
men I hadn't seen before. I blushed uncomfortably. I knew the weres
were just not body conscious, but I wasn't fully there yet, and
glowered at Colin, thinking we were definitely going to have a talk
about privacy issues!

“Hi Colin, Kenzie. This is Adam and Joshua,”
he said to me, indicating the two men.

I felt their surge of interest, and more than
a little appreciation of how I looked in just the little thong and
lacy black bra. I felt a sort of flare of pride from Colin too, and
suddenly wondered if he'd deliberately opened the door before I
could throw on a shirt or something. It was that masculine pride
sort of thing, and the more I felt it the more I was sure he had
known exactly what he was doing!

Bastard!

“Uhm, hi,” I said, a little awkwardly.

Joshua was in his late thirties, with reddish
brown hair pulled neatly back from his forehead, and wearing an
open collared shirt and light gray suit. He looked a little like an
accountant, to be honest. Adam was a lot more casual in a checked
plaid shirt and jeans. He had thick, shaggy dark hair and a full
beard, though it was trimmed neatly. He looked like a
lumberjack.

I shook hands with each, and felt a rush of
heat and energy each time. I knew they were both alphas somehow,
though neither felt as strong as Colin or Brian. It wasn't just the
flare, but in their confidence, their posture, the way they looked
at me, completely unapologetic. There wasn't anything meek about
either of these men, about any of the four in the room with me.

And all that testosterone, all that powerful
male alpha heat... together with me in my bra and thong started
doing strange, dark things to my mind. Even though I'd just had
incredible sex I could feel a sense of thrumming excitement coming
from my inner wolf.

Don't get me wrong. I am so not into
gang-bangs, but at that moment, my wolf was considering the
possibility with a raw kind of excitement which I had to fight to
push back.

“Joshua is our Treasurer,” Brian said, as if
oblivious to what I was feeling.

“He makes sure we don't go broke,” Colin
said, leaning amiably against the wall, entirely comfortable
without a shirt.

I nodded and smiled and grabbed my shirt,
casually sliding my arms into it and pulling it closed, hoping that
would push aside my dirty mind.

Four of them. If I had them all they would
last a while, my wolf thought.

“I've ordered a credit card for you, Kenzie,”
he said, sounding and even acting entirely like the accountant I
had thought him.

There wasn't a sign, visibly anyway, that he
was even aware he was talking to a female. I could sense his wolf,
though, and it certainly knew.

“Cool,” I said, doing up the buttons –
casually, of course.

“Kenzie was just saying how she needed more
clothes, more lingerie,” Colin said.

I glared a bit at him.

“No problem. In fact, we have an account at a
number of stores and you can order some stuff on-line if you like,
for next day delivery. Or one of us, maybe you Colin, can go into
town and pick some things out.”

“Oh I'm sure Colin would be delighted to help
me shop for clothes,” I said, beaming a smile at him.

Colin made a face.

“Adam is here to beat you up,” Brian
said.

I looked at him in surprise, looked at Adam,
who smiled, then at Colin, who smiled.

“Uh huh.”

“He's kind of our combat trainer,” Brian
said. “I somehow get the idea it might be a good idea to get you
some instruction in that area sooner rather than later.”

“You think Fiona is still mad at me?”

All four of them seemed to snort
together.

“Fiona was born mad,” Colin said.

“But she won't do anything to you. You're off
limits to her for now,” Brian said firmly.

“For now?”

He shrugged. “You're too new for her to be
even considering a challenge. And I think I've convinced her that
with you being so new, with it being near the full moon, with your
age and newly mated status, well, what could she expect anyway?
Plus she completely screwed up assessing your strength and behaved
inappropriately.”

“So why do I need fighting lessons right
away?”

“Because in this world, honey,” Adam said,
“Your ability to fight prevents you from having to.”

Brian nodded. “The stronger you are perceived
to be the less anyone is likely to mess with you.”

“That includes Fiona,” Colin said, serious
for a change. “Fiona is not a risk taker. The stronger she thinks
you are the less likely she is to want to fight you.”

“If you don't train, and then start some
months down the line, she might think that's in preparation to
attack her. She's paranoid enough,” Adam said. “But if you do it
now it's just a newbie learning how things work.”

I shrugged, both human and wolf deciding to
submit to their clearly superior knowledge.

“Okay,” I said.

“Why don't we start now?” Adam said.

I looked at him in surprise. “Well.. okay.
Here?”

All four laughed.

“No. We do this sort of thing in the gym,
where there are a lot fewer breakables.”

“Okay.”

I sighed and finally gave in and pulled on my
pants, vowing that me and Colin were going to talk about privacy
issues. Then I followed Adam and Brian down the hall, only to stop
as I noticed Colin going in the other direction with Joshua.

“You're not coming?” I asked in surprise.

He smiled regretfully as Brian tugged on my
arm.

“Let's not test the resolve of a newly mated
alpha male quite so soon,” he said dryly.

I turned to look at him as we walked down the
hall.

“For some reason, Alpha males don't think
much of other alpha males throwing their mates around,” he
said.

“Oh. But it's just like, practice.”

“Yeah,” he said.

“Rough practice,” Adam said.

I looked at him. “How rough?”

He smiled thinly.

“We have padded walls and floors,” Brian
said.

“Sounds like the padded cells some of you
should probably be in,” I said, grumbling.

“You're not the first to consider that.”

* * *

It really was a padded cell, though a big one
with a high ceiling. They called it the training room, and unlike a
real padded cell what they had was tough leather over padding over
steel walls. The padding was thick, for which I was grateful,
because Adam kept throwing me into it. Hard.

Even werewolves could get the wind knocked
out of them, as I discovered.

Laying on the floor, trying to breath, I saw
him appear overhead, looking down at me, looking somewhat
bored.

“Ready to try again?” he asked.

I glared up at him, trying to get my lungs to
work properly.

I had tried a lot of the stuff I'd learned
before becoming a werewolf, but none of it had been much of a
surprise to him. And he was so damn strong! He was also fast, maybe
not quite as fast as me but almost. He also seemed to writhe and
twist in ways I had never seen, making it very hard to hit, never
mind grab and throw.

And we hadn't even shifted yet!

Brian sat in the corner, hands behind his
head, watching. I could sense his amusement.

I sat up with a groan and glared, not at Adam
but at Brian.

“You have to watch this?”

He nodded in amusement.

“Yes,” Adam said.

Adam didn't seem to have much of a sense of
humor. He was dour, stolid, said what he meant and meant what he
said.

“There always has to be someone watching
during any sparring match,” he said, “someone strong enough to
intervene if instincts get the best of one or both
participants.”

“I'm not gonna go all wolf on everyone,” I
grumbled.

“Sometimes you should,” Adam said.

He yanked me to my feet and spun me around,
then crossed a thick arm across my throat, pinning me against
him.

“Do something interesting,” he said in a calm
voice.

I felt a sudden surge of wolfly arousal at
being pressed back against his warm body, and my wolf definitely
appreciated how big and strong he was. I barely managed to shove
her back before starting to grind my butt against him! Bet he'd
find that interesting!

I tried stomping down on his foot, but he
moved very quickly. I tried slamming my heel against his shins and
my elbow back into his chest but he only grunted and held on, then
tightened his arm to the point I couldn't breath. I felt my chest
pounding and then my head as I tried to breath, twisting this way
and that, and then he threw me forward, stumbling onto my knees,
gasping for breath.

“Brian,” he said.

Brian smiled and got to his feet as I was
still gulping in air. He peeled his sweatshirt off, then tugged
down his pants. He was completely unembarrassed about being naked
in front of me, but I wasn't quite as calm. I felt both a sense of
embarrassment and a sense of … well, arousal as he positioned
himself with his back to Adam.

My eyes moved up and down his body and I felt
my wolf growling softly, appreciatively, felt a soft, seeping
warmth spreading over me as he stood there. Even with a sore neck
and panting for breath, my wolf was thinking sex!

Adam put his arm around Brian's throat and
Brian shifted right in his arms. His neck thickened and his body
broadened, and it became impossible for Adam to maintain the choke
hold. He didn't shift into wolf form, but that half form, halfway
between man and wolf, tall and menacing looking.

“Not only are you stronger in this form,”
Adam said, “But the throat is much thicker and there's thicker
muscle around it, as well as a thick, protective layer of fur. He's
also got longer claws now. Even if I could maintain my arm around
him – “

He positioned himself behind Brian again and
threw his arm around his neck.

“He'd claw my arm to ribbons in a few
seconds,” he said, as Brian brought his claws up against his
arm.

He slapped Brian on the shoulder and he
stepped away and shifted back into human form, then picked up his
sweatpants and stepped into them.

“This is why you can't rely on the way humans
fight when you take on weres” Adam said.

I nodded and got up. “I'm just not that...
able to shift back and forth like Brian.”

“How often have you tried?”

I looked at him uncertainly.

“You do it at the full moon. You did it when
fighting Fiona.”

'I didn't really know what I was doing there,
I mean, when I shifted into that half form.”

“Only alphas can do it,” he said, “And not
even all alphas. Shifting into a wolf is natural. You can't stop
it. But adjusting it like this, that takes power and will. It's
used only for fighting. It gives you the strength and resilience of
the wolf, the teeth, bigger claws, and more dexterity. ”

“I nodded. “I guess that would be useful. I'm
just not sure how I did it.”

“Time to figure it out, don't you think?” he
said sternly.

I looked at him and shrugged, then hesitated,
realizing I'd have to strip naked first or have the clothes tear
apart!

He looked at me for long seconds, waiting.
“Now might be a good time.”

I looked at him, then at Brian, and bit my
lip.

“Would you like me to bring in a female
alpha?”

“No, no, I mean, I'm uhm... it is kind of...
new to me, you know,” I said, blushing a little.

“I understand. But wolves do not have the
sense of body consciousness humans do, and weres simply can't
afford to have it.”

“I know,” I said, still uncomfortable.

Of course, Brian had already seen me naked,
but still...”

I resolved that I was going to do it. I
needed to learn this stuff if I was going to be some big,
important, kickass alpha chick.

I unbuttoned my top and opened my trousers
and removed them as casually as possible. Did someone like Veronica
not even feel anything when she did this in front of men? Would I
ever get that casual about it?!

I felt the heat rising now that I was in bra
and thong again, with two big, powerful men there in the room with
me. And while I didn't sense any huge heat coming off them I could
certainly tell they were .. appreciative of the view. And that
started to arouse me! I felt my chest pushing out, my head coming
back, as some instinctive part of myself posed proudly for their
eyes.

Oh yes, they liked the view. I could sense
it, and it was only going to get better. No point in delaying. I
undid my bra and tossed it at Brian, then slipped off my thong.

God, this was weird! Stripping naked for two
men I had no intention of having sex with! I told myself to think
of them as doctors, but my wolf was having none of that! My wolf
wanted me down on all fours right now!

Down girl, I growled inside my head. Yet
still, being naked... I mean, my head had been kind of fuzzed the
other night when I'd realized the others had been watching me and
Colin. And today, after the fight with Fiona I'd been hyper and
charged up, and it had been just me and Brian. Now with two guys
there, and me stripping completely naked I started to feel both
really self-conscious, and really sexually charged.

It occurred to me I'd never had sex with two
men at once. And here I was with two powerful men, both alphas,
both exuding strength and masculine heat. I gulped, fighting to
suppress my hunger and cleanse my dirty mind.

“Shift, but hold halfway,” Brian said.

“No,” Adam said, shaking his head. “Shift all
the way. Get that set first.”

Brian nodded, conceding the point.

I dropped to a crouch, then fell forward onto
all fours. Instantly I felt that wolf hunger grow, and my knees
almost trembled, wanting to spread apart. I fought it, though and
willed myself to shift.

It was the first time I'd really put any
thought into it. I'd done it reflexively before, even earlier with
Colin. This time I knelt on all fours and tried to think of myself
as a wolf.

“Summon your wolf,” Brian said, draw her into
you.”

I felt that energy around me, that instinct
and heat and hunger and sort of... inhaled it. I tossed back my
head and felt my body shifting, the hair sprouting, the bones
thickening and shifting. It was the weirdest feeling!

But at least I wasn't naked any more as I
stood there on all four legs.

“You need to spend more time in wolf form to
get the hang of it,” Brian said.

I turned my towards him, seeing him down the
length of my white muzzle.

“I hadn't realized she was white,” Adam
said.

“I think it's part of why the energy in her
is so strong,” Brian replied.

Adam reached out and ran his fingers through
my fur, especially around the neck and shoulders.

“Yes, thicker fur, even than a timber-wolf,
more fat. Impossible to choke something like that,” he said.

“Hard to bite through it too,” Brian
said.

Adam nodded, removing his clothes. My wolf
didn't think much of him just then. Puny human.

“But not impossible.”

He shifted into wolf form, a very big wolf.
My wolf approved.

Brian stripped off his shirt again, then
skinned out of his trousers and dropped into a crouch.

“In wolf form your two primary concerns are
teeth and balance,” he said. “The claws on your legs are fine
against humans, or anyone without thick fur, but not a lot of use
against another wolf. The other wolf is going to try and get his
teeth around your throat. That's the killing move. But before that,
a good move is to go for the paws. Get a solid bite on a leg and
you'll be slowed and your balance will be off. Expect in any fight
with an alpha that they'll go for your legs.”

Adam suddenly threw his big body against me,
bowling me over. Once I was on my side he moved in to close his
jaws around my right front leg, biting lightly before pulling away.
I scrambled back to my feet, flustered.

“Weight will be used against you,” Brian
said, shifting into wolf man form, his voice deepening, “Especially
if it's a male. But you can't turn that weight against him like you
do in martial arts moves because you have nothing to grip with. You
need to anticipate and plan a counter-move, or dodge him. You're
faster and probably a lot more agile. You need to make use of
it.”

He and Adam showed me several possible
counters. One was letting myself be bowled over, pretending to be
off-balance, then grabbing his paw as he moved in, biting hard
while yanking his foot out from under him before he could bite
mine. Another was swiftly dodging aside and nimbly leaping in to
bite his hind leg.

We worked on that, and several other likely
scenarios for a while, then I shifted back to human, then back to
wolf a few times before trying to shift into the halfway form. The
'werewolf' form, which stood upright and had claws.

We were at it for several hours, at the end
of which time I was exhausted, and felt bruised all over, despite
the supposed rapid healing I was doing. I was also starting to get
angry, starting to lose control, the instincts starting to take
control. Brian called a halt to the training, but then when the
door opened, as if it were planned – which it probably was – a
young guy appeared with a big pans of red meat.

We ate as wolves, which, I realized
afterward, saved a hell of a lot of time. I don't know about you
but I can't gulp down a a couple of twenty ounce steaks nearly as
fast. Adam had three himself.

“Always feed when you've put out a lot of
energy,” Brian said, shifting into human form, “the hungrier your
body is the stronger your wolf instincts will be. If you're really
hungry, and you see something that strikes your wolf as food –
.”

“Like a small child,” Adam added, shifting
himself.

“Yeah, then you might not like the
results.”

I shifted and nodded, sitting back on my
heels.

Now I was sitting there naked with two naked
guys. I had been feeling a sense of thrumming heat almost since I'd
gotten into the room with them. Now that heat grew more intense, my
chest tightening with it.

“It is our control over our beasts, and our
control over the beasts of the Betas that gives us our strength and
power,” Adam said. “If you can clamp down on your wolf and keep it
caged, you can do the same to theirs.”

“I can?”

They both nodded. “Your influence, your
calmness, your discipline can sooth and stop a Beta about to go
wolf, can help him or her keep it controlled. It's not
difficult.”

“We'll show you,” Adm said, standing up and
pulling on his pants.

Brian stood up too, but I hesitated, watching
him. Adam scooped up his top and left the room, but Brian stood
there naked, watching me as I knelt in front of him. My eyes kept
flickering up and down his body.

“And can you... control... an alpha's beast?”
I asked, feeling the heat growing worse.

“Sometimes,” he said. “That depends on the
alpha.”

I found myself shifting closer on my knees,
staring at his groin. He reached down and took my arms, drawing me
to my feet, and I stared into his eyes. Only it wasn't really me
staring!

“Do you feel your beast's hunger now,
Kenzie?” Brian asked.

I gulped and nodded jerkily.

“She wants me, doesn't she.”

“You know she does,” I said.

He would certainly be able to feel the heat
in me. In fact, I could sense his own beast responding, could feel
its growing desire for me. Colin was only a distant thought to my
wolf, given the closeness of Brian.

“It's still near the full moon and you're
still new to things,” he said.

“But I want to fuck you,” I gulped, sliding
my hands up his chest.

“And I want to fuck you, or at least, my
beast does.”

I looked at him.

“Okay, so do I.”

“I don't think Colin would like it,” I
gulped

“I know he wouldn't,” he said with a smile.
“So suppose you go find him and I'll find... someone else.

I looked at him.

“Not that you aren't hot, too.”

I cast my mind out, wondering where he was,
and felt a distant sense of him.

But not distant enough I couldn't track him
down!
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I was missing class, which chafed on me, but
I saw no alternative. I simply couldn't go back to school like
this. It would be completely irresponsible. Besides, I was learning
so much where I was! It wasn't just the fighting, of course, but
how to control myself, how to move in wolf form, and in wolf-man
form, how to read the woods, and the sounds and scents in them, how
to read my fellow weres, and how the pack worked.

What I really loved, though, was the sense of
belonging. No one questioned my right to be there. No one suggested
I was some kind of poor relation. And I didn't have to meet any
particular grade point average in order to stay. I felt more
confident of being a part of the pack with every day that
passed.

And more comfortable with Colin, even when we
weren't together. I could sort of feel him in the back of my mind,
a solid, comforting presence. I didn't know what he was doing or
thinking, but I knew he was around somewhere.

And then there was Natalie.

Natalie was the girl with the Pepsi I'd found
watching TV in my room. She was young, pretty, with the by now big
breasts I was getting used to, and pretty strong for a Beta. She
thought she was hot stuff, and running through guys like nobody's
business, so I guess she was.

But twice I'd come back to my suite to find
small but obvious indications she'd been there. Once there was an
empty bag of chips on the sofa, and another time cookie crumbs and
an empty pop can on the coffee table. The first time had irritated
me, since by then she certainly knew it was my place. The second
time, well, I knew enough by then to know she was challenging
me.

Not to a fight or anything, that wasn't the
way Betas worked with Alphas. She was stoking her own ego, and
maybe those she could impress with the story, and seeing what she
could get away with before I smacked her down.

This was not a college dorm, and rudeness
like that just didn't happen here with any other motivation behind
it. Rudeness around weres is almost always some kind of challenge,
and Alphas didn't take that kind of thing from anyone.

But it was such a minor thing and I was so
busy learning stuff that I really didn't feel like it was worth my
time to hunt up who she was and yell at her. But on the other hand
it wasn't that big a complex, and I spotted her in the cafeteria
the next day.

I wasn't stopping to eat, just to get a juice
after a long talk with Christopher, and saw her as I was opening
it. I could feel my wolf starting to growl but damped it down. Full
moon was still a week away and I was pretty much in control of
myself. I stuck a straw down the neck of the glass, still not sure
what I was going to do about her even as I walked towards where she
sat.

I damped down any emotion. There were eight
or nine people in the room and all of them were Betas. I didn't
want anyone getting upset, which, as I'd learned, they did when
around a pissed off alpha. Natalie was sitting giggling with two
other girls, apparently talking about some guy who I'd never heard
of.

She had her hair done in a pony tail and a
part of me smiled and reached out for it as I passed.

Maybe there was a little theater involved but
I brought the straw to my mouth to take a sip as I yanked her
backwards out of the chair, sending it falling to the floor. She
squealed and reached around behind her for her hair but there
wasn't a lot she could do as I simply kept walking, hauling her
behind me. She had to backpedal rapidly or fall down, in which case
I'd drag her ignominiously across the floor just as easily.

She was sputtering and complaining and
yelping but I could sense she knew damn well what was going on. I
sensed a rising anxiety as we left the cafeteria and headed down
the hall.

“K-Kenzie!?” she gulped. “Kenzie!?”

I ignored her, striding smoothly along, my
left arm behind me, dragging her backward by the pony tail. We
passed a few people on the way but no one did anything but watch.
You could do virtually anything around here if you were an alpha.
That reminded me of my worries about the subject, the old axiom
that absolute power corrupts absolutely.

Of course my power wasn't absolute. If I
killed her, for example, I'd have a lot of explaining to do to
Michael and Brian, not to mention the other alphas.

But it really was the alphas who would decide
whether I'd gone over the line. And only them.

I dragged her backward up the stairs. If
nothing more she was getting a lesson in balance. Her arms flailed
several times, though, and then she finally fell over. I kept
walking, pulling her along on her back for a few feet before she
rolled onto her belly and scrambled to all fours, then to her
feet.

But that just meant she had to walk bent
over, looking at her feet as I pulled her along.

We ended up at my door, where I released her
hair, grabbed her by the scruff of the neck, and swung her around
before shoving her back against the door.

“See this door?” I said as calmly as I knew
how. “This is the door to my suite, my den. Are you a high school
graduate?”

She stared at me with wide eyes. By that time she was scared
shitless.

I jerked her forward then slammed her back
against the door.

“Are you?”

“Y-Y-Yes, Kenzie!” she cried.

“Then you'll realize that while the word 'my'
is an adjective, the word 'mine' is a possessive pronoun.
Right?”

She stared at me and I pulled her out and
shoved her back against the door again.

“Ye-yes, Kenzie!” she gasped.

“Mine,” I said, pulling her forward until she
was an inch from my face. “Do we understand each other?”

She bobbed her head frantically.

“Good girl,” I said, releasing her. “Now go
and get cleaning gear. I want the rug vacuumed, want all crumbs
gone, and the tables clean. Then I want you out of it. And don't
even think about bringing in anything to eat or drink or touching
my TV.

She shook her head just as frantically.

I walked on. Yes, it was good to be an alpha.
I didn't think I'd enjoy it nearly so much if I was a beta.

But as I walked on I brooded about the whole
rivalry and challenging stuff. I knew we were wolves and had these
powerful instincts, but still, we needed to do something to clamp
down on the bullying. Even if they didn't call it bullying that was
what I saw it as.

And yet, what had I just done? Was that
putting her in her place, or being an arrogant bitch with my power
and strength? Truth was it was both. But I'd talked with a
Veronica, with Tina, with Brian and Colin and Adam and a few
others, like Zoe, one of the other female alphas about things, and
the were all in complete agreement.

It wasn't the human side that usually needed
to be reigned in. It was the wolf side. And the wolf couldn't be
reigned in by words. If you wanted to make an impression on a wolf,
you needed to show power. Nothing else would do.

I hadn't beat the shit out of Natalie, nor
even used my spirit wolf to loom over her menacingly. I'd been calm
and simply showed confidence and determination. But confidence in
itself was something that impressed wolves, and certainly impressed
beta Weres, who had so little of it in terms of controlling
themselves.

There was no way she had dared shift and get
physical to resist. If she had I would have put her in the
infirmary.

Which, by the way, did a pretty good
business, despite how hard to kill Weres were and how resilient and
quick healing. A lot of the business came from the gym, from the
challenge bouts, many of which I watched, stunned at first, by the
level of violence.

You ever see two dogs going at it, all that
ferocious growling and non stop scrambling and biting and clawing?
Well, that's what these were. It bore no resemblance to the cold,
cool boxing or even martial arts matches I'd seen. This was all
wild animal stuff! And people got hurt, got eviscerated! Broken
limbs were not uncommon, and great masses of blood was spilled on
the mat.

Yet those were the supervised fights. There
were others, spontaneous things where Betas went after each other,
goaded by instinct and rivalry, without an alpha nearby, and those
could get really ugly. Nobody actually died that week, but it was
close once.

But there wasn't much I could do about it,
until I did, accidentally.

It happened in the cafeteria. I went in to
get a snack, and sat down by myself. There are a few separate
tables in the cafeteria, but mostly the tables are all placed in
long rows, end to end. There was no one sitting anywhere near me
when I sat down, but the way things happen is that alphas attract
betas. Colin had taken some pains to try to explain the
psychological and cultural and instinctive and even magical aspects
of it all, but I was still a little confused by it.

Like, if Colin and I sat down in an empty
part of the cafeteria, by the time our meal was finished, there
were people sitting all around us, as close as possible. Even if
they weren't talking to us or paying any attention to us. They were
dawn to sit near us, to be near us.

So I thought nothing of it when Annie came in
a few minutes later, got something to eat, and came and sat down,
not right beside me, but one seat over. Right beside me was too
close, unless we were friends. Two places over was the closest that
unwritten pack social rules allowed in an empty room, or even
sometimes in a full room.

I paid her little attention except to note in
my own jaundiced way, that her top was particularly tight and low
cut today, and that her breasts were really kind of big for her
small frame.

All these big breasted girls were even making
me wonder about myself. Were my looks good enough? Should I give
myself a little extra oomph? I mean, Colin certainly didn't seem to
think I needed anything more, nor did the other males who looked at
me, but I could make my hips slightly narrower and maybe my boobs a
bit fuller...

But then I sensed a mood of anxiety and
unhappiness filling her, like one of those little clouds that hover
over people in cartoons that say 'doom'. Since by then I'd come to
learn how freaking emotional some of the less controlled betas
could be (read drama queens) I didn't think there was much up with
that.

“How's things going, Annie?” I asked.

She looked at me quickly, eyes blinking
rapidly.

“Fine,” she said quickly.

“How's the dancing?”

Her face seemed to color and I felt a flare
of anxiety and concern.

“Well?”

“Fine,” she said.

I snorted. “Tell me what's got you
upset.”

There was no lying about things like that
among weres. There was no saying “nothing. I'm fine.” She knew very
well I could read her. She also knew that lying to an alpha could,
depending on the alpha, piss them off.

“Uhm, I uh.. well, I have to work tonight at
a special... party,” she said.

“Uh huh. You done them before?”

She nodded unhappily.

“So?”

“It's like... a private party,” she said.

“Stripping?”

She nodded.

“You don't like stripping at private
parties?”

“It's... not just stripping.”

I turned fully around.

“What is it?”

She shrugged all-too-casually.

“Sex?”

She nodded.

“With whom?”

“Manuel and his friends.”

“Manuel and which friends?”

“Some human friends,” she said.

“Like, how many of these human friends?”

“It's uhm, these three guys he went to school
with,” she said, blushing deeply.

I stared at her.

“You mean like all four of them?”

She nodded.

“And you don't want to?”

She hesitated. “It's not the sex I mind. I
kind of like that part.”

Slut, a part of me thought. But that was the
old part of me, the human part of me, the part with all those
inhibitions about sex and nudity which were rapidly fading given
the reality of this new existence. So she was okay with having sex
with four guys at once. Who was I to judge? Hadn't my own wolf
thought the same not that long ago?

“What do you mind?”

“It's like, this bondage and whips stuff,”
she said, biting her lower lip.

I stomped down on the shock that otherwise
would have echoed through that strange sort of... party line link
we all shared and nodded encouragingly.

“His friend Randy, especially... they like to
chain me up and whip me. I mean, there's no marks or anything that
get left behind because I heal it easily, but because I'm a were
they know that so they uhm...”

“Don't have a lot of restraint?”

She nodded.

I knew from my fight with Fiona that however
we heal, the pain is still just as fierce when we get cut.

“So don't do it.”

She stared at me, eyes widening.

“Really?”

“Yeah. Tell him you're not doing any more
whips and chains.”

It was that freaking easy. Her face broke
into this huge smile and she threw her arms around me and said
thank you about ten times before she turned and ran out of the room
like she'd just gotten a promotion, a raise, and a new corner
office.

I shook my head. Jesus, you'd think I'd had
the wisdom of Solomon or something.

I didn't think much more of it until this
girl I didn't even know and hadn't met showed up at my door, kind
of fidgeting until I opened it. Then she introduced herself as
Sophie, another big busted girl, though almost thirty by looks, and
a brunette.

There was this guy and he wanted her to have
sex with another girl while he watched. Not an uncommon fantasy
among men, in my experience, but generally unfulfilled if they
weren't lucky.

“So tell him no,” I said.

Again, the wisdom of Solomon, right? But she
acted like it, running off happily.

Three more girls came to see me over the
following day, all with similar concerns. And I gave them all the
same response. “Tell him no..”

Was this a great revelation? How stupid were
these women? Most of them were older than me, after all.

It was Tina that clued me in. I was watching
one of the challenge matches and she had showed up to bandage up
the loser. After doing that she sat down next to me.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey,” I replied.

“How are things going?”

“Pretty good, all things considered.”

“Jacob is kind of pissed off at you, you
know.”

I looked at her in surprise, trying to
remember who Jacob was.

“He's one of the male alphas...”

“Oh right. I met him, briefly.”

Total asshole, had been my first thought of
Jacob. He'd tried to go all top dog on me and arrange for me to
help him with something. I told him I was busy. He hadn't been very
happy about it.”

“Why is he be pissed off at me?”

“You told Susan she didn't have to do that
porn video Jacob was shooting.”

I blinked at her. “Uh, what?”

“She told you about that porn video – .”

“I remember.”

“You told her she didn't have to.”

“Well, she shouldn't have to if she doesn't
want to.”

She smiled and put her hand on my wrist. “You
do understand, don't you, what's happening?”

I looked at her uncertainly.

“If someone higher in the pack wants someone
lower in the pack to do something, then they do it, or else what
they're saying is that they don't respect the higher level wolf's
power and that they are, in effect, challenging their right to give
them orders.”

“I know.”

“Unless, of course, they can say that an
alpha told them not to do something. At that point if the higher
level wolf has an issue it's no longer with the lower level wolf,
it's with that alpha. They can no longer challenge the lower level
wolf, who is not, after all, defying them, but merely obeying the
alpha. They have to challenge the alpha, and none of the beta
wolves is dumb enough to do that to you.”

“Oh,” I said. “Oh! That explains it!”

It wasn't that those girls were dumb, it was
that I was dumb! I had provided them with an excuse to get out of
something without them defying a stronger wolf. And that's why all
of a sudden they were all showing up. Annie had probably told them
all eagerly about it, and suddenly every girl who was being
pressured to do something sexually she didn't want to was coming to
me!

“Well... well, good,” I said, feeling a sense
of righteousness.

“Except that Jacob is an Alpha. By telling
Susan she didn't have to do what he told her he wants her to do you
explicitly set yourself up as dominant to Jacob.”

“Oh,” I said in a less confident voice.

“You have to keep things like that in mind,
Kenzie, when you deal with issues like this.”

“I honestly didn't think about it. I mean,
someone comes to you and says they don't want to do something, you
tell them then don't do it. I mean, it was advice, not an
order.”

“Advice from an alpha, dear, IS an
order.”

“So now this Jacob is pissed off at me?
Should I apologize?”

She stared at me.

“I guess no,” I said.

“If you apologize you are retracting what you
said and admitting he is dominant to you.”

“I'm not retracting what I said. What the
hell? Porn videos?!”

“Jacob has this idea of making a lot of money
from a porn site he's trying to get started.”

“Let him appear naked in it then.”

“I think he intended to, but obviously he
needs pretty young things as well.”

“So what's he going to do about it?”

“Nothing, likely. He's certainly not going to
challenge you.”

“Is he strong?”

“Not particularly, at least, for an alpha,
but he's certainly not stronger than Colin.”

I frowned at that.

“No matter what you say,” she said, “Colin is
bound to protect you. That doesn't mean you can't be challenged, of
course, once out of your green shirt. But he would certainly
challenge whoever did it, and whether Jacob could defeat you or not
he certainly couldn't survive a challenge from Colin. And he knows
that full well.”

“I can look after myself,” I said
mulishly.

“You're still quite new to things. You've
only been a were for a five weeks, for heavens sakes! And it's
irrelevant. Colin's instincts, his wolf – not to mention Colin –
could not possibly ignore this. The only way Jacob could survive
hurting you would be to run far and fast and never come back.”

I knew she was right, just as I knew that
suggesting otherwise, either to her or to Colin, would serve no
purpose. Rain was wet. Sun was bright. And certain male instincts
were what they were, especially in wolves.

“I'll try and keep the uhm, broader picture
in mind, but I'm not sorry for what I did.”

“Nor am I, to be honest. You and Annie seem
to have accidentally found a loophole in one of the more
unfortunate parts of pack instinct, at least regarding sex. I'm not
sure what the rest of the alphas will think of it, but I think most
won't mind. It's not like you're changing the rules, after all. And
you're new, so no one can really take offense at your doing this by
accident.”

“It might be argued you were out of line in
overruling Jacob, but you have a perfect right to overrule any of
the betas, so no one can really complain about that. But be careful
of giving advice to people when it concerns another alpha. You
shouldn't get a lot of that because most people are relatively
happy to do things for alphas. Normally anyway

“I think Susan's real problem in doing the
porn thing was she works as a teacher, in a junior high school, no
less. If porn videos of her started appearing on the internet and
it got back to the school, or the students, which would be much the
same thing, she'd be fired.”

I nodded.

“He should have been satisfied with some of
the girls who live here and have broken with their communities.
Annie, for example, has no issues doing anything in front of his
camera.”

“I suppose not,” I said, making a face.

She laughed. “Annie is a sweet girl, really.
“But her world is charged with sex, with hot men lusting after her,
wanting her, and driving her into endless orgasms. She loves it.
Let's face it, Kenzie, it's a lot more fun than the world most
young women occupy, which consists of boring jobs and very little
excitement.”

“You think all women should act like
Annie?”

She smiled. “We should all be happy, and
Annie is, by and large, a pretty happy go lucky girl. Not every
woman is as thrilled with the difference in sexual morality amongst
the weres as she is, but a significant number are.”

“And the men, of course, love it.”

“Oh, that goes without saying!”
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I was headed towards Colin, pondering how
much things had changed over the past couple of weeks. I was still
kind of uneasy about a lot of it, and I don't mean the sex. I had
gotten used to being a nympho slut fairly easily. It was more
difficult, to be honest, coping with the idea of having a man in my
life.

I was reassured he wasn't lying to me,
because he couldn't, any more than I could. Besides, with his aura,
his wolf enveloping me, he was laid bare to my own emotions. I knew
how he felt about me. I was even reassured that he had his doubts
and uncertainties about our relationship. At least he had bouts
about something! He was still an arrogant bastard!

Then again, I was an arrogant bitch, so maybe
that made us right together.

But he had a say in things, not just because
he was Tertius, but because he was... well, because I didn't like
fighting with him, usually. I gave way to him too often for my
comfort, even though it was mostly over stupid stuff, and to be
honest, even though he was mostly right.

Maybe I didn't really know better than anyone
else after all.

At least I was comforted by recognizing I was
out of my element, and he was in his.

I could feel him, and knew and knew
approximately where, and I just had to move in that direction.
That, too, was hard getting used to, but handy.

I could even sense, to a degree, something of
his emotions when I was away from him. Usually it was just a
background buzz I had to really focus on to bring alive, but then
again, his usual emotional state wasn't very, uh, emotional, so
there wasn't a heck of a lot to sense.

I could sense him now, could sense him
getting angry, which was surprising, since he rarely did. I
quickened my pace, more out of curiosity than anything else. I was
kind of pleased he was distracted because we'd started playing a
kind of stupid game about sneaking up on each other without being
detected. It usually only worked when you were distracted,
though.

As I rounded a corner I saw him up ahead,
standing with someone by the gym entrance. I slowed down when I saw
who it was. It was Jacob. I did a mental eye roll. Colin didn't
think much of Jacob, but then, neither did I. He was always
flawlessly polite about it, though, and treated Jacob respectfully.
Even though as the stronger, he didn't really have to be.

As I got closer I felt a saw him turn his
head my way, and sighed. I hadn't managed to sneak up on him after
all. Jacob glared at him, as if outraged he was being ignored, and
for a moment I thought he was really dumb enough that he might hit
him! But he turned and saw me, and I guess he understood. It didn't
make him any happier, though.

He glowered at me, and I remembered what Tina
had said about him being pissed off. Well, fuck him. Was that what
he was doing? Complaining to Colin about me? I felt a rush of anger
at the idea. Colin was not my boss (he kind of was in a way,
though) and I didn't like the idea of anyone complaining to him
about me.

Especially when he hadn't had the balls to
complain to me first.

I hugged Colin, because I knew it would piss
Jacob off. In fact, I pretended I didn't even see him. I could get
away with it, because I was still wearing the green shirt, and
could excuse my rudeness as due to my being new and lacking control
and all. Colin knew better, of course, and Jacob might suspect he
was being snubbed.

He couldn't prove it, though.

“Hello, beautiful,” he said, his arm around
me.

“This conversation is finished, Jacob,” he
said in harder voice.

I turned slowly, comfortably, and gave Jacob
a sort of insolent look. He glared angrily at me and I widened my
eyes innocently.

“I'm going to talk to Michael!” he
growled.

“That's your prerogative,” Colin said.

Jacob turned and stalked off, and Colin
turned the other way, his arm over my shoulder.

“What was that about? Me?”

“How'd you know?”

“Tina said he was pissed off.”

“He's always so jealous of his supposed
rights as an alpha.”

“He can go fuck himself.”

“We alphas are supposed to be more respectful
of each other than that,” he said with a smile.

“But I don't respect him. My wolf doesn't
respect him either. He's a prissy little man and wants everyone to
bow down to him just because he exists.”

“Just try not to step on his toes for a
while, would you?

“Afraid he'd challenge you?” I asked with a
smile.

He snorted. “Jacob isn't strong enough to
beat me and he knows it. He might be a – .”

“Sulky boy?”

“Okay, but he's not a totally dumb one.”

I shrugged. “Want to go for a run in the
woods?”

“Can't. Have to see Dave and Brian about
those tigers.”

“Tigers plural? More of them?”

“Yeah. We want to find out where they're
denned and find out who's in charge so we can talk to them.”

“By talk you mean kick their ass?”

“If it comes to that.”

“Tigers are dangerous, right?”

“Only to lone wolves, not to bands.”

“And when am I going to get a chance to play
in your band? I asked lightly.

“Not any time soon,” he said. “You're still a
virgin.”

I rolled my eyes up at him.

“You know what I mean. One brief little fight
with Fiona and some practicing with Brian and Adam don't make you a
fighter. And don't even start with your human martial arts
training. This is were combat we're talking about.”

I sniffed disdainfully, but didn't really
argue. It wasn't like I was eager to get into some kind of fight
with a bunch of damned tigers anyway!

“Are you going to, like, kill them?”

He shrugged. “Hope not. Probably not. What
we'll do is confront them in human form. If there's fighting, it
can be held to human form. Hopefully. If they start changing,
though, which is possible, depending on their discipline, then
things will get a lot nastier, and it's possible someone might
die.”

“Someone on their side, I hope.”

He smiled thinly. “Wolves, you know, don't
fight fair.”

“Yeah, I know.”

“Neither do we. Not on something like
this.”

“I suppose the cops don't either. There's no
crap about one on one with them.”

He laughed. “No, not hardly.”

His hand slid down my back and cupped my ass,
and he leaned into me.

“And you know, after a fight, I tend to get
really horny,” he said.

I looked up at him and smirked.

“After brushing your teeth, too,” I said.
“And after eating, and after surfing the internet, and after
driving a car, and buttoning your shirt and combing your hair and
walking up or down a flight of stairs, and making your bed and
...”

“Okay, okay,” he said. “Let's not
exaggerate.”

“Swatting a fly or hearing a car horn or
opening a window or – .”

He put his hand over my mouth.

“None of that stuff makes me horny,” he said,
“Unless I happen to be around you too.”

He waggled his tongue at me. “I think I see
the common denominator, blonde girl.”

I bit lightly at the palm of his hand and he
pulled it away from my mouth.

“Pervert,” I said.

“Slut!”

“Yeah, so? You wanna make something out of
it!”

“Definitely!”

* * *

Colin and I were actually getting along a lot
better than before, though he still did have a tendency to try and
do my thinking for me. We still had fights but the fights usually
ended in sex, and he was getting at least a little better about at
least asking me before making decisions that affected me.

The 'no getting involved in fights with
tigers' decision was one of those he just made on his own but I
couldn't really argue with it, and besides, as Tertius he had that
the right to make such decisions.

Besides, I was just as happy to leave him and
his band to it. I wanted to be a lawyer not a cop or a soldier.

What I hadn't counted on was that band wide
metaphysical connection, one I'd been working on, with Zoe's help,
and how that would effect me when the sudden spike of agitated
emotion rippled through it. I was in my suite reading up on the
lore when it happened. So there wasn't a lot to distract me from
it.

Besides, it wasn't coming from just Colin,
but from a bunch of people. I wasn't that good on interpreting
those signals from a distance, especially compared to other alphas.
But I knew something bad was happening. It was as if a bunch of
people were talking, and then you heard voices rising, and turning
angry in the distance, a number of voices.

You might not know what was going on, but you
knew something was very wrong. And just as the noise causes a
ripple of silence to spread over a crowd, I could feel the mental
awareness on the part of many of the nearby pack members, a kind of
emotional silence as they 'looked' in the direction of where all
that noise was coming from.

It was the emotional equivalent of screams
and snarls and yells, and yes, some of it was pain, very sharp,
terrible pain! There was fear and alarm, anger and rage, and the
emotions quickly turned wolf like in a way that I knew somehow
meant they were all shifting form. Thinking of what Colin had said
I knew there was big trouble!

There were over two hundred members of the
pack, but at any given time three quarters of them were away from
The Lair, as they called it, including almost all the older,
stronger betas.

In a physical fight, however, even a weaker
beta was over two hundred pounds of angry wolf with jaws that can
crush bones in an instant. The emotions flooding into my senses
didn't require any human thought. It was one of those cases where
the wolf instincts took over instantly. I was on the second floor.
I threw open the window and jumped out, landing easily, shifting
almost before I'd landed.

I could feel other wolves pouring out the
doors and windows behind me, shifting as they moved, but like them
I was focusing almost entirely on the emotional storms coming from
deep in the woods. It would have taken a while to get there as a
human. We would have had to pile into cars, and drive in a
circuitous route towards the general direction, probably getting
lost several times.

We just ran straight into the woods, far
faster than any human, faster than a real wolf either. A werewolf
can move through the woods faster than a racehorse can move down
the track, and we don't run out of breath easily or quickly. I'd
found that out when the tiger had chased me, and I rediscovered it
now as I raced through brush and grass towards where those emotions
were coming from.

I felt someone die, felt it like a single
instrument in an orchestra suddenly going silent. Only the silence
was far more profound, far more noticeable. I knew everyone in the
pack, wherever they were, would have felt that. I could feel,
despite the distance of other pack members, a rising tide of
consternation and emotion, though it was very soft, and
distant.

I could feel rage filling the air, and felt I
myself as I pelted through the woods. I was moving fast, but not
fast enough that a giant black wolf didn't move past me on the
left, and then, a minute later, a smaller gray and black on the
right. I knew exactly who they were, though I barely saw them. I
didn't think of them in terms of their names. Wolves don't use
names. But I knew who they were.

I didn't know the name of the next song that
died, but I felt it. And felt even more rage filling the air and
rising from afar.

I was not far behind the black when we
entered a small clearing. I saw a number of bodies on the ground,
and felt a surge of relief that one, in particular, was standing,
huge and hairy, arms clawing at a giant tiger, grabbing it off the
back of a smaller wolf, tearing at its flesh and flinging it dozens
of yards away.

Then I felt a shock-wave of emotion as a
tiger in man form ahead of me, with his back to us, aimed a rifle
at that figure and fired. I felt the sharp pain as the figure,
Colin, went down, and then a ripple of rage from the black wolf as
it launched itself on the man from behind, huge jaws grasping it on
the back of the neck.

The wolf twisted to the side, mighty jaws
crushing down on the man's neck, and I knew he was dead before he
hit the ground.

Suddenly there was another man with a rifle.
He was a tiger, I knew that, but in man form, and he was aiming a
rifle at the black wolf. I'd like to say I did something clever but
the truth is I was startled by him rising out of the grass and
literally ran into him almost by accident, bowling him over.

It accomplished the same thing. He went one
way and his rifle spun off in the other direction, so by the time
he scrambled to his feet he had nothing to fight with but his
fingers. He started to shift but then a wolf leapt on him, and a
second or two later three more were on him.

I twisted away, looking desperately around.
No one else seemed to be on their feet other than wolves. We'd
arrived right at the tale end of the fight. There were a dozen
bodies on the ground in human form, and two of them were wolves. I
didn't know them. I mean, I knew them, but hadn't known them very
well.

They were both men, one graying, the other
much younger. Their names had been Justin and Peter. I didn't have
time to worry about them, though. There was the smell of blood in
the air everywhere, and I could still feel the pain coming from
Colin as I raced over beside him.

He had shifted, and I shifted as I reached
his side, staring in wide-eyed terror, running eyes over his body
before focusing on the blood and damage on his left arm. Only his
arm, I thought with a vast sense of relief.

Guns, by the way, don't produce neat little
holes except on television and in the movies. What they do in real
life is considerably more obscene. Colin was already trying to tie
the remains of someone's shirt around his upper arm and I quickly
grabbed it from him, wrapping it and yanking it tight.

I didn't have to ask if it hurt. I could feel
his pain.

I twisted my head around, looking for Tina,
but she was just arriving, carrying a kind of satchel strapped to
her back and she quickly went to another wolf, one which lay there
considerably more torn up. She shifted, the straps popped apart and
the satchel dropped at her feet.

Wolves need fewer words than humans. I stared
at him and knew a sense of such incredible tight bonding, such
desperate need that I almost trembled at the thought of him dying.
The wound looked awful, even if he was a freaking werewolf! I
didn't ask if he was okay. I knew he wasn't, but despite the pain
he rubbed his face against my hair.

“Pervert,” I gulped.

He chuckled low in his throat.

“Your arm – .”

“I'll be okay,” he said through clenched
teeth.

More wolves were rushing into the clearing,
shifting, jumping to help others of Colin's band who had been
injured.

“Half of them were waiting with rifles,” he
said as if in disbelief. “With silver bullets. Weres don't use guns
on other weres!”

“Apparently they do,” I said, sliding my
fingers through his hair.

Anger, rage and anguish filled my senses,
coming from wolves all around us. I stared at the dead tiger
people, trying to understand why. I knew weres could be violent but
not this violent!

Fiona and Michael were there, giving orders
to people. I saw the bodies of our wolves being gathered up to take
back to the Lair. Others were sent back for shovels. Apparently
they were going to bury the dead tigers. There were nine of them.
None had survived the encounter, and no one wanted to see what the
media would make of that if the were found. We had a bad enough
reputation as it was.

Brian lumbered over and looked down at Colin.
There was a kind of mental understanding which passed by men, and
Brian nodded and moved on.

Then Jacob showed up. He was one of the last
wolves to arrive, oddly, despite being an alpha, and as he shifted
he looked a little green around the gills. I could sense his
weakness, his lack of control over his aura, his power, his
wolf.

“Is the arm broken?” I asked.

“Probably. It feels like it,” Colin said.
“It'll take a day or two to heal.”

I stared at him, then nodded. Yes, that was
about how long it took a werewolf to heal a bad break. There were
some advantages to offset the disadvantage of being a
lycanthrope.

“Are you out of your mind!?”

The words and the accompanying sense of
outrage came from Michael, and I turned to stare at him, only to
see Jacob with him, looking stubborn – or maybe sulky.

The two looked over at us, and Fiona moved in
beside them as their voices went lower. Michael reached out and
almost grabbed him by the throat but he dodged back, and Fiona
stepped in front of Michael. I wondered what the hell that was all
about.

Finally, throwing his arms up in the air, and
with a sense of anger and frustration, Michael came over to stand
beside us.

“Jacob is challenging you,” he growled.

“He can't challenge Kenzie. She's still a
green shirt,” Colin said.

“Not her, you.”

Colin looked at him in surprise, while I
turned to stare at Jacob in shock.

“”Fine,” Colin said. “I'll put him in his
place in a couple of days.”

“No, now. This second. He's reminded me that
our rules require challenges to be answered immediately.”

I shot to my feet. “Are you crazy!?” I
demanded. “He's got a broken arm and he's bleeding like a stuck
pig!”

“Actually, the bleeding has almost stopped,”
Colin said, grunting as he started to stand.

I shoved him back down, moving in against
Michael so we were almost face to face.

“You can't make him fight when he's already
wounded!”

“I don't have a say in it!” Michael snapped.
“The rules of the pack are clear!”

I turned to glare at Jacob. “You fucking
cowardly piece of shit!” I yelled.

He seemed to smirk at me.

“Doesn't he realize that even if he wins
Colin will be healed in a few days and will kick his ass then?” I
demanded.

Michael hesitated, and I felt a sense of some
dull, black.. something, coming from Colin.

“What?”

“Challenges to leadership are to the death,”
Michael said.

I felt a shock hit me, and I literally felt
it push me back on my heels.

“What?!”

“It's not something I can overrule, Kenzie.
It's pack rules.”

“Then change the fucking rules!”

“I'll make it the first order of business the
next time the alphas meet. But you can't change it without a two
thirds majority of the alphas agreeing.

I can't express the sense of hopeless,
furious raging anger I felt at the thought that Colin, wounded and
one armed, could be killed! And I have to admit it was a selfish
rage. It was a rage more for the thought of him being taken from
me, the first person in my life that I cared for that I might even
say I was starting to love, by this stupid, sulky, arrogant bastard
of a man!

But I won't say it was wolf instinct that set
me in motion. It was a very cold, sharp, calculating human mind,
one which said as a new wolf I wouldn't be held responsible for
violating convention, for violating rules, one which knew Jacob was
hardly the best or most powerful of fighters, and one which
recalled a trick I had worked with Adam while we were
practicing.

It wasn't even a wolf trick. It was a human
trick which was really only possible because I was a wolf. A human
wouldn't have the strength or speed to do it... but I did.

I ran for him, while his back was turned as
he argued with Fiona. I moved with the speed only a werewolf can
move, and I was very fast for a werewolf. He almost immediately
felt that rage coming at him, and turned to face it, but I was so
fast I was already in the air by then. I leapt high and let my
forward momentum carry me right into him.

Michael was right behind me but he was too
slow, and his powerful will couldn't stop me either. I hit Jacob so
that my legs slid right over his shoulders and I seized his head in
both hands, twisting violently with both my hands and body as I
landed, thighs clamped tightly around his neck.

I heard his neck snap as we spun completely
around, his body spinning and flying until we both landed in a
tumbled heap, my body spinning away from his.

I scrambled immediately to my feet, but
Michael, Brian and Fiona were already there between us, yelling.
Jacob was silent, though. I'd snapped his neck. I felt a wave of
elation and shock at the same time, and even as Tina was hurrying
over I could feel Fiona's outrage and Michael's uncertain sense of
something like relief.

“Well, shit,” Tina said, dropping quickly
down beside him.

I gulped, licking my lips, dropping my eyes
under the angry gaze of Michael and Fiona.

Jacob's head was looking backwards over his
shoulders. Tina twisted it around again, and April, her assistant,
hurriedly knelt to help as they did something with his neck and
pushed a tube down his throat so he could breath.

Colin lumbered over, still wincing, holding
his injured arm. He glared at me angrily, and I could sense his
anger as well, but there was also something of a giddy sense of
relief and .. pride.

“Uhm, sorry,” I said. “I wasn't thinking. It
was all instinct.”

Michael glowered at me.

“I guess I still have a lot to learn about
self-control,” I said apologetically.

“He'll heal,” Colin said. “It'll take a few
days is all. We can meet then, if he still wants to.”

He put his hand on the back of my neck and
bent me back until I could see him frowning down at me in anger.
But I knew the anger inside him was a small thing, and more
concerned with what might have happened if I hadn't taken Jacob by
surprise than my breaking any rules. I gave him an innocent look
which caused him to shake his head in exasperation.
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It took Jacob more like five days to heal,
and no one was particularly surprised when he withdrew his
challenge. Since the rules were changed that day to prevent
challenges on the injured or ill no one expected him to challenge
again, and he didn't.

I was ordered to clean toilets for a month
for attacking and seriously injuring another alpha without properly
giving a challenge. But I was learning how alphas functioned, and
simply ordered Natalie to do it for me. Apparently that was within
the rules too, though Fiona was outraged when I pointed it out to
her.

That rule got changed too, but too late to
affect me.

I acquired a reputation, because of my run-in
with Fiona, and then what happened with Jacob, for sudden,
unpredictable violence. That meant, given the nature of wolves,
that everyone treated me with more respect. Betas rushed to do my
bidding, and alphas tried not to upset me by arguing with me. They
phrased advice delicately.

I wasn't quite sure how I felt about that. I
kind of liked the reputation on the one hand. But on the other hand
it was kind of bullshit, and I was irritated by it. I was gaining
more and more control over my wolf as the days passed, yet people
still thought I might explode and tear someone's heart out at very
little provocation.

Still, thought I'm not proud of it, I kind of
liked people being kind of … afraid of me. I mean, nobody ever had
before. I'd never had any power before. And now I was an alpha and
all the betas would eat their shoes if I told them to!

That was wrong, so wrong, but something
inside me loved it.

Jacob was so scared shitless of me he
wouldn't stay in the same room with me! I felt no guilt about that
at all.

Fiona, since I'd dodged her first punishment,
gave me another one, one I couldn't dodge. And it was by way of
punishing Jacob, too, though that wasn't formally part of it. He
wasn't in charge of the stripper girls any more.

I was.

That didn't mean I had to go stripping, of
course. Instead I got to supervise the girls who did. She seemed to
think I thought the whole idea of stripping was horribly demeaning,
and this would be a really clever punishment. It was, but not in
the way she thought. The fact was I was tempted, my inner
slut was tempted, and watching the girls move around the poles,
then having to drive them to the clubs and talk with managers and
watch some shows, well, it was horribly tempting!

I'm also thinking of recruiting some of the
guys to strip. Hey, they're all narcissists anyway, and love to
show off.

But I wasn't intending on becoming a
stripper, except in front of Collin. I started taking some of the
courses I'd need for university, over the internet. Werewolves have
a lot of energy, after all, and here was an area I could put it to
good use.

I had a lot to learn, still, about being a
part of the pack, but I really felt that I was a part of the
pack, a part of a kind of family. Just as importantly, while I
still thought that 'true mated pair' stuff was unlikely, and while
I still kind of resented the whole idea of having a 'boyfriend' I
felt closer to Colin every day.

Maybe it was the shock of realizing he was on
the verge of going away which made me realize how important it was
he didn't. I do'nt know. It's all so new to me. It was still going
to take time before I could easily admit even to myself what kind
of feelings I had with him. But I had that time now.

I'm still a raging nympho slut during the
full moon, but it's getting easier to control, little by little.
Well, except around Colin.

 


 


* * * * *
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