WOLF CREEK 1: BLACK WOLF
Adam Bates is in trouble. He’s virtually penniless, is being threatened by his landlord, and now he’s late for work at his new job. Expecting to be chastened by his boss, Adam doesn’t expect to be provided with a protector instead. He definitely doesn’t expect his minder to be a big, bad wolf with attitude.
Marcus Black has just arrived back home, but he won’t refuse his brother when he asks him to help a little tabby cat. When Adam is threatened by his landlord in front of Marcus, his alpha wolf won’t let him stand by and let it happen.
Adam is about to find strength in submission, and his own set of claws. Marcus is about to find the mate he’s been searching for in a deceptively small tabby. Let the games begin...
PRAISE FOR BLACK WOLF
“Jade Buchanan has proven time and again that she is a gifted author but Black Wolf is definitely a must read...” – Kimberley Spinney, Sensual Reads
“I absolutely loved this story, it grabbed me from the first page and kept me going till the last.” – Sarai, Bitten by Books
“Black Wolf is wonderful story about the power of true love.” – Emily, Rainbow Reviews
“Together, Marcus and Adam make a formidable team both inside and outside the bed room.” – Teresa, Fallen Angel Reviews
“Black Wolf is a quick, cute tale of two incredibly different men who turned out to be perfect for each other.” – Cassie, Joyfully Reviewed
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It was the noise that woke him; a dull buzzing droning sound behind him. Adam Bates cracked open an eyelid, regretting it instantly. Frog legs, he hurt.
Of all the ways he’d imagined dying, this hadn’t even been on the list. Who’d have thought it would end this way?
The phone finally stopped ringing, and he was blessed with silence for a moment. Almost immediately it started to ring again. Who the heck would be calling him at…wait, he had no idea what time it was. His head was pounding, and his entire body ached. Realizing he was lying on the floor, Adam gingerly rolled over. What the heck?
Suddenly, it all came back to him in a rush of clarity. Scott! He had to get out of here. Where was Scott? A single inhale told him he was alone. The scent of the human surrounded him but it wasn’t strong enough to indicate he was still inside the apartment.
Adam wheezed, pulling himself up on the arm of the chair beside him. It was ripped, cotton stuffing escaping from the blood-stained fabric. How did that happen? Confused, he paused to consider his surroundings. Blinking when his eyesight went fuzzy, he swiped a hand over his face. His hand was sticky and red when he pulled it away. Shaking his head, Adam groaned.
His apartment had been trashed, kitchen chairs were overturned, rips and stains decorated the cheap sofa and armchair. His tiny TV was on its side and busted open. Oh well, he hadn’t been able to afford cable anyway. The bed in the corner of the one room apartment was rumpled, the covers balled at the foot of the bed, the mattress pad nearly torn right off.
He had to get out of here. Now.
Without pausing to consider his actions, he ignored the ringing phone. The sound of it followed him out the door, keys in hand. He stopped to lock the door and realized it had been busted open. Frog legs. He turned and ran. Well, hobbled really. His knee ached something fierce.
Scott might come back at any minute. He had to get out, needed to get out now. There was only one place he felt safe…Wolf Creek. Rick’d know what to do.
Adam panted, unable to catch his breath, stumbling in his haste to run down the stairs. He tripped, missing several steps on his downward journey, and grabbed hold of the banister with a shaky grip. Reaching the ground floor, he gasped at the pain in his knee. He had no idea what’d happened to it, his memories of that afternoon were still a little hazy. He couldn’t do anything about it at the moment, but he’d about kill for an ice pack.
Hurrying down the street, he kept his head down, not wanting anyone to stop him and ask if he was alright. He wished he had a car or something that would make his getaway easier, but he couldn’t afford the payments, so he was stuck walking. He only hoped he could get there in time before Scott spotted him on the road. Campbell River wasn't that big and he had no idea how long he'd been lying there.
A warm trickle of blood ran down his face, sticky wet. Adam reached up his hand and wiped it away. The cut stung, a sharp bite high on his left temple, but at least he didn’t have to worry about the blood getting in his eyes if he kept wiping it away. It would heal soon, anyway. It was his leg he was worried about, but he didn’t have enough time to shift and heal it. Already it was throbbing, and he had a full night’s work ahead of him. At least he hoped he did. Adam didn’t know what he’d do if the Black family fired him for being late. He had nowhere else to go. He couldn’t go home. Not yet.
“Stupid, stupid cat!”
He shook his head, fighting back the tears that threatened to spill over. It was only the start of his second week at work, and already he was screwing up. He couldn’t afford to lose this job; it was the only thing keeping his head above water at the moment.
He’d tried to time this right, thinking to confront Scott when he knew he’d have to leave right away. Adam had given himself ten minutes before he had to leave to walk to work, and now he was hopelessly late.
He wished for a phone so he could call work, but he’d have to wait until he passed the closest convenience store. He wasn’t sure whether he needed to call or not, but it didn't hurt to let them know he was still coming in to work.
As he walked down the street, Adam hunched his shoulders, ducking his head down. Right about now, he’d kill to be in comfortable surroundings, listening to the soft wash of conversation among his sisters and his parents.
He wanted to go home. He couldn’t though, not just yet.
Angrily wiping away the tears that once again filled his eyes, Adam sniffed, rubbing his cheek against his shoulder.
He needed to distract himself from his homesickness. It wouldn’t do any good. He’d left for a reason, and he hadn’t reached his goal yet. He needed to prove to himself, and his family, that he could stand up for himself. That he wasn’t going to just blindly follow his father’s dictates.
“Right, cause you’ve done such a great job of taking care of yourself so far,” he muttered, softly.
He limped toward the gas station when he came close, making his way as quickly as possible over to the payphone. Digging out a handful of change from his pocket, he dialed the number to Wolf Creek, tapping his foot nervously.
“Wolf Creek Bar and Grill.”
Adam jerked at the low, clipped baritone. He’d been caught up in rehearsing his speech for Rick. Although the two men were brothers, Max was way more intimidating than Rick. Adam hadn't quite gotten comfortable around the brusque werewolf yet.
“Uh, h-hi, M-Max. It’s, uh, this is Adam. I, uh, didn’t ex-expect you to p-pick up.”
The voice immediately softened, the drawl becoming more pronounced. “Hey, Adam. The place is pretty busy. I’m just helping Rick out since I was right beside the phone. Aren’t you supposed to be in tonight?”
Adam nodded, sniffing when he realized the man couldn’t see the movement. “Yeah, I’m a little late. I, uh, had a little…well… C-could you tell Rick I’ll be in soon? I promise I’m coming in; I’m just a little late. Well, more than a little, but… Uh, yeah. Can you tell him?”
“Sure thing.”
Adam hung up the phone after saying his goodbyes, taking a deep breath. “You’re okay. Just breathe.” If he wasn’t careful, they were going to think he was the world’s biggest chicken. He needed to get a hold of himself. This was ridiculous. There was no need to be stuttering and stammering on the phone. He didn’t even want to imagine how much worse it was going to be when he saw them all in person.
Halfheartedly wiping at his face, Adam continued walking toward the harbor and Wolf Creek Bar and Grill, making himself as small as possible. If he’d been in his other form, he just knew his fur would be standing on end. He needed to be alone, not caught on a street corner with a handful of smelly, sweaty humans. Adam shuddered, cursing his sensitive nose for the millionth time since he’d moved to Campbell River.
* * * * *
Marcus Black inhaled deeply the minute he got out of his truck. Home. He loved that smell. Fish and saltwater combined with the scent of wolves and all sorts of other creatures of the night. Christ, what did his brothers do, sleep out here? Unobtrusively looking around to make sure he was alone and unobserved, Marcus stepped up to the side of the building and relieved himself. He hummed. Rick was going to hate that.
Done with his first order of business, Marcus walked around Wolf Creek Bar and Grill and stood looking out at the water. He loved it here. Dozens of sailboats bobbed in front of him, spread out along the Discovery Harbour Marina that Wolf Creek bordered. He started down the gangway, nodding at a couple wandering along the docks. Quadra Island was a welcome site across the water. He wondered if his brothers wanted to go camping soon. He itched to be out in his fur.
For a few peaceful minutes, he wandered up and down the dock to his family’s berth. Damn, she looked fine. The Four Howlers was a prime example of why you shouldn’t let your half-wild wolf children name a perfectly good 44’ sailboat.
With that thought in mind, he figured he should finally go inside and figure out what his brothers wanted.
Half an hour later, he cradled his beer protectively in his hand, lifting his arm above the people around him. They were packed like sardines inside the bar, and he desperately needed some fresh air before he snapped and growled at someone. He’d been bumped from behind one too many times tonight, and he wasn’t exactly in the most peaceful frame of mind. The fact that he hadn’t been able to speak to Rick yet just made things worse. What the fuck did his brother want?
Reaching the back of the bar and the door marked Private, he turned his nose up and fought the urge to sneeze at the strong odor of wolf. His brother’s scent was nearly overpowering. What did he do, rub on everything?
“Goddamn bastard.”
He grinned at the surprise Rick had in store the next time he stepped out into the parking lot. The man obviously spent too much time here.
Hey, that's just what brothers did. Although, he’d take one of his pack over a human any day. The ones crowded into the bar tonight had no respect for personal space or decorum. Fuck, he couldn’t stand this.
Curling his lip, Marcus sidestepped a lady wearing a tiny bit of lace over a stupid excuse for a skirt. She batted her eyes up at him in what she probably thought was a seductive expression, but it only served to make him want to slap her upside the head and tell her to go put some damn clothes on. This night was fast turning into a waste of time.
“This is why I fucking hate coming out in public,” he muttered. The woman stopped with a smile, probably thinking he was talking to her, and Marcus beat a hasty retreat.
He was just about to leave the bar, his promise to Rick that he’d talk to him be damned, when the sweetest scent drifted close to him. Marcus froze, ignoring the body that bumped into his back, and the accompanying curse, to try and pinpoint the scent.
He turned, raising his nose and drawing air deeply into his lungs. Almost instantly, his cock hardened, testing the limits of his jeans. Christ, he hadn’t had that happen since he was a randy teen, popping wood at the slightest breeze.
Snapping his head to the right, his gaze was unerringly drawn to the small man making his way through the crowd. He moved sinuously, gracefully, stepping around people without touching them. His right leg dragged briefly and Marcus frowned.
A low growl came from deep in his chest. He cursed silently, trying to grasp control of his wolf. He couldn’t let it take over in a crowded bar, but it took everything in him to stop from plowing through the crowd and screaming for the assholes around the man to move out of the way. What the hell was wrong with his wolf?
The man had his head tucked down so it was almost uncanny how he seemed to know where to move next. The low light in the bar wasn’t the best for seeing the man’s features, but Marcus felt that they were arresting. Although, it wouldn’t really matter if he looked like the ass end of a hedgehog. He was about ten minutes away from belonging to the big, bad wolf in the bar. Marcus stepped forward, making his way closer to the man, uncaring of the people he was cutting off.
Stripes of brown, ochre and black hair tufted up around the man’s face, with a little black M shaded in the hair right above his forehead. Marcus had only ever seen that on…wait. Being closer to the man made the subtleties in his scent intensify. He smelled like a cat and he looked like a tabby.
Actually, he smelled like more than cat. He smelled like mate. Deep inside him, he felt the wolf give an impatient snap of teeth, anxious to get out and claim what belonged to him.
Marcus grinned, ignoring the two men who abruptly backed away from his feral expression.
He kept his gaze locked onto the small tabby, the man who was completely unaware that he was now being hunted. He licked his lips, starting forward. This was going to be fun.
Adam stepped up to the bar and raised his head to glance at the man behind it, currently polishing a glass. He hoped he hadn’t screwed up royally. A part of him was positive the ringing phone from before was Rick calling to check up on him and ask if he was coming in tonight.
He really didn’t think Rick had wanted to hire him in the first place, so this didn’t bode well for his chances of keeping his job. Rick had considered him when he’d gone in to ask the man if he needed any new labor. Studied him from warm brown eyes. Adam was sure he had been a minute away from saying no, when suddenly he cocked his head and told Adam he could start the next day. It was the weirdest thing, but then again, Rick wasn’t exactly human. Maybe he’d seen something in Adam that made him change his mind.
That was the only reason he’d asked for work at Wolf Creek. The Black family had a reputation in the supernatural world. Their bar was a haven where shifters could come and be themselves, hang out among the humans who thought it was all just a joke.
Adam had virtually no experience at any type of work, but that didn’t seem to matter when his only duty was to bus tables. More often than not, he stood at the back of the bar, holding his tray and waiting for people to finish their food and drinks so he could clear tables. There was a lot of staff at the bar, mostly Black relatives as near as he could tell, and Adam couldn’t figure out why Rick had hired him. He didn’t seem to need him much.
His oldest sister had told him to look the bar up when she heard he intended to go west. It was pretty much why he’d settled in town. He could have gone anywhere, but this was okay. Or, it would have been okay if not for Scott. Adam didn’t want to leave, but he needed to do something. Soon.
Rick watched him now, his gaze moving intently over every cut and bruise on Adam’s body. That was exactly what it felt like, as if he could see everything that had happened earlier, even the bruises Adam’s loose clothing hid.
Rick opened his mouth, freezing for a moment before his gaze settled on something to Adam’s right. Adam wanted to turn to look, but he was afraid to take his attention off Rick. He needed to say something. Geez, what was wrong with him? He was hours late for work, and here he was like a simpleton, just standing in front of the man not even trying to offer him an excuse.
“I’m sorry,” he finally whispered, hanging his head.
Rick’s attention snapped back to him. “For what? Getting beaten? Or for not telling me you were in trouble? Who touched you? Who laid their hands on you like this?” With each question, Rick’s voice dropped lower, the temperature around the bar seemingly dropping as well until Adam shivered, despite himself.
“I-I, uh… I should get my apron. Right? I st-still have a j-job?”
The glass in Rick’s hand shattered, raining clear chunks of glass onto the bar in front of Adam. He flinched, whimpering, silently cursing himself for his cowardice. Rick wasn’t mad at him; he knew that.
“He’s a dead man.”
“N-no, you don’t understand…”
“I don’t understand? What don’t I understand, Adam? The fact that some man laid his hands on you, beat you, intentionally? He did this on purpose, and if I’m not mistaken, he meant for it to be a lot worse. If you were human, you wouldn’t be up and walking right now, and you know it.”
“No, it wasn’t like that. I f-fell. That’s all.” For some reason, he didn’t want his boss to know his shame. What kind of stupid supernatural idiot got beat up by a human? It would never have happened to one of his sisters. They would have torn anyone who tried to pieces. What was wrong with him that he couldn’t stand up for himself? To a human, of all things.
A low snarl suddenly filled his ears, a sound no human could make, right before a solid presence towered over him on his right side. Adam jerked, confused. He tilted his head, peering up at the man beside him.
He wasn’t huge, not by human standards. He topped six feet but he was wiry, not massively muscled. What Adam could see of his body was corded and strong. Regardless of his size, Adam knew immediately what he was. He had a presence that would make men consider him warily, and women drop their panties the minute he walked into a room. Alpha.
Oh, fiddle sticks. Like his night couldn’t get any worse?
Alpha’s took. That’s what they did. They saw something they wanted, and did everything possible until it was theirs, with no regard to whatever anyone else might think. Oh, sure, they protected what belonged to them, and you’d have to be a complete dummy to go up against one, but you had to belong to an Alpha before they’d protect you. Adam hated that word. It was what Scott said to him not hours before. “You belong to me.”
He wouldn’t belong to anyone. Not ever.
“That’s got to be the lamest, dumbest fucking thing I’ve ever heard. You fell?”
“Marcus, calm down.”
Strange, but now it was Rick who looked like the more level-headed person. He had his hand out in a placating manner, his voice softer than the wolf who’d almost shouted his words.
The wolf, Marcus, bent his head, sniffing along Adam’s cheek, careful of the bruise covering half his face. A soft puff of moist air soothed the worst of the sting on his forehead. Adam purred, briefly, before he realized what he’d done.
He shook his head, silently cursing the ache caused by the abrupt movement. He was actually leaning into the man. His smaller body was angled in as if he accepted the protection offered by the larger man. Accepted it and yearned for it. Frog legs, what was wrong with him? Maybe he had a concussion. It was the only explanation.
He couldn’t want what Marcus represented, it was abnormal. His dad’s voice echoed in his head. “You’re a fucking tabby, start acting like one.” It had the effect of splashing cold water on his thoughts.
“Who did this to you?” Marcus’ voice was as smooth as smoked whisky. Dark and sweet, that carried an edge you just knew would burn all the way down if you accepted it. He could get lost in a voice like that.
“I-it. Uh…” Helplessly he turned to Rick, appealing to the man with wide eyes. He didn’t know what to say. Not wanting to air his dirty laundry right here in the bar, he was conscious of the press of bodies around them. They were safe in a little cocoon of Marcus’ making, no one was stupid enough to come close to him right now, but there were just too many people in the bar.
He felt closed in, almost panicky. Too many people.
“Adam, I think you need something strong in you right now. You’ve suffered a shock.”
“Is that a good idea, Rick?” Marcus leaned in, studying Adam’s eyes closely. A finely shaped hand cupped his cheek, bringing their faces closer together.
“I know what I’m doing, and trust me, the little cat isn’t suffering a concussion.”
“You’re sure?”
“I can smell the blood, and he’s healing as we speak.”
Adam looked from one man to the other, following their conversation at first, but deciding to focus solely on Marcus when his vision started to blur. The man was attractive, not pretty-boy handsome, but more mature. He had deep lines beside his eyes, as if he’d either spent a lifetime laughing or frowning. Adam hoped they were laugh lines. Although, he suspected differently. Marcus looked like the type to take things seriously. The resemblance to Rick was uncanny. He had to be another sibling, but Adam had never met him before.
Marcus’ eyes were a deep dark chocolate brown so dark they almost looked black. They were set under thick brows a shade darker than his eyes. When he moved his head, glints of warm russet and brown flashed in the low lights of the bar. His face was tanned and weathered, interesting. It gave him character, made Adam want to learn what had made him into the man he was now.
He was clad in a black tee, nearly molded to his muscular chest. While Adam watched, his nipples beaded under the cloth. Adam gulped, swallowing with his suddenly dry throat.
Spice filled his nose, the spicy scent of the wolf in front of him. He couldn’t be attracted to a wolf, how messed up was that?
“What would you like to drink, Adam?” Rick gestured to the rows of bottles lined up like little soldiers behind him.
He swiveled his head to look at Rick. Confused, he frowned. “I, uh, I don’t drink.”
Rick smirked. “At all?”
“And you work in a bar?” Marcus snorted in disbelief.
He turned to look at Marcus. The man wasn’t smiling. Ookay.
“Uh, yeah. Ummm…yes, I do?” He swiveled to look at Rick again.
Rick curled his lip and a low snarl vibrated out. “If you ask one more time…”
Adam grimaced, nodding. He guessed that meant he still had his job. Heaven knew he wouldn’t keep him on if he was the boss, so it was a good thing Rick was making the decisions.
Rick grinned. “I have the perfect thing in mind for you.”
“Is it good?”
“Well, some say it’s an acquired taste. The first sip might be too much for you, overpowering as it is. But, I’ve always been a believer in letting things build. You can’t always trust your first sip. It’s a good thing to experiment with something you’ve never tried before. You might grow to love it, once you get used to the burn.”
Marcus growled. When Adam turned to glance at him, he caught the man rolling his eyes.
“What’s in it?”
“Does it matter, Adam?”
He shook his head. It wasn’t as if he was used to drinking, so he probably wouldn’t know what it meant anyway if Rick started listing off the ingredients.
He watched Rick mix his drink, pouring it all into a shot glass. It felt weird picking up a bar glass that was full, he was more used to picking up after folks finished their drinks. He glanced at Marcus again, but the man didn’t give any indication of his thoughts. If Rick had given him something bad, Marcus didn’t move to stop him.
Putting the glass against his lower lip, he considered it for a moment. How the heck did someone drink a shot?
“You have to open your throat. Relax. Besides, you should get used to it.”
Adam sputtered, moving the shot glass away just in time. “Wh-why would I have to get used to it?”
Marcus grinned, raising one eyebrow. “I’m a big man. You don’t want to choke, so it’s a good idea to learn how to relax your throat now.”
Blushing furiously, Adam ducked his head when Rick chuckled. He felt completely out of his element. He didn’t know how to respond when someone flirted with him. Wait…that was what Marcus was doing, right? He shouldn’t be even talking to the man, but he couldn’t help himself. What was wrong with him? His dad would kill him if he could see him now.
To distract himself, he tipped the shot glass again, opening his mouth and hoping like heck he was relaxing his throat like Marcus told him to. The liquid poured into his mouth, sliding down his throat easily. And then the burning started.
“Frog legs!” He bent over, coughing against the flaming taste in his throat.
Marcus started to laugh. “Frog legs?” A warm hand settled on the middle of his back, soothing him when Marcus started to pet his back in long, comforting strokes. “Breathe, little cat. Just breathe in.”
He wheezed and choked out, “Wh-what was that?”
Rick pursed his lips. “That, little cat, was a Black Wolf. Half an ounce of Green Chartreuse, half an ounce of Black Sambuca and 4 drops of Tabasco. I told you it was an acquired taste.”
“I don’t know if I want to try that again.”
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