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​Chapter 1: The New Me
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The sunrise was a mixture of orange and red set against a clear blue sky. I could hear the birds singing from the forest below along with the subtle sound of rushing water from the nearby waterfalls. It was peaceful.

If only I felt the same.

Titus started to move around, and I prayed he wouldn’t bump into me. Everything ached from my transformation the night before. 

He nuzzled my cheek with his hand on my shoulder. “How are you feeling?”

I shook my head. Even my jaw hurt. 

“That bad?”

I nodded.

The black werewolf climbed out of bed. “Do you want anything to eat?”

“No,” I whispered. 

He sat in front of me and brushed back my head fur. “I could take you to the hot pools. It’ll help loosen you up.”

I nodded. I’d try anything if it helped the pain go away. Titus pulled the blankets off and helped me sit up. I felt my ears splay to the sides. It was a slightly weird sensation with how they swiveled around on their own. 

“You look miserable.” He cupped my cheek and brushed his thumb along my fur.

Bowing my head, I wrung my tail in my hands. It was the only thing that didn’t hurt, but it was also strange to have one.

“Come here.”

I grunted when he hugged me and helped me stand. My ankles and feet were the main sources of discomfort. They had changed the most and could barely hold my weight. Titus turned around and squatted. I put my arms around his neck and he stood. 

“Alright?”

“No,” I muttered. “Just hurry.”

Titus carried me out the door. Climbing down the cliff was slightly terrifying, but we made it to the bottom without any mishaps. My arms were shaking from the strain of holding on, though. Titus noticed and set me down. I didn’t even care if it was in the dirt. I laid down and curled into a ball. 

“Oh, Aden.” He stroked my neck. “You’re breaking my heart right now.”

“It hurts.”

“I know.” Titus gathered me in his arms. “I’m sorry. I wish I could make you feel better.”

He stood and propped me up high enough, so I wouldn’t get wet as we crossed the river. 

“I think I’m a bit bigger in this form,” I whispered in his ear.

Titus laughed lightly. “A little bit.”

“Do you think I’ll be taller as a human?”

Titus shook his head. “You’re always taller in werewolf form compared to human.”

We reached the other side.

“Do you want to try walking?”

I shook my head. “Not worth it.”

“Alright.” He carried me the rest of the way to the hot pools. 

Finding a shallow spot where I could rest, Titus placed me into the water. The warm wrapped around me, and I exhaled slowly. It felt amazing. It was exactly what my body needed at that moment.

Titus sat beside me and simply stared at me with a dreamy look on his face. “You look so beautiful in this form.” He licked my cheek. “It fits you. It reflects your personality well.”

“A ravenous wolf?” I muttered, examining the deep red fur on my arm and legs. “It’s the same color as Darius.”

“His coat is darker.” Titus nuzzled my neck. “You don’t need to worry. Among other werewolves, you're not intimidating enough to be considered ravenous.”

I splashed water at him but regretted it when my shoulder started to ache. “Ow...” I buried my face in his fur. 

“I think it’s best if you don’t do any quick movement for a while.”

“Don’t torment me,” I muttered. “Everything hurts.”

“I know, I know.” He situated me between his legs and started to massage my shoulders.

It was not helping. I cringed through the whole process but little by little, my muscles started to loosen up. He switched from my back to my legs and that was when it became unbearable. 

“Titus, stop.” I tried to get away, but he didn’t have to do much to keep me from escaping.

“Just grit your teeth, and I’ll hurry.”

I did so. He massaged the muscles and made me bend my joints. Tears were forming from the pain. This was horrible. If anyone agreed to this because they thought becoming a werewolf would be fun, they were idiots. Titus was barely enough of a reason for me to endure this pain and I loved the man enough to marry him. 

“How are you feeling?”

I shook my head. Now was not the time to ask. He had just tortured me for over twenty minutes. 

He leaned down and licked my muzzle. “I’ll leave you alone for a bit.”

“Good idea.”

The werewolf swam off and splashing sounded soon after as Titus leapt off the rocks. I slid lower into the water and blew bubbles. 

This sucked. 

I was supposed to be enjoying my honeymoon. The first day was great, the second had turned into hell. I lifted my hand out of the water and examined the short fur and sharp claws that had replaced my fingernails. The tip of my tail poked above the surface. The new appendage was freaking me out a little. I kept forgetting it was there until it brushed against me.

I heard Titus curse and looked over as he lost his footing and flopped into the water right on his back. I couldn’t help but laugh. He emerged and narrowed his eyes at me. 

Titus swam over. “What’s so funny?”

“You.” I wrapped my arms around my chest. Even though it hurt, I couldn’t stop laughing. “I guess werewolves aren’t perfect. They’re just as clumsy as humans.”

“I doubt that.” Grabbing my hand, he pulled me away from the side.

“Titus,” I breathed. “I’m not ready yet.”

“I’m not going to do anything.” 

I rested my head on his shoulder as we bobbed about the pool. 

“Are you feeling better?”

“I’m getting there.”

“Good.” He rubbed my back. “Do you want to try changing back to human?”

I shook my head. “I don’t feel good enough for that yet.”

“Well, we can see how you’re feeling tomorrow. Sounds good to you?”

“Sounds amazing,” I breathed, closing my eyes and relaxing in my mate’s arms. I was very content to stay this way forever if it meant I’d never feel that kind of pain again.

***
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GRABBING TITUS’S HAND, I stepped down from the helicopter. My mate took out the rest of the bags and waved to the pilot. The window ruffled my fur, and I stood close to Titus as the helicopter took off. 

He gathered up the bags and clasped my hand. “Ready?”

I shrugged. “I guess. Knowing my mother, she’s been waiting since early this morning to see what I look like.”

“Then, we better hurry,” he said with a grin. 

He led me through the trees, down the path from the helicopter clearing to the cave. This was it. I was officially part of the pack. Hell, I was a werewolf. I felt better this morning, but even after four days since the transformation, I wasn’t ready to chance going through that kind of pain again to change back to human. 

The cave entrance and the pack members came into view ahead. My parents stood at the front with the alpha and Rose. 

My mother spotted me. “Aden.” She clasped my mouth. “Oh my lord, Aden.”

I jogged ahead of Titus and stooped down to hug her. 

She stepped back and ran her hands down my arms. “Oh my, look what Titus has done to you.”

My mate’s mouth fell open. “Mrs. Perri, I—”

“I’m teasing, Titus.” She smiled at me. “You’re stunning, sweetheart.”

“Hey, looky there,” exclaimed Darius. “A fellow red wolf.”

I glared at my brother-in-law.

“You know from what I heard, when a sub has red markings it means they're hothead.”

My mouth fell open.

“Well then, it fit him perfectly.” My mother put her arm around my waist and squeezed me against her side.

“Mom!” I snapped.

“Very fitting,” laughed my father. “Come here.” He opened his arms for me.

I hugged him. “Are you still okay with this? You’re not mad about letting me do it?”

He lifted my muzzle. “No. I have an entire pack of werewolves keeping my son safe. There’s nothing better than that.” He stepped back. “You grew. You’re nearly as tall as me.” He put his hand on top of my head between my ears.

“He's so soft, too.” My mother looped arms with me. 

“Mom,” I muttered.

“What? Titus’s fur never felt like this.”

I glanced at my mate, who was laughing alongside his brother. All my in-laws were sporting amused grins. 

“A sub’s fur is a bit finer,” said the alpha. “You’ll love it in the summer, Aden. The rest of us will be dying of heat and you’ll be fine.”

I sighed. “I’m just screwed during the winter.”

“Don’t worry, Titus will handle that.” Darius nudged his brother. 

Looking uneasy, my mate rubbed his arm and gave me a shrug.

“Alright, alright,” said my mother. “Let’s stop tormenting him.”

“Thank you,” I breathed.

“Besides, wait until you see the room. I finished it this morning,” she said, excited.

Titus’s eyes grew wide. “My room?” He ran through the crowd and it was my turn to laugh. The bachelor cave was no more, especially after my mother had finished with it. 

I walked with my parents and the others through the cave to my new room. 

Titus was standing at the doorway, pulling on his head fur. “My bed, my beautiful bed.”

I went to my mate’s side and saw the pit was no longer filled with animal hides, but fluffy blankets and pillows. 

“Isn’t it darling?” My mother hushed us further inside. “I really spruced this place up.”

Dressers instead of crates lined the walls. The book had been arranged on shelves rather than sitting in warped boxes. The frames I had given Titus’s for Christmas were on the walls with photos from our wedding. Everything was very human and Titus looked defeated. I thought it looked nice, though. I personally preferred furniture over broken crates and plastic bins.

My mother noticed my mate’s horrified expression and grabbed an album off a desk. “I also had this made for you.” She handed it to him.

Titus opened the cover, and it had all of our dating photos in it that he had saved. He smiled and went to sit down in the new armchair to look through it. The two wolves I had carved for him sat on a shelf beside him. All the animals I had done throughout the years were there as well. 

“Do you like it?” my mother asked, grabbing my hands.

I nodded. “It’s nice. I especially like those.” I motioned to the privacy curtains that had been added to the doorway. 

“Well of course.” She smiled at me. “No one wants to be doing a certain something”—she cleared her throat—“when anyone could easily walk by and see.”

“Mom,” I groaned. 

She patted my cheek. “You’re fine, Aden. So—” She stepped back and waited. 

“What?” I glanced around the room and noticed that everyone seemed to be waiting for me to do something.

“Change back.” She flicked her hand at me. “Xavier said that sometimes the human form can be a bit different as well, and I want to see what my baby looks like.”

“Well,” I breathed, rubbed the back of my head. “I sort of... well, the funny thing is—”

“He doesn’t know how,” answered Titus, still looking through the album. “He’s been sore the last couple of days and hasn’t wanted to try.”

My mother pursed her lips. “Aden Perri, you may be a werewolf now, but I still expect visits. I love this white and red fur combo. It’s beautiful, sweetheart, it really is, but I don’t think the neighbors are allowed to see you like this.”

My shoulders rolled forward. “I know.”

She smiled. “We’re staying the night, so I want to see you as my hairless son once again, come tomorrow morning. Okay?” She pulled me down to her level and kissed my cheek.

“Yes, ma’am,” I sighed. 

It sounded like I had a long night ahead of me. 
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​Chapter 2: Introductions
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“Concentrate, Aden.” Titus clutched my hands. “Visualize yourself as human.”

I squeezed my eyes shut and gritted my teeth, but nothing happened. I peeked at Titus. 

He chuckled and shook his head. “Oh, Aden.” My mate hugged me. “At least you look cute trying.”

Shoving him off me, I punched his arm. “Now is not the time. I have to figure this out before tomorrow morning.”

Titus lifted my muzzle. “Come here.”

Straddling his legs, I leaned into his chest. He ran his hand down my back to my tail, sending shivers up my spine. 

“Don’t.” My tail curled into my lap.

He wrapped his arms around me. “Close your eyes and relax.”

I did so.

“Take a deep breath.” He pressed my head to his shoulder. “I want you to draw the energy you felt before into your chest and visualize yourself changing back to human.”

I inhaled and mentally drew the energy to my chest. My fingers started to tingle. “Titus?” I whispered.

“Hold onto that feeling.”

The sensation traveled up my arms and legs. It shot to my chest and my eyes snapped open. The fur sank into my skin. My face pushed in and my feet changed back to normal. The process left me gasping. It hurt but not nearly as bad as my first transformation. 

Titus rocked me from side to side. “How are you feeling?”

Hiding my face, I took deep breaths. “It hurts. Why does my body still hurt so bad?”

“It takes time. Peter doesn’t feel any pain when he shifts now. You just need to give it some time.”

Nodding, I laid down and curled up on our new mattress. Titus placed the blankets over us and scooted up behind me. He shifted to human and draped an arm over my waist. 

“You did it, though.” He kissed my cheek.

I glanced at him. “Do I look any different?”

Titus cleared his throat. “A bit. I’ll show you tomorrow. Nothing too major.”

“‘kay,” I said with a yawn. 

***

[image: ]


“TITUS!” I PULLED AT my hair as I stared at my reflection in the vanity mirror. “What have you done?”

“It’s not that bad,” he said under his breath with a sheepish grin. 

“My hair is white!” I pointed at it.

“It’s more of a blond.” He scratched the back of his neck. “People bleach their hair all the time. I think it looks nice. It suits you.”

I pursed my lips and pushed my hair off my forehead. “Jackass,” I muttered. Every mole and freckle was gone. My mating bite really was the only mark on my body.

Titus walked up behind me and grabbed my hips. “Not everything’s bad, right?”

My muscles were more defined. I had abs, small ones, but I did have them. I glanced at Titus’s thick arms and broad chest. I still wasn’t very impressive compared to the other members of the pack. It was clear that I was destined to be a sub. 

“I guess it’s okay.” My shoulders rolled forward. “My mom will like it. I look like her now.”

He kissed my cheek. “Well, your mother is a beautiful woman.”

“Knock, knock,” called my mother from the hall. “Is everyone decent?”

“We’re dressed, Mom,” I replied. 

She threw open the curtains and her eyes grew wide. “My lord, Aden.” She covered her mouth and hurried over to me. 

“What the hell happened to your hair?” said my father as he stepped inside 

I shrugged. “My hair matches my fur.”

My mother ran her hand through it. “I prefer this over red. Blond will be a lot easier to explain than you suddenly turning into a redhead.” She tried to get a couple of my curls to stop sticking up. “I like it. You look like my side of the family now.”

My father folded his arms. “What was wrong with him looking like me?”

She squeezed my chin. “He still does. Aden is the spitting image of you when you were in high school.”

I sucked in my cheek. “It’s not too horrible, right?”

The curtains opened and the alpha entered with his mate. 

“Wow,” Xavier chuckled. “This is going to take some getting used to.”

“I think you look handsome, Aden,” said Rose, patting her mate’s arm. “The pack is waiting.”

“We’ll be there in a minute,” said the alpha.

“What are they waiting for exactly?” I asked.

“You,” laughed Xavier. “We’re welcoming the newest member of the pack today.”

“Oh.” I wished someone had mentioned this sooner.

Titus grabbed my hand. “It’ll be fine.” 

We filed into the hallway. I kept a tight hold on my mate’s hand as we walked to the main chamber. The pack was scattered about the walls. The alpha walked to the middle of the room. 

“Today, I’d like to officially announce the addition of our newest member and my son’s mate, Aden.” Xavier motioned to me.

Titus nudged me forward. I shuffled out to the alpha with my head bowed. Xavier put his arm around my shoulders.

“I expect all of you to welcome Aden into the pack. He is Titus’s mate and should be treated accordingly.”

The pack howled and clapped in approval. 

Xavier squeezed my shoulder. “Tomorrow, we will hold a pack feast in Aden’s honor.” 

More howls and clapping followed as he led me away to the back of the room. Xavier went to his throne as the rest of the dominants and their mates spread out around the area. 

“Aden.” Darius grabbed me from behind and put me in a headlock. 

“Darius.” I tried to pry him off. “Let go of me.”

“Look at you. Like a sweet little angel.” He plucked a hair from my head.

“Darius!” Sliding free, I turned and punched him hard in the stomach.

With a groan, he staggered back with a smirk. “From hell.”

I narrowed my eyes at him and prepared to hit him again. Titus grabbed me before I could punch that smirk off his brother’s face. We sat down next to my parents. 

“Aden.” My mother shook her head at me, clearly disapproving that I resorted to violence. “Darius is a part of the family. You’re going to have to learn to get along with him.”

I folded my arms. “Hitting him is the only way I can get along with him.”

She patted my leg. “I think Darius will be good for you.”

“I doubt it.” I glanced at my brother-in-law. Out of the two brothers, I was glad I ended up with Titus.

***
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I HUGGED MY MOTHER and father goodbye. “Are you sure you don’t want to stay for the feast tonight.”

“I’ve seen what kind of food Titus’s likes. It’s not for us, sweetheart,” said my mother. “You’re going to be alright here by yourself?”

I nodded. “I have Titus.”

“Yes, you do.” She cupped my chin. “If you need anything, just call.”

“I will.”

“Be good,” said my father. “Listen to Xavier. You’re a part of his pack. Follow the rules, they’re created to protect you.”

I nodded. “Don’t worry, I will.”

He squeezed me against his side before helping my mother into the ATV. “Bye, Aden.”

“I love you, sweetheart,” said my mother with a wave. “See you soon.”

“Bye.” I waved after them as they started down the dirt trail. 

Taking a deep breath, I walked back to the cave. My parents were gone. I was on my own now in a pack of werewolves. I went inside and saw people getting ready for the party tonight. Titus was on border patrol, and then he had the hunting party later tonight before the feast. 

I didn’t know if I was supposed to help with anything. Titus hadn’t been clear what kind of role I had within the pack. Going back to the room, I sat down on the bed. There wasn’t anything I could do here, either, but I didn’t want to get in the way. 

A voice came from the hallway. Hurrying over, I pulled back the curtains but didn’t see anyone. Slipping outside, I wandered to the neighbor’s cave. Peter was inside folding laundry, humming as he did so. 

I cleared my throat. 

The white werewolf jumped and spun around. “Oh, Aden,” Peter breathed. He hugged a quilt to his chest. “Rupert isn’t here.”

I nodded. “I know. I saw him leave with Titus earlier.”

He bit his lip. “Do you need anything?”

“No, I just wanted to talk.” I rubbed my arm. “Is that not allowed?”

Peter set the blanket to the side. “Well, we’re both mated and subs.” He scratched his head. 

I blew my bangs out of my face. “Yeah, did you have this lighter of hair before?”

He shook his head. “No, but it wasn’t as dark as yours, to begin with,” he laughed. “That must’ve been a bit of a shock.”

I wandered further into the room. “A little bit. My mom loves it. I look more like her now.” I sat down on the corner of the bed. “Laundry day?”

Peter nodded. “Just got it back.”

“So we send the clothes out?” That was wonderful news. I should’ve asked my mother to teach me a few household things before I moved out.

“Yes, but make sure you put your name on the bag, or you’ll have to dig through the pile to find it.”

“Good idea.” I gripped my knees. “Anything else I should know?”

Peter thought for a moment. “Hmm... Well, once a month we send a list into WIR for supplies. Titus will know the day.” He knelt by the nightstand at the side of the bed and opened the bottom drawer. “I keep my own list throughout the month”—he showed me—“so I don’t forget anything.”

“I’ll have to remember that one, too.” I sucked in my cheek. “What about the sub rules?” I scratched my head. “Since I clearly am not going to make the cut as a middle rank,” I laughed hesitantly. 

The werewolf wrung his hands in his lap, looking a little nervous. “That something you should talk to Titus about. Every dominant is different.” He bowed his head. “Rupert is pretty strict with me.”

“You’re a perfect sub, though. Titus told me about it. I have markings.”

Peter’s cheeks flushed red under his fur. “Everyone says that but I’m not perfect.”

“Still”—I shrugged—“Rupert just wants to keep you safe.”

“Yeah,” he sighed. “But I still wish I could talk to the others.”

I panicked and scooted toward the door. “Is it alright I’m here? I don’t want to get you in trouble.”

“You’re fine,” he said with a smile. “Because you’re a sub, too.”

“I guess that’s one perk to this white hair.”

Peter stared at his feet and smoothed out his fur. “I was happy when Rupert told me. I’m not the only one anymore.” Lifting his head, he gave me a smile.

“I’m happy I’m not the only one, either. We’re both human-born and subs.” I took in a deep breath. “Are there any general rules you can tell me?”

He thought for a moment. “Obedience,” Peter whispered. “We are low ranking, so we need to respect the higher-ups. If there’s a problem, our mates will deal with it but we’re expected to be respectful of higher ranks.”

“God,” I breathed. “This is going to be hard. Humans are nothing like this.”

“Yeah, it can be.” He let out a deep breath. “You do have Titus, though.” He took a bundle of clothes out of the white laundry bag. “To a dominant, their mate is the most important person, so trust him. Titus will help you figure it out.”
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​Chapter 3: Pack Feast
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I finally finished arranging the last of our things. Standing in the middle of the room, I scanned the walls. It looked like a failed attempt to hide the fact two men lived here and I was fine with that. Not sure if my mother would approve, though. The curtains parted and Titus entered in human form.

“Hey,” he said with a smile. “Did you finish unpacking?”

Nodding, I went to him and stood on my toes. “Just before you got here.”

He kissed me. Titus moved from my lips to my neck and ended at my mating bite. I jumped back and clasped the spot when a spark shot through me. I stared at him, confused. That was really weird.

“You’re feeling it, then?”

“What?” I rubbed the scar.

Titus looped an arm around my waist and pulled me flush against him. Pulling the neck of my shirt to the side, he kissed my mating bite. My eyes grew wide and I squirmed to get free. Titus laughed while keeping a firm hold on me.

“Stop it.” I spun around and pried at his hands. “It’s not funny. You messed up my body.”

Titus stopped laughing and placed a hand on my shoulder. “My healing enzymes react to my touch. Especially here.”

I covered the mark before he could do it again. “Don’t be so proud of yourself.” I glared at him. 

“You’re too cute,” he chuckled. 

Groaning, I fought my way out of his reach. “This”—I yanked my shirt over the scar—“is a no-touch zone. Got it?”

Titus gave me a smirk. “Whatever you say.” He held out his hand. “The feast is going to start soon.”

“Thank god,” I breathed. “I’m starving.” I grabbed his hand and led the way into the hallway. 

“A little werewolf enzyme and you’ve turned into a bottomless pit.”

“Well, I did get those enzymes from you,” I retorted. “So don’t rub it in too much.”

We entered the main chamber. Low tables ran through the middle and furs had been piled along both sides. Titus led me to the far end. The alpha and Rose were already seated. We sat down with Storm across from us, chatting with her mother-in-law. 

“Where’s Darius at?” asked Titus.

“Problems with the middle ranks and omegas,” replied Xavier.

I sucked in my lips at the word. Omega, I glanced down the table but didn’t see anyone I considered omega. I was the smallest in size. There were a few girls with hair the same color as mine but they were clearly not omegas. I sucked in my cheek and kept examining the pack members. Most were in human form.

“What are you looking at?” whispered Titus.

“Hmm...” I glanced at him before continuing my search. “I just want to know what they look like.”

“Who?”

“Everyone, I guess. I can’t tell who falls where in this ranking system.”

Titus slipped an arm around me and pulled me closer. “Everyone around us are dominants and their mates.”

I looked down the line at a nearby couple. The female had white-blond hair but she was ripped. Her mate was much smaller with light brown hair. 

“The fur color thing is just for males,” he laughed in my ear. 

“My dad said something about that. It seems weird after everyone kept bringing up the lighter the hair the more submissive you are when that woman is clearly the dominant.”

“She’s a few years older than Darius and me. When we were pups, Darius decided to run his mouth and she beat the shit out of him. He’s still bitter about it when I bring it up.”

“How old was he when it happened?”

“Thirteen or fourteen. Bruised his pride a bit,” Titus chuckled. 

Leaning forward, I peered further down the row. 

“By them are the middle ranks and after that are the lower.”

I spotted the small group at the very end. Darius was standing between them and the lower ranks. Clearly, something was going on because they all looked terrified. 

“Those are the omegas. It’s hard for them but most packs send them away once they reach a certain age.” He brushed his hand through my hair.

“Why?” I turned to my mate.

“They’re less likely to find a mate.”

“You don’t, though?” I peered up at him. 

Titus shook his head. “My father believes in protecting all members born into the pack. Including the omegas as long as they remember their place, they can stay.” 

I swallowed hard and scanned the array of werewolves one more time. This was becoming more complicated with every passing minute. Titus and I still hadn’t gone over the mating rules that Peter mentioned. It was weird that my marriage had rules to begin with.

Darius walked down the line. Everyone sat very still as he passed. He dropped down in the spot next to his mate and rubbed his face. “One day they’ll figure out a pack feast means the entire pack. They can tolerate them for an hour.”

“The omegas need a proper meal.” Storm patted her mate’s arm. 

He nodded.

I looked around at their faces. “Proper meal?”

“We eat in order of our rank,” said Darius. “As leaders, we make sure everyone has enough, but the omegas get whatever leftover after everyone else has finished.”

“Gez,” I breathed. “Tough life.” I rubbed my hands down my shorts. 

“They’ll be having prime meat tonight.” Darius gave me a smirk. “You have nothing to worry about. I’m sure my brother will tend to all your human craving.”

Rose slapped his arm lightly. “You weren’t supposed to mention that.”

I glanced at Titus, who was purposely ignoring me. It seemed someone had been complaining with his brother about some of my requests. I heard footsteps and looked over to see Rupert and Peter. The white werewolf waved at me with a large smile on his face. Taking the spot beside me, he was beaming.

“I’ve never seen you so happy before Peter,” teased Darius. 

The sub bowed his head but still couldn’t stop smiling. 

Rupert sat down beside his mate. “Someone paid him a visit today.” The scarred werewolf glanced at me and nodded. “It’ll be nice for Peter to finally have a friend.”

I glanced at Peter. I guess Rupert approved of us talking, thank god. Pissing him off scared the shit out of me. It would be nice to have a friend going through the same stuff as me. My last group of friends had been a huge mistake. Peter would be a fresh start. He obviously was excited about it.

I put my arm around his shoulders and yanked him over to me. “Yep, subs stick together. It’s the only way we can deal with you lot,” I stated. 

Rose and Storm laughed as the men shook their heads. Peter was a mixture of thrilled and scared. He kept looking to Rupert for approval. Werewolf marriages were very different compared to humans.

The conversation changed to pack business. I didn’t really understand anything that was going on. Mostly about scheduling hunting and border portal. Titus and Darius were both trying to find a way to avoid doing it. It was kind of comical watching the alpha reprimand his sons. 

Food on large metal platters were carried out and placed in front of us. They started at our end and slowly worked their way down to the omegas. It was a large mound of meat. The outside had been seared, but blood had pooled on the bottom of the tray. My eyes grew wide when Titus picked one up and put it on his plate. It was oozing blood. I wasn’t excited for this part of pack life. 

“You’re looking a little pale, Aden,” chuckled Darius as a claw appeared grew from the end of his finger. He ripped off a bite-size piece of meat and tossed it in his mouth. 

“I’m used to considering this disgusting,” I replied with my stomach turning. 

“Usually it is completely raw,” said Darius. “Tonight, we decided to add a little extra flavor.”

I nodded and picked up a piece. Silverware wasn’t needed by the looks of it. 

“Here, let me get that for you.” Titus tore it apart.

Picking up a piece, I lifted it to my lips. “If I hate it, you’ll do one of those special orders, right?”

With a half-smile, Titus rubbed my back. “Sure.”

I forced myself to chew while cupping my mouth. It tasted fine. It was kind of good, actually. It was simply the thought of eating something that hadn’t been properly cooked that was getting to me. 

“So?” asked Titus.

The surrounding pack members were also waiting for my answer.

I gave them the thumbs up. “It’s good.”

Darius pointed his finger at me with a piece of meat stuck to his claw. “We’ll make a werewolf out of you yet.”

***
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I WAS FULL BUT UNEASY. This rare food diet was going to be hard to get used to. I flopped down on the bed with Titus right behind me. Tucking a pillow under my head, I turned to him.

“Can we get rid of these?” He tossed one of the smaller decorative pillows in the air. “I don’t see the point of them.”

I shrugged. “We’ll put them in a box and get them out when my mom comes.”

“Yes,” he said under his breath. He gathered an armful and threw them into the corner. 

Shaking my head, I laughed and motioned around the room. “We’re keeping the rest of this.”

“That’s fine. The mattress was softer than I expected. Almost as good as animal hides.” He winked at me.   

“I’m with my mom on the dead animal thing.” I rolled my eyes and scooted closer to him. 

Titus put his arm around my shoulders. “You had a talk with Peter today?”

“Yeah, I don’t really understand what I’m supposed to be doing and heard him next door.”

Titus took a deep breath. “I guess we need to have that talk.”

I rested my head against his side. “You’re not going to lock me up, are you?”

“Well—” he breathed.

I gave him a repulsed look before spotted his smirk. “Knock it off.” I smacked his stomach.

My mate flinched and chuckled. “I’m fine with you hanging out with Peter. For your safety, I’d prefer it if you stayed in the cave when I’m gone.”

“It’s that dangerous?”

“A dominants’ mate is a prime target.”

“Good god,” I said in disbelief. “I’m not going to get kidnapped again, right?”

“No, you’re not.” Titus rolled on top of me and lifted himself up on his elbows. He pressed his forehead to mine. “No one touches my mate.”

I gave him a peck on the lips. “Really?” 

He kissed me back. “Really.” 

Licking my lips, I ran my fingers across his sides. “What else?”

Titus clicked his tongue. “Trust me and my decisions. I’m not going to be an overbearing mate but when I asked you to do something, it’s because I’m looking out for you. I want to keep you safe.” He kissed my shoulder.

I flinched and clasped my mark. “I told you that was a no-touch zone.”

“I didn’t think it counted at night.” He pulled my hand away and licked the mark. “Besides, don’t you want to feel what it’s like as a mated couple. We haven’t been able to since you’ve been sore.” He nuzzled my mating bite.

“This is going to cause problems,” I gasped. My breath hitched as his teeth grazed the scar on my shoulder. “A lot of problems.” 

––––––––
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MY BODY WAS ALREADY responding. Every touch would send an electric pulse to my cock. A groan escaped my lips.

“That good?” Titus teased.

“Shut up.” I tugged on his shorts.

He rose up on his hands and knees. “So, do I’ve permission to touch?”

“I’m about to take it back,” I stated. My skin was burning just from his simple caresses. 

Laughing, Titus tugged my shirt over my head before taking off his shorts. He tossed both across the room. “Your body will get used to my enzymes soon and it won’t be as sensitive.”

“That’s a relief,” I breathed, pushing down my shorts and underwear.

“Still going full-human, I see.” He gave me a grin.

“Titus,” I growled. 

He leaned down and kissed me, flinging the last of my clothes off towards the door. 

I ground our lower halves together. It was the weirdest feeling, but it felt so good. Much better than the first time we had sex. Titus kissed and nibbled at my chest. Whether it was his lips or fingers, my mating bite was always being stimulated. I was going to cum without him even touching my cock if he kept this up. 

“Stop,” I gasped. “Please, stop. I want it. I want it inside.”

Titus stopped touching my scar and slipped a couple fingers into my ass. He stretched me as I rubbed our erections together. I was sweating and frantic to keep the connection between us. He did something to me. This didn’t seem natural.

“Breathe, Aden.” He kissed my cheek. “Just breathe.” He pushed my hair off my forehead. “Do you want me to mark you?”

I glanced around the room, not knowing how to respond. My mind was spinning. “I don’t care. Just put it in. I want it.” Spreading my legs, I lifted my hips. 

Titus lined up his cock and eased inside. Biting my lip, I closed my eyes. It was so good. It didn’t hurt this time when he entered. Every touch, every kiss, I wanted more. My body belonged to Titus, only he could bring me such pleasure. 
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​Chapter 4: Dirty Laundry
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I stared at the dead animal lying at my feet. “That is really gross.”

Titus laughed as his claws formed at the end of his fingers. “Sorry. I should have cut it up before you got here.”

“Yeah, that would’ve been an amazing idea,” I replied. “I’m so glad you thought of it now.” 

He gave me a cheesy smirk. “That’s what mates are for.”

A couple of other dominants entered the eating chamber. Darius was among them with Storm on his arm, both in human form. He went to help his brother while Storm sat beside me.

“Looks good,” said Darius.

Titus nudged him. “Yeah, thanks for helping catch it.”

Darius eyed his brother. “Do you really think I wanted to go with Dad? Politics are boring.”

“Well, dad is sure you’re going to replace him, so get used to it.”

“I can only hope you’re my beta.” Darius slapped my mate on the back.

“Knock it off.” Titus shook him away and slit the deer open. 

Its guts filled out. I was going to puke. 

Covering my mouth, I jumped to my feet. “Excuse me.”

I ran out of the room and sat down on a rock near the entrance. My face felt hot. This was getting a little too real. I was barely getting used to the idea of eating raw meat. I didn’t need to see exactly where my food was coming from. Closing my eyes, I took deep breaths.

“Aden,” called Storm. She spotted me and gave me a small smile. “Are you feeling okay?”

“I’ll live,” I replied, trying to sound convincing. My stomach was still turning, though. 

She sat beside me. “That’s probably a rare sight for a human.”

I nodded. “First time, actually.”

Placing her hand on top of mine, she gave it a squeeze. “We’ll just have the boys butcher it before we get there. How about that?”

“Butcher.” I rubbed my forehead. “That’s such a horrible word.”

She laughed and helped me to my feet. “I told them to hurry. They should be done by now.”

“Let’s hope.”

***
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TITUS HELD MY HAND as we exited the food chamber. I glanced around at the werewolves scattered about the entrance waiting to enter. Feasts were a rare occasion and I doubt we’d eat together as a pack any time soon. I noticed a group of werewolves who were all around my height standing in the far corner. They were quite skinny compared to everyone else in the pack. 

“Hey.” Titus yanked me over to him before I slammed into a rock. “Quit daydreaming before you hurt yourself,” he chuckled. 

“Hmm...” I muttered. “You’re too funny.”

We went back to our room and lounge on the bed. Since arriving at the pack, I liked this time of night when it was just us two. It was peaceful.

I rested my head on his shoulder. “Is what Darius said true?”

Titus glanced over at me. “Depends on what he said, but in most cases, no.”

“True.” I turned toward him. “The alpha, beta thing.”

He shrugged. “I don’t know. I’m pretty sure Darius is the next alpha just by the way people act around him but I don’t think I’m the beta. Rupert is more likely to get the position than me.”

I sat up. “So, do you guys battle it out?”

“No,” he said plainly.

“Wrestling match?” I offered. “Arm wrestling, maybe?” I wiggled my eyebrows while running a finger across his bicep. “Oh, I know, you do like a muscle man competition. You oil each other and pose for the pack.” I demonstrated for him.

“Come here, you little ass.” He snatched me and squeezed me to his chest.

“Titus, I can’t breathe.” I pushed on his shoulders. 

He released me just enough so my ribs didn’t feel like they were going to snap. 

“So?” I rested my chin on his chest. “How do you decide?”

Titus scratched his neck. “You’re born with it. Every generation has an alpha and one beta, sometimes two.”

“I know that. I already passed werewolf 101.” Rolling off him, I moved to the side of the bed. 

My mate moved behind me. “Well, there’s not that much to it, Aden. We won’t know until someone starts showing the signs. A hormone is released and when that happens, you’ll be able to sense it.”

“I’ve noticed it. Your dad and Jericho, there’s something different about them.” 

He pushed my hair away from my face. “When Darius goes through the switch, and his alpha hormone is released, please don’t be sarcastic around him until he gets it under control.”

My eyebrows pinched together. “Should I be scared?”

“For a week or two, they’re a little overly aggressive.” He shrugged. “Quick-tempered is what Rose called it when she talked about when my dad went through it,” he laughed. “She says it was two weeks of pure hell. She paid him back once he calmed down, though.”

“Oh, great,” I exclaimed, “Darius will be even more annoying than usual. I’m so excited.”

Titus chuckled. “Basically. Just give him a couple weeks to get it under control, then you can let him have it.”

I sighed and cupped his cheek. “What about you? What am I going to do if it turns out there’s a beta somewhere in there.” I peered into his deep brown eyes. “Should I be worried?”

He smiled and kissed my hand. “You’re my mate, Aden. You have nothing to worry about.”

***
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LAUNDRY DAY, IT WAS heaven sent, and if I didn’t hurry up, I was going to miss it. I cursed under my breath and shoved the last of Titus’s sweaty shorts into the bag. I was ready for winter and fur weather. Werewolf form was way less maintenance. I scanned the room, looking for a marker. Running to the desk, I pulled open all the drawers. Titus had been in them. Everything was thrown about. 

“Aden,” called Peter. “Are you coming?”

“Just give me a second.” I pulled out the pen drawer. That man, he would never put things back where they belonged. 

Peter tapped me on the shoulder. 

“Hey, do you happen—” I turned around to see him holding a black marker. “Thank you.” I quickly scribbled my name on the outside of the white bags. “Titus is constantly moving stuff. I can never find anything.”

“I have a no-touch drawer in our room,” Peter laughed. 

I groaned. “That would never work with Titus. He’s almost twenty-four and still acts like a pup. His curiosity would drive him mad and then he'd rip through it.”

Peter shrugged. “I guess you’re out of luck.”

“Well aware,” I breathed. “Alright, let’s go.” I gave him back the marker and dragged the bags into the hall. 

“You’re adjusting well,” said Peter.

“Really?” I smiled to myself. 

He nodded. “You fit right in.”

“I usually spend my summers sitting in my room messing around on the internet, so I guess there’s not much difference living here.”

“I guess,” Peter laughed.

We tossed our bags into the pile outside. WIR agents had already arrived and had loaded most of it into the trailer attached to an ATV.

“We made it in time.” I held up my hand. 

Peter stared at it until he realized I wanted a high five. He slapped it. 

“Sub-power.” I fist-bumped him.

He looked just as confused by it and gave me a nervous smile.

I put my arm around his neck. “Come on. I think I need to humanize you more. These werewolves have gotten to your head.” I messed up his hair.

He squirmed free. “Thanks, but I’m fine with how I am.”

“I’m sure Rupert would love an exotic flair to his mate,” I teased.

“I don’t,” he replied nervously. 

I grinned at him. “He might regret letting you hang out with me.”

Peter took a deep breath. “I’m starting to think so, too.”

“Well, I need to straight up the disaster Titus left behind this morning.”

“Was he late again for the hunting party?”

I nodded. “Darius came by and yelled at him twice. Having a mate has turned him into an old man that wants to sleep in until noon.”

Peter peeked over at me. “We do share a wall.”

“Oh my god.” I covered my mouth. “Sorry. Wow, I didn’t expect that from you.”

Bowing his head, he bit his lip to stop from smiling. “Do you want to go swimming with me later?”

“Sure.” I reached my cave. “Let me know when you’re going.” 

“Alright, bye.” He gave me a wave and disappeared into his room. 
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