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The moon was a problem, for Alec. And not only because he was dating a werewolf, which made it the time of the month that was particularly sensitive for anyone belonging to that particular minority. All wolves got moody, when the full moon was approaching, when it was fattening up more and more in the sky every night. They all got a little clumsy and accident prone in human form, a bit emotional. The temper got more and more hair-trigger as that date got closer and closer all the time. For wolves of both sexes, it was a condition not unlike human pre-menstrual syndrome. But for most of them, it went no further than that. A little moodiness, a bit temperamental – and then after running with their pack, if they had one, at full moon, the emotions and temperament got worked out by the exertions of the run. Then they were good as new for the rest of the next month. 

Even bitches didn't go into heat every full moon. A couple of times a year, perhaps, or maybe three, at worst. (It wasn't a condition that most of them relished, since it involved such a loss of control, of autonomy and choice. Even wolves, these days, liked to consider themselves highly civilised and conscious creatures, their sex lives as controlled and organised as their careers.)

And male wolves, of course, didn't go into heat, as such. Or so he'd learned, since he'd taken up with Leo, alpha of a local pack. Heat wasn't a factor for them for biological reasons, and due to the fact that male wolves generally were just horny as hell, and if not always ready to go, then as near as damn it. Except for the exceptions, of course – which, it turned out, were mostly gay male wolves, with just enough of a quirk in their biology that they were cursed – or blessed, depending on how you looked at it – with the same phenomenon that female wolves 'enjoyed'. The ones who experienced it generally – although not always, and not without exception – were the ones who corresponded to the 'bottom' half of most pairings – catchers, rather than pitchers, if you wanted to use baseball terminology. Statistically, habitual 'tops' were less likely to go through heats, and switchers a little more likely, but only a little.

Oh, and, it turned out, the same thing also applied to gay human males. Or, at least, it did if they dated a werewolf – and especially an alpha werewolf – for long enough. Of course, Leo hadn't seen fit to warn him of this when he'd turned up in Alec's wholefood store, that first time, flirted Alec into a tizzy, and extracted a promise of a date out of him with a glint in his eye that had Alec sighing and infatuated immediately. 

And of course, inevitably, Alec was just designed by taste, temperament and habits as a catcher. And yes, three months later, he'd begun experiencing the heats that went along with that tendency. 

The thing was, Alec wasn't an exhibitionist. He was even a bit of a prude – during nine tenths of the month, at least. Or of the year, considering that so far, he hadn't had the heat every month. 

It was – well, inconvenient didn't begin to adequately describe it, how the heat affected him. Normally he was quite quiet and reserved, even a little shy. He'd never been inclined to hit the local bars looking for dates or hook-ups at the weekends. So it was extremely difficult for him to accept and reconcile his normal tastes and habits, with the sudden revolution in his behaviour due to purely biological urges, every few months. It felt more, to be frank, as if a whole other personality took over his mind and, more to the point, his body, during those periods. It wasn't quite as bad, perhaps, as it was for a single male werewolf experiencing the same thing. He had Leo to take care of him during episodes, after all. Even if every second away from the wolf's side, during heat, was a sweaty, terrified, desperate ordeal. Even if his own heat-fuelled appetites left him bewildered and uneasy, his body strange and demanding, and exhausting even the attentions of an alpha wolf like Leo – at least for the last couple of times. The poor guy had been drained, had torn a hamstring and downed enough energy drinks to kill a dinosaur, after five days of continuously servicing his delicate, furious, temperamentally horny human quasi-mate. Alec had almost felt sorry for him.

(But not that sorry. He had inflicted the condition on Alec in the first place, after all. And without a prior warning, too. It was only fortunate that he was hot, gorgeous and attentive enough for Alec to overlook it, so far. And it had helped with forgiveness, when Leo had confessed early on, distressed and conscience-stricken, that he'd been afraid that Alec would not even consider him as a boyfriend or mate, if he was given the full facts earlier on.) 

He hated to think about what heat might have been like if he hadn't had a boyfriend like Leo. (Yes, even though it was really Leo's fault.) He'd have been humping the busboy at the local convenience store, propositioning traffic cops, and resorting to anything vaguely phallic around the house, in the absence of an actual dildo. Even with Leo's services, heat was a terrifying live, vibrant dream where his control was shot and his libido was at the wheel and utterly out of control, no brakes. It tended to start gearing up a day or two before full moon, but even that couldn't be accurately predicted or used to prognosticate. It might spend a full week very slowly building, or sometimes came on full strength at the actual full moon – or even a day or two after, a couple of times. The calendar only offered a very rough guide to the moons and tides of his internal soup of hormones and lusty urges, the supernatural whims and fevers that coasted and flowed in his bloodstream now. 

And the fact that it missed more full moons than it happened on, meant that somehow it was always a surprise, when the warning signs started making themselves unignorable for him. Each and every time, he was surprised.
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