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Ceana

“You are so lucky,” Saorise sighed as she watched me clean the chicken coop. She was meant to be helping me, but like Saorise had always done, she’d given me those big green eyes, and I’d offered to do her chores. 

“Why?” I asked as I laid more hay in the roosting box.

“You are going to turn eighteen tomorrow; you can leave here and do whatever you want with your life.”

I shrugged my shoulders and wiped my dirty hands on my jeans before climbing out of the chicken coop with the water bucket and moving over to the tap to fill the chicken’s water.

“I don’t know that I’d leave. Mam needs me here. She is getting too old to do all the jobs.”

A frown pulled at Saorise’s brow. “Bullshit, Ceana. Sure, she is older, but there is no reason she can’t do these jobs. You do everything around here while she sits on her ass in front of the television.”

“Saorise, that’s rude,” I scolded.

Saorise shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t care. You know it’s true. When was the last time Mam cooked? When was the last time she even left the house, for that matter?”

“She’s unwell, you know that.”

Saorise rolled her eyes. “Papa died seventeen years ago; she should be over it by now.”

I tried to be patient. But Saorise didn’t understand. Mam’s mental health was declining. And maybe my sister was right; perhaps it was because Mam had locked herself away in her house and stopped facing her fears. But I couldn’t be bitter. My bedroom was beside Mam’s, I heard her sobbing regularly, and it tore at my heart. She would beg Papa to return and often cry to the moon, asking why? As a result, I did my best to take the stress off Mam’s shoulders. 

In Scotland, we lived in the northern parts of the Shetland Islands. I knew that Saorise desperately wanted off the island. There was nothing here for her. We were lucky; we had the internet and did our schoolwork online. I couldn’t imagine what it would have been like before the internet. 

It was a lonely life, though. We didn’t have friends outside of each other. There wasn’t a real reason we couldn’t have gone to school. But Mam’s fears kept us home. Saorise hated it. She was much more sociable than me; I was happy to stay home and care for the house and Mam. But Saorise craved social interaction, and this life bored her out of her mind. I knew that she was counting down the days until she turned eighteen. 

There was no money for her to go onto university, but I know she had plans to move away from the Shetland Islands and over to the mainland. It hurt me because I knew that when she moved away, there was a chance that I would never see my sister again; she would never come back to the Island anyway. 

“I’m just going to do what I have to do. Would you rather I move away and not have someone to do all your jobs?” I asked with a chuckle.

Saorise screwed her nose up. “Nothing would get done around here,” she laughed. 

I snorted. That was the truth.

“Alright, come on, let’s go inside, and I’ll braid your hair for tomorrow.”

“And I want to do your nails,” Saorise replied as she took my hand and dragged me away from the chicken coop.

I didn’t understand the point of doing my nails; they would only get filthy tomorrow when I started work again. But Saorise loved doing nail art; she had spent hours working on them, designing nails; hers were beautiful and long. She would paint designs on acrylic nails. I thought she was incredibly talented, and I knew that the day she could leave the island, she would probably get work doing nail design. I would love the money to send her to school to study nail art, but we were just scraping by.

Mam got a pension for her disability, and that had to stretch. The one thing I could be grateful for was that Papa had bought the house and paid it off before he died. That meant that Mam’s payments paid for the other bills. I tried to grow as much as possible to take the pressure off. I’d taught myself with the help of YouTube to collect the seeds and regrow vegetables. As well as rearing our own goats, sheep, cow, and chickens. If it wasn’t for that, we would never have enough to eat. 

As we walked into the house, I noticed Mam standing in the kitchen, staring out the window and over the rolling hills surrounding our home. 

“Mam? Are you okay?” I asked as I placed the basket of vegetables I’d collected on the kitchen bench.

Mam was startled and turned to face me. “Ceana. We need to talk.”

“What about?” I asked with a slight frown on my face.

“The moon waker.”

Saorise and I exchanged a look, and I had a brief thought that Mam’s mind had slipped a little more. 
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Chapter Two
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Darragh

The village was full of activities. Tonight was a special night; I had been excitedly waiting for this night for months now. I and my two best friends, Peadrus and Luthais, were finally eighteen; tonight, the moon would wake. As wulvers, this meant that Arianrhod would waken and present us with our alphas. For the first time in our eighteen years, we would be able to shift.

For millions of years, wulvers stayed hidden. A secret society of wolf shifters, only found on the Shetland Islands. Hundreds of us were on the island, but humans didn’t see us in our proper form. Mainly because we didn’t get the ability to shift until we were eighteen, and Arianrhod blessed us with our alpha or omega for women. But also because we knew that humans would fear us. So, we stayed hidden. 

Tonight, however, was a celebration. My parents, Frangan and Beitidh, were the leaders of our pack. Wulvers were matriarchal, and although Papa led along with Mam, it was Mam who was the true leader or queen, you might call her. Papa’s best friends, Adamh and Seocan, and their mates made up the committee that ran our pack. We still followed the government's laws but lived in a secluded village, hidden in the rolling hills of the Shetland Islands and unknown by most other people. 

“Darragh,” Papa called as I watched the women decorate a large arch with wildflowers. I turned to face Papa, who walked toward me with a smile. “Son, I wanted to talk to you before the celebrations.”

Papa patted me on the back, and we started walking away from the large house we all resided in. To anyone else, the house would appear to be a monumental farmhouse. But to us, it housed all the members of our pack. We were a relatively small pack compared to others on the island. There were only twenty families in our village. It was small enough that everyone was like a family.

“I wanted to check in with how you feel about tonight?”

“I’m excited,” I gushed with a wide smile.

Papa chuckled. “I can tell that. Do you have any questions about what might happen?”

I frowned and shook my head. “What do you mean?”

“This is usually the night you and your brothers discover your mate.”

My eyes widened, and my mouth dropped open. “Really?”

Papa chuckled and nodded his head. “There is a belief that Arianrhod doesn’t visit until the child turns eighteen because they come of age to find their mate. It used to be that we only had one mate per alpha. However, with fewer omegas being born and our blood being mixed more often, Arianrhod decided to group alphas.”

“Why didn’t that happen to you?” I asked.

Papa shrugged his shoulders. “There were enough omegas available on the islands. But soon found that we had run out of omegas that we weren’t related to. So many of the alphas found human women. Mixing our blood.”

I frowned. “But won’t that breed the wulver out?”

“Arianrhod will find a way to keep us whole and going. But I wanted to prepare you. There is an omega out there for you, Peadrus and Luthais.”

“Wait, so we are meant to be together?”

Papa chuckled and nodded his head. “Yes. You boys will take over the pack when it is time.”

“Do you know who the omega is?” I asked.

Papa shook his head. “No. But you will know once your alpha comes to you.”

I sighed. “What if she isn’t a good woman?”

Papa smiled. “Arianrhod doesn’t make mistakes, son. The woman you are matched with will be perfect for you and this pack.”

“Will the pack accept her if she isn’t full blood?”

Papa frowned and nodded his head. “They will. And if not, they can leave. Humans have mated with wulver; some members aren’t full blood.”

I breathed in deeply. The thought of our pack breaking apart because of a woman worried me. But I believed in Arianrhod and her blessings, and I knew she wouldn’t send us an omega that was no good. But I couldn’t stop the nervousness in my belly. I wasn’t necessarily scared of meeting our omega, but the unknown. 

“What will happen when we meet our omega?” I asked.

Dad chuckled, and the look on his face was full of mischief. “Son, your nature will take over,” he replied with a wink.

That was cryptic.
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Chapter Three
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Peadrus

“Peadrus,” Darragh called as he jogged to where I stood with Luthais in the stream that ran past our property.

“What’s wrong?”

Darragh grinned and stripped from his clothes. His body, like ours, was covered in the typical fur of the wulver. He waded his way into the water beside Luthais and me. The thick hair kept us warm during the winter months but also meant we could swim in the icy waters around the Black Loch that our property sat beside without freezing.

“Nothing is wrong, but I’ve just finished speaking to Papa.”

“About tonight?” Luthais asked.

Darragh nodded his head. We were all excited about tonight. We would finally become alphas. Granted to us by Arianrhod, the goddess of the moon. She would wake and bless us. We were finally men. 

“Papa told me it’s not just about getting our alpha tonight, but we will be presented with our omega.”

I gasped, and my eyes widened. “Seriously? Who presents her to us?”

Darragh shrugged his shoulders. “Papa said that we will be able to scent her. But that’s not all. He also said that all three of us would have one omega.”

I gasped again with shock. “Seriously?”

Darragh nodded. “Yep. There aren’t enough omegas for each alpha to take one, so now omegas are being given more than one alpha.”

I looked over at Luthais with wide eyes. “What will happen when we get given her?”

Darragh shrugged again. “I don’t know. I asked Papa, and he said that nature will take over.”

I snorted. Unlike Darragh and Luthais, my papa had been much more forthcoming about everything to do with sex. We all knew what sex was. We all knew the basics of how to make a baby. But Papa had taken me aside and discussed more than the simple mechanics.

“Nature taking over means we will want to mate with her.”

Darragh’s mouth fell open. “Seriously? But then she will get pregnant.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Maybe. Not all omegas get pregnant the first go.”

“Wait, how do we all have sex with her? There are three of us; if she hasn’t been with anyone, that is full-on, it would probably be scary for her,” Luthais said. He’d always been the more sensitive of the three of us. He felt things a lot more intensely. He often thought of something that Darragh or I didn’t.

“That’s true,” Darragh said. “She isn’t going to be someone in our pack. But Papa also said that she might not be pure blood either.”

This time I was shocked to hear the news. “A half-caste?”

Darragh nodded his head. “Yep. That’s what Papa said. He said it might not be, but he wanted me to prepare for it.”

Luthais frowned. “What if she doesn’t know about us?”

“Shit, I never thought of that,” Darragh swore.

“Well, I guess she will get a crash course when we find her,” I laughed.

“You have to take things slow with her, Peadrus,” Luthais said with a frown.

I nodded my head. “Of course.” I would go slow. I wasn’t an animal. I would never force myself on a woman. I might have been a wulver, but that didn’t mean I wasn’t a gentleman. 

I sat down in the deep stream and tipped my long hair back into the icy water, feeling it soak through the elf locks that were tightly twisted across my hair. Darragh and Luthais followed my lead and bathed themselves in the stream. Of course, we weren’t so primitive that we didn’t have showers at home, but bathing in the stream made us reconnect with our wulver. 

I closed my eyes as the sun shone on my naked skin and warmed my face. I wondered what the omega would look like, who she would be, and how far away she would come from. This was a day that I’d been looking forward to since I was a young wulver. But now, knowing I was about to find my mate, the day's importance grew.
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Chapter Four
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Ceana

“Mam, I don’t understand,” I sighed. “You keep saying the moon waker, but you aren’t telling me what that means.”

Mam looked up at me and then over to Saorise, who rolled her eyes and sighed. Suddenly Mam lurched forward and clutched my arms. “The moon waker is coming for you, Ceana.”

My eyes widened, and I gasped. “Who, Mam, who is the moon waker?” I felt my fear building in the pit of my stomach. I did not understand what Mam was trying to tell me; none of it made sense. 

“She’s officially lost the damned plot,” Saorise growled. “Let go of her, Mam, leave her alone. She is going to be eighteen tomorrow; leave her alone.”

Mam growled in her throat but dropped my arms and turned, dashing toward the stairs and her bedroom. I could hear her banging about the room and muttering to herself.

“What do you think she is talking about?” I asked Saorise.

“I don’t know,” my sister sighed. “Ceana, we should look at something more permanent for her. You can’t keep giving up your life to look after her.”

I sighed. “I can’t, Saorise. I can’t do that. She’s our Mam; we shouldn’t just give up on her because she is struggling.”

“Ceana, look at her; she makes no sense. Her mind is slipping. She is getting worse. How much longer before she has lost all functioning? And then what?”

Tears burned in my eyes. I knew that Saorise was right. I wouldn’t be able to provide the care that Mam needed. But the thought of tossing her aside like a discarded piece of rubbish felt inconceivable. It was cruel. 

I didn’t have a chance to say anything more before Mam came rushing back into the kitchen, slammed a box on the kitchen table, and lifted the lid. The package wasn’t one I’d seen before. Inside were papers and photos. Mam rummaged through the box, pulling pictures and laying them on the table. I recognized Mam in the images, but the man wasn’t someone I knew. 

There was something about him. My eyes widened, and I gasped as Saorise’s color drained from her cheeks. 

“What is this?” she whispered, pointing at the photos. The man in the photo wasn’t human. His face and head looked human, but the bottom half of his body was that of a wolf. He had a long bushy tail and paws where his feet should have been. 

“Mam, what is this?” I asked, mirroring my sisters’ question.

Mam looked at me. Her eyes were more transparent than they had been in a long time. “Ceana, that is your Papa. He was a wulver.”

“Wulver?” I asked.

Mam nodded her head. “Wulver. Part man, part wolf.”

Saorise snorted a humorless laugh, but the look on her face told me that she was feeling the same fear that I was.

“This can’t be real, Mam; there is no such thing.”

“There is. Ceana, you are an omega wulver. On your eighteenth birthday, the moon goddess wakes, and Arianrhod will send your mate to you. The moon wakers. The wulver who also turn eighteen.”

I frowned and looked up at Saorise, watching Mam with wide eyes. My head was spinning. I didn’t want to believe what Mam told us, but I couldn’t deny what I was looking at in the picture.

“Why haven’t we heard of this before?” I asked.

Mam sighed. “It is a secret. The wulver usually keep to themselves. Your Papa was rogue. He was thrown from his pack; they didn’t believe in him mating with a human. But we were in love, and he turned his back on his pack, but it didn’t change the fact that you were born a wulver.”

“And Saorise?” I asked.

Mam glanced over at my sister, watching us with wide eyes. Mam shook her head and sighed. “Saorise does not share the same father.”

I gasped. “What?”

Mam sighed, and tears welled in her eyes. “Your Papa’s pack wasn’t happy with him just leaving the pack. They wanted him dead. So, they killed him. Saorise has a different father.”

“Who?” Saorise demanded angrily. I didn’t blame her for her anger. This was a cruel thing to keep away from her.

Mam’s tears fell over her cheeks. “I don’t know his name, Saorise. He. He was one of the thugs that were instructed to kill Eoghann.”

“You were raped?” I gasped.

Mam nodded her head, and a small sob fell from her lips. “I’m the product of rape?” Saorise asked quietly. Mam nodded again, and tears welled in Saorise’s eyes.

I pulled them both into my arms and held them tight against me. My heart was torn into shreds. No wonder Mam had never coped with the death of Papa. It wasn’t just his death that had affected her. She was raped and conceived Saorise. It all made sense now.

“Who are the people that killed Papa?” I asked.

“The Bochanan pack,” Mam replied. “They are from the south. Sumburgh. Your Papa thought if he came here that he would be safe.”

“And who is the wulver meant to be coming to me?”

Mam shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know, Ceana. I hoped it wouldn’t happen, but I’m stupid to think that Arianrhod would forget about you.”

I frowned. “Can she run? Can she hide?” Saorise asked.

Mam shook her head. “No matter where you go, your mate will find you.”

Suddenly the thought of turning eighteen was a terrifying prospect, and I didn’t want to go through with it. My eyes stung with unshed tears, and my chest was tight at the thought. I felt sick. 
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Chapter Five
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Luthais

“Are you ready?” Papa asked. I frowned and nodded my head. 

“Darragh said that we would be meeting our mate tonight,” I told my father as we stood looking out at the fields covered in the wildflowers the omegas planted and tended to. 

I couldn’t stop thinking about the potential of meeting a mate. It scared me. I’d never been sexually active. It wasn’t that I was against it. I’d just never bothered. I knew that Darragh and Peadrus had practiced on each other. I’d watched them. Wulvers weren’t necessarily straight. We were inherently bisexual, or maybe it was a don’t really care sexual as a better description. 

“How do you feel about that?” Papa asked.

I sighed and turned my attention to my father. “I’m scared. What if. What if I can’t, you know?” My cheeks blushed with embarrassment.

Papa frowned. “You’ve never practiced?”

I shook my head, and Papa smiled. “Ah, I see. I’m sorry that I didn’t take the time to talk to you about it. I’d assumed that you three boys had experimented.”

“Is there something wrong with me? I mean, it’s not that I don’t want to have sex, but Papa, I prefer watching. Whenever Darragh and Peadrus did stuff, I liked watching them but didn’t want to be involved,” I admitted. When I watched Peadrus give Darragh a blow job or something, I got hard. My cheeks were on fire as I told my father my deepest fears. I’d always felt like maybe there was something wrong with me. 

I’d watched porn, and I got hard. I got soft when I stopped seeing the action and forgot about things. But I’d never cum.

“I don’t think there is anything wrong with you, Luthais. Some people don’t enjoy sex. Some don’t feel a sexual urge. And others like different things. Some don’t want to have sex with a person until they are completely comfortable and in love. That doesn’t mean there is anything wrong with them. They are just different.”

My frown pulled at my brow as I considered what my Papa was saying. “How can I have children if I never have sex?”

“Well, that is a problem. But I know that Arianrhod knows what she is doing, and you will be mated to the right woman.”

“I’m just scared,” I said with a shake of my head.

“I’ll tell you a secret, son. I was terrified when I met your mother for the first time. She was and still is so beautiful. I still look at her some days and wonder what I did to deserve such a wonderful person as Brighde. But Arianrhod decided we were suited to one another, so I had to accept that. Just as the girl you are fated to will be the woman that is right for you. She will be understanding and patient with your needs.”

I gave Papa a small smile. I’d always longed to have a relationship like Papa and Mams. They were so in love. Every time Papa looked at Mam, he got this look in his eye; admiration, adoration, and love all rolled into one look. It was the same way I wanted to look at my future mate. 

A slow drum beat started to sound from the center of the field. The beat rolled over the hills and struck me in the chest. The omega women came forward from the four corners, north, south, west, and east, singing in our native language. A song I’d heard sung many times through the years. 

This time the song was being sung for me. It was sung to wake the moon goddess and ask her to bless us with our alphas. I closed my eyes and looked up at the sky. The sun was still high in the sky; it would be a few hours before the moon woke.

My Papa pressed his hand to my back, and the warmth of his hand filled me with a sense of purpose. This was my time. I was finally going to become a man. The song that the omegas sang called to my soul, and as I opened my eyes, I could see the auras of the omegas filling the fields. The flowers seemed to bloom brighter and sway to the beat of the drum. 

Slowly I removed my clothes and started toward where the omegas had joined in the center of the magic fae lines that crossed the field. The area that was kissed by Arianrhod herself. The place that she had come down from the sky to bless. Glancing around, I noticed Peadrus and Darragh following the sound of the singing and beating of the drum. They were both naked with their hair braided in elf locks. Their beards held the beads that represented our adulthood. 

Our mothers stood in the center beside the drummer, whose eyes closed as she chanted in time with the beat. Our mothers smiled and wordlessly picked up the blue-pigmented paint they would coat on our skin in intricate patterns. Each tells our story and asks Arianrhod to bless us. 

“I’m proud of you, son,” Mam said with a small smile as she took my hand, led me over to the large boulder, and sat me down. With her fingers, she dipped it into the paint and started to draw the runes that both represented our family and ones that she’d been sent in dreams for me on my face.

Slowly my entire body would be covered in the runes and intricate patterns. I glanced around the omegas, who all stood with their hands joined in a large circle surrounding me, Darragh, and Peadrus. The alphas stood on the outside of the ring with their backs turned. They would protect us throughout the entire ceremony. Not that there had ever been an attack, but this was part of the ritual. 

The air was warm, and the auras of the omegas flowed high in the sky, mingling in a dance, calling Arianrhod down to the earth and bestowing her magic on us. 
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Darragh

The atmosphere was electric. The sun had set, and the moon was cresting over the hills. Magic filled the air with the low chants of the omegas that surrounded me, Peadrus and Luthais. Our mothers had painted us in the blue runes representing the wulvers and our pack. 

“It’s time,” Papa said as he, Seocan, and Adamh moved into the circle's center. Peadrus, Luthais, and I huddled around the fae lands' cross point. This was where the magic was strongest. The legend said that this was where Arianrhod came to earth and kissed the land, pouring her power into the ground. 

Luthais and Peadrus took my hands, and we lifted our faces to the sky, closing our eyes. The moon's light soaked into our skin, and tingles spread across each of the runes as they imprinted deep into our skin, tattooing us like a tapestry. 

The chants around us grew in tempo and volume. Sweat beaded along my skin, despite the cool air that whipped around my body. The hair over my arms, legs, and chest started to thicken and rise. I could feel my skin and muscles begin to contort as my body shifted and my wulver came forward. The magic was overwhelming, and tears broke through my lashes. Something like nervous energy built in my chest before I couldn’t contain it any longer. My eyes sprung open, and when I opened my mouth, a roar that sounded like something between a wolf's howl and a man’s growl filled the air. 

The world around me was so bright I could have mistaken it for the day. The moon was full and kissing the hills surrounding us. I turned to Peadrus and Luthais; they, too, had the same look of unbridled wildness on their faces. 

“Run, son,” Papa roared over the sound of the chants that surrounded us. I didn’t need to be told twice as I took off at a run, breaking through the crowd of omegas and alphas. I ran, chasing the moon. My legs pumped with a speed I’d never felt before. The air whipped past me as I leaped through the long grass. 

Finally, we reached the Black Loch, and I stopped, lifting my face to the moon. The pounding feet sounded all around me, and as I looked around me, I saw that all the alphas were running with us. All naked and their tattooed skin glowing in the moonlight. They understood this ritual. They had been through it. 

Arianrhod kissed me with her magic. I closed my eyes, soaking in her presence as she filled me with magic and completed the ritual. I was now an alpha. An adult. A man. I turned to see Luthais and Peadrus standing beside me. They turned to face me, and I turned to my brothers like a magnet.

Peadrus reached me first. His teeth lengthened, and I lifted my head. Peadrus leaned forward and bit deep into my chest. My eyes rolled, and I let out a long groan. His long tongue lapped over the wound, turning the mark into a scar. My eyes opened, and the aura that surrounded Peadrus was like fire. I couldn’t have stopped myself if I had tried. I took hold of Peadrus’s neck and brought him to me. Leaning forward, I allowed my fangs to penetrate his chest; the copper taste of his blood coated my tongue.

Peadrus roared and trembled in my arms. I didn’t have time to take in what was happening when Luthais, pushed by Arianrhod, pulled me away from Peadrus and laid his mark opposite mine on Peadrus’s chest. He repeated the action on me, and I returned the bite. 

I’d never felt so powerful; I knew we were now bound inside, and there would be no breaking that bond. On the wind came a scent of caramel, nothing like I’d ever smelled. I lifted my face to the sky and sniffed the air. The scent was so strong. One by one, Peadrus and Luthais caught the smell also.

“Mate,” Peadrus growled. 

My mouth filled with saliva, and my cock hardened with need. She was out there, and I needed her. Wordlessly, Papa handed the three of us clothes.

“Follow the scent, boys; she is waiting for you,” Papa said as we slipped into our clothes. 

We each pressed our heads to our fathers, joining the runes above our third eye. We took the strength that our fathers passed to us. I didn’t know how far away our mate was, but I knew we would be led by Arianrhod, and we wouldn’t stop until we found her and made her ours. 

“Sàbhailte fuireach,” Papa whispered. Stay safe. I nodded my head and kissed Papa on the cheek. 

“Tha mi a 'còrdadh rium gu mòr” I replied. 

“I love you too, Son,” he said with a smile and pat me gently on my cheek. I turned to Luthais and Peadrus as we prepared to leave our home and find the girl; we knew that Arianrhod had ready for us. 
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Chapter Seven
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Ceana

I didn’t sleep at all. I was terrified of everything Mam had told me. I’d gone online and searched wulver. Unsurprisingly there wasn’t a whole lot of information about them. A few sites talked about the legend, but they always called them mythical creatures. I’d spent hours staring at the photo of my father when he was altered. There was no denying the picture of Papa. There was no question that his bottom half was a wolf. He had a tail, for god’s sake. 

Saorise cried for hours. Eventually, she fell asleep on the couch with her head in my lap. My heart ached for my sister. This was a lot to take in at the best of times, but discovering that she was also a product of rape was horrendous. She’d laid her head in my lap, and I stroked my fingers through her hair as she silently cried. 

Mam had gone to her bedroom and left us in the living room. After she dropped the bombshell about Saorise, she’d left us alone and gone to bed. I was angry that she was prepared to dump this on Saorise and not even comfort her daughter. But everything made sense to me. Mam had never been close to Saorise; she’d never hugged or treated her like she did me. Saorise hated it, she saw the favoritism, and I spent my whole life trying to make up for Mam’s lack of love.

Now it all made sense why Mam felt the way she did. It must have killed her to look at Saorise, remembering what she had been through. The light filtered through the living room windows, and I heard the rooster start his morning song. I was exhausted, but my mind wouldn’t shut down long enough to be able to sleep. 

Saorise groaned in my lap, and when I looked down, her eyes flickered open. Her skin was blotchy and red from sleep and the tears she’d shed through the night.

“What time is it?” she groaned. Her voice was still groggy and husky.

“About five,” I responded. “How are you feeling?”

“Like shit. Ceana, I fucking hate this,” she growled.

I sighed and nodded my head. “I hate it too and wish that Mam had told us about this long ago so we had time to prepare.”

“We could run away,” Saorise said as she sat up and scrubbed her hands over her face.

I sighed. I’d been thinking about it all night. I’d wondered how far we could run before the moon waker would find me. A small part of my brain told me not to believe the story, but my gut told me that Mam’s fear was real and someone was coming for me. 

“Mam said that the man would still find me,” I replied with a sigh.

“Surely he wouldn’t take you against your will.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “They killed Papa, so I wouldn’t put it past them.”

Saorise frowned. “Mam said that I wasn’t wulver, but if it was Papa’s pack that killed him, who was the man that raped Mam?”

“I don’t know. I tried finding information about the wulver last night, but there really isn’t much available.” I hummed.

“What did you find?”

“I found some sites that talked about them. It said that they were mythical creatures of half man and half wolf. They are apparently only found on the Shetland Islands. And they were always supposed to be peaceful creatures.”

“Peaceful, my ass. Peaceful creatures don’t kill a man and then rape the wife.” Saorise snorted.

I sighed and nodded my head. “I agree. I hate this Saorise.”

“Me too,” my sister said as she wrapped her arms around me. Saorise held me tight as I cried into her shoulder. I hadn’t shed tears, and I think that was because I was still in shock. But in my sisters’ arms, my tears broke free, and a sob fell from my lips. 

By the time my tears had dried, I could hear the animals starting to stir, which meant they were all ready for their breakfast. I patted Saorise on the thigh and sighed. “Alright, well, I guess the animals aren’t prepared to wait for me to have my meltdown.”

Saorise giggled. “I’ll come and help you.”

My sister must have been not feeling herself because she did help. She dug in, fed the goats and sheep, and even helped muck out the barn. Saorise never did that; if she could get out of doing dirty work, she would. 

“Happy Birthday,” she said as we walked back into the house with milk and eggs.

I leaned over and pressed a kiss to her cheek. “Thank you.”

Saorise grinned at me, but I could see the worry still in her eyes. This wasn’t how I expected to be celebrating my eighteenth birthday.
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Chapter Eight
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Peadrus

When we first set out to find our mate, I’d assumed it would be walking down to the village, and boom, there she would be. But no. Two days later and we were still walking. I was, however, getting a little tired of walking. Thankfully, along with our alpha, we also built much more stamina. 

Luthais was slowing down, and our exhaustion started to set in.

“I think we will need to find a place to sleep,” I said. We’d been walking nonstop for two days. The scent of our mate was getting stronger, but I could tell we still had a way to go. We’d been heading north, and I wondered where the hell the place our mate lived could be. I didn’t even know there were homes this far north. 

“Yeah, I agree; I need some sleep,” Darragh said. “I’ve no idea where we are. Why didn’t we drive?”

I snorted. “I don’t know.” We at least have our wallets and money and can buy food and water. As wulvers, we knew where to hunt for food and find water, but we were also not our ancestors and were happy to buy food from the village. “And we should have packed camping equipment.” 

“I wonder if there is somewhere to stay. I’ve never even been this far north before,” Luthais said.

Darragh hummed and pulled his phone from his pocket. Thankfully there was internet available, which was not what I’d expected. 

“Okay, we are only a few kilometers out of Baltasound. There is an inn and a general store, so we can get some food and hopefully get a place to sleep.”

“Should we ring the inn to ensure we can get a room?” Luthais asked.

Darragh shrugged his shoulders but pressed on the screen of his phone and brought it to his ear, and listened to it ring.

“Hello, I’m wondering if you have any vacancies?” Darragh asked. He listened for a few more seconds. “Thank you. Yes, it is for three adults. My name is Darragh Saxby.”

He ended the call and smiled at us. “They have a room, but she warned that two of us would have to share a bed.”

I giggled and shrugged. “I’m game.”

Luthais blushed but didn’t say anything. I knew that Luthais was uncomfortable around sex. He’d watched me and Darragh experiment before, but he’d never joined in, and we never pushed the subject. 

“Well, come on, let’s keep going,” Darragh said as he started down the road. We followed behind him, and I was surprised at how quickly we arrived in Baltasound. The village was very typical for the Shetland Islands. Small brick and stone buildings and lots of green fields. “The inn is just up here.”

We arrived at a small brick building with a sign out the front indicating that it was the inn we were looking for. We went to the front door and rang the bell. A short lady with a round belly and greying hair greeted us with a bright smile.

“Hello, I’m assuming you are Darragh?” she greeted as she opened the door.

“We are. I’m Darragh; this is Peadrus and Luthais.”

The woman’s eyes widened. “Wulver?”

I frowned and cocked my head to the side. “How did you know?” I could tell this woman was human; she didn’t carry the same scent as wulver.

The lady smiled and shook her head. “I’m sorry, I should have introduced myself. My name is Catherine. I grew up in a wulver pack, even though I was born human. My stepfather was wulver.”

“Oh, which pack did you grow up in?” I asked.

“The Isbister pack.”

I grinned. “My uncle is the alpha there.” The Isbister pack was in Baliasta. I’d spent a lot of time there as a child. My mam’s brother was the head alpha.

“Your uncle is Ciaran?”

I nodded my head. “Yes. I spent a lot of time on the pack lands there.”

“Wait, do you have two younger sisters, Caitlin and Isobel?”

I chuckled. “Yes, I do.”

Catherine threw her head back and laughed. “Oh, my stars. I remember you as a wee tacker. You couldn’t sit still for a moment.”

I snorted and nodded my head. “I think I drove my auntie and uncle crazy.”

“Well, come in, boys; let me make you dinner and show you to your room,” Catherine said, waving us into the inn's living room. 

Of all the people to meet. I knew this was Arianrhod’s doing. She was sending us the help we needed. I hadn’t been to Baliaster for several years, probably since I was eleven. I’d got busy helping Papa and learning about myself that I didn’t want to leave our pack lands much longer. 
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Chapter Nine
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Ceana

It had been two days since Mam’s revelation, and no one had come. I was starting to think that maybe the story was a figment of her imagination. But then the photos of Papa didn’t lie. I felt like my whole body was buzzing with fear and anticipation. Mam hadn’t left bed since blowing my and Saorise’s life apart. I’d checked on her, but she’d simply curled deeper into her pillows and refused to eat.

“What are we going to do about her?” Saorise asked. She looked worried, which wasn’t like my sister.

I sighed. Mam had refused to eat, and now she wasn’t even drinking. “I don’t know. We might have to call Doctor Wallard and ask him to come to see her. She can’t keep going on like this.”

Saorise nodded. I could feel her nervous energy. I understood it. We wouldn't have money if we didn’t have Mam here anymore. There were no jobs close by. We didn’t drive. In fact, we were at a complete disadvantage growing up the way we did. 

I pulled Saorise into my arms and held her tight. “We will get through this.” Saorise sighed and nodded, but I could see the worry on her face. “Let’s give Mam another day; if she isn’t eating and drinking by tomorrow, I’ll call the doctor and have him come to look at her. Today I’ll search for what we can do financially; maybe there is something we can get, some kind of assistance.”

When Saorise nodded this time, she looked slightly relieved, but I could still feel her fear. We truly were stepping into the unknown. The only thing I could be genuinely grateful for was that I was eighteen, which meant I was old enough to care for Saorise if something happened to Mam. 

“Come on, let’s go and gather some vegetables; I feel like making soup.”

“Do you think I should perhaps teach myself to use Papa’s gun so that we can hunt and fish?”

I hummed. It wasn’t something I’d ever thought to do because we had Mam’s pension to get the staples. But if that money wasn’t there, it was probably wise to learn to become self-sufficient.

“Would you feel comfortable with that?” I asked as we walked out to the large vegetable garden I’d spent hours building and perfecting. I’d researched for a long time everything I needed to make it successful. It took a lot of practice, but after five years, I’d finally managed to get it to a point where we had vegetables all year round. We always had enough vegetables all year round due to the greenhouse I’d managed to construct. 

“Not really. The idea of killing something scares me.”

I nodded. “Maybe then I should learn?”

Saorise hummed. “The problem is that bullets cost money too. If we are left with no money, we need to find a way to hunt without the cost of a bullet. Like a trap or something.”

I cut celery stalks off the plant while Saorise dug out potatoes. “That’s true,” I replied. I knew we were just throwing suggestions out there to keep our minds busy. In truth, if we were left alone, we would find a way, even if that meant we had to sell the home and move off the island so Saorise and I could get work. 

“I wonder if there would be a place in the village where I could get a little shop and maybe do nails?” Saorise mused.

I stopped picking capsicum and stood. “You know that is actually an excellent idea, Saorise.”

Saorise smiled, and her chest puffed up with the praise. “You think I could do it? I mean, I’d have to have money to start up.”

I nodded. “Maybe there is a place in town that you could learn from.”

Saorise nodded but then sighed. The closest town we lived by was Haroldswick. It was a small tourist town, the most northern town in Scotland. Many people went there to visit. The scenery was beautiful, but it was a tiny town. Only the necessities were available there. Not somewhere where there would be a nail technician. 

“Perhaps one of the inns would let you set up there?” I suggested. The thought was weak even in my ears. I knew they had no need for something like that. For Saorise to become successful, she needed somewhere that was more populated. She really needed to get off the islands and go to Glasgow. There she could study and learn. But to do that, it would require money to send her there. 

It felt like everything we thought of was impossible. Everything costs money. Money that we didn’t have. It broke my heart. Saorise was too sweet, beautiful, intelligent, and talented to be stuck on this property. I was a homebody; it didn’t bother me to stay here. But I wanted Saorise to soar. 

“Look, if worse comes to worst, we will just sell the house and move you to the mainland,” I said as I lifted the basket into my arms.

Saorise gasped and shook her head. “We can’t do that, Ceana; this is our home.”

I turned and reached out for my sister, cupping her cheeks. “Saorise, if it means that you get a wonderful life, the life you deserve, then I would move heaven and hell.”

Saorise’s eyes welled up in tears. “You know you deserve that too.”

I smiled sadly. I knew it, but I also knew that I wasn’t meant to have that life.
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Chapter Ten
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Luthais

“Where are you boys heading?” Catherine asked as she poured the juice into glasses for us. It had been a great night chatting and being completely open about who we were. Not that it was an overly late night, but we were all exhausted, and as soon as we got to bed, we’d all crashed. 

“We aren’t sure yet,” Darragh answered after swallowing the perfectly cooked bacon off his plate. “We are following our mates’ scent.”

Catherine’s eyes widened. “This far north?”

Darragh nodded his head. “Yeah, I didn’t know there were packs this far north.”

Catherine frowned and sat at the chair beside Peadrus. “There aren’t. There was a story oh many years ago now. But I’m pretty sure that it is all just rumor.”

“What was the story?” I asked.

Catherine sighed. “Years ago, there was a rumor that a rogue wulver left his pack and came up north with his human mate or a wife, I suppose. Anyway, apparently, his pack found him and killed him. But like I said, I’m certain that it was just a rumor.”

I hummed. “I wonder if perhaps there are other rogues.”

“Possibly,” Peadrus said. “Do you know what pack he’d come from? I have never heard of a pack killing a member for leaving?”

Catherine nodded. “That’s why I always thought it was just a rumor. I’d always wondered if it were perhaps humans that spread the story to scare people. But the story said that it was a pack from the south.”

Darragh frowned. “I don’t know. We’ve always been peaceful people. I’m not sure I believe the story.”

“I always struggled with the story too. I might have been human, but I never was treated any differently. My mother was always treated as one of the pack members. And when I did leave the pack to move out here and open the inn, they still supported me. I still go back there every few weeks to visit.”

That sounded more like the wulver that I’d known. My papa always taught us peace, and we were supposed to help those less fortunate than us. Our ancestors had been known to hunt and fish, returning their catches to those without money. It was our way; we shared, loved, and embraced everyone. Even though we lived secretly, it wasn’t because we hated humans; we didn’t want humans to fear us. I imagine seeing a man half wolf and half human could be terrifying. 

As a result, we kept our lives secret. We presented as humans whenever we went into the towns. The only others that knew who we were shared our secret. There were humans, like Catherine, who knew about the wulver. Still, most humans had no idea they were walking alongside supernatural beings. 

“Well, I hope you find her soon. Do you think she is much further?” Catherine asked.

Darragh shook his head. “No. I can feel it. I know she is close. But I think we still have a bit of travel to do.”

Catherine nodded her head and stood from the table. “Let me give you boys a tent and some equipment. I know how young wulver take off for their mates without another thought,” she laughed.

“Thank you, that will greatly help us,” Peadrus laughed. 

Catherine gave him a wink and left the room. When she returned, we placed our dishes in the dishwasher and tidied her kitchen. Catherine stood in the kitchen doorway with her hands on her hips. 

“You boys can stay if you are going to clean for me,” she laughed.

I grinned. “Our mam’s taught us well.”

“They sure did. They have very good boys, indeed. Now, I’ve packed up a tent and a pack with essentials for lighting a fire, water, and food.”

“Thank you so much, Catherine; I really appreciate your help,” Darragh said as he walked toward her and wrapped his arms around her in a warm hug.

Peadrus and I joined Darragh and hugged Catherine between us, making her giggle. We stepped back, and she patted each of us on the cheek.

“Take care of yourselves, and don’t be strangers.”

I grinned and nodded my head. “We will definitely come back, Catherine,” I said, leaning down and kissing her cheek.

Peadrus and Darragh kissed our host's cheek before we went and picked up the packs she’d given us and started out the front door. Catherine stood in the doorway waving goodbye to us. I lifted my face to the sky and inhaled. The caramel scent swept around me, calling me like a siren. 

“Not far to go now,” Peadrus said. “I think it will be one more night, and then we will have our girl.”

A small flurry of excitement mixed with fear swirled around my belly.
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Chapter Eleven
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Canea

“Canea,” Saorise screamed from the bedroom door. I was preparing breakfast in the kitchen and asked Saorise to go and wake Mam. I rushed to the bedroom where Saorise was crying.

“What? What is it?” I asked, feeling panicky. I think I knew before Saorise even pointed toward Mam. I looked over at the bed. Mam was lying on top of the blankets. Her nightgown hugged her body. Her skin was grey. There was nothing that could have prepared me for that moment.

I sobbed as I moved into the bedroom and over to the bed. Mam’s eyes were opened, and she stared at nothing. Her irises were glazed over, and I could tell she had no life. Her muscles were rigid, and the skin slid across her body. I reached out a trembling hand and touched her cold arm.

“Oh, Mam,” I sobbed. I turned and opened the window of her room before moving out of the bedroom and to where I’d left my mobile phone. 

“Nine, nine, nine, what is the state of your emergency?” the operator asked.

“My mam passed away during the night,” I answered. My voice wobbled with the weight of my emotions. 

“Okay, and you’ve checked that she’s not breathing?”

“Yes, she is cold and stiff to the touch,” I replied.

“Alright. What is your name?”

“Ceana.”

“And what is your mother’s name?”

“Ailis Morgan.”

“How old is Ailis, Ceana?”

“She is fifty-three.”

“Okay, I’ve got an ambulance coming to you. They will take a little while to reach you there, but they will be able to help you further.”

“Thank you,” I responded before ending the call. My tears trekked down my cheeks, and I chewed on my thumbnail. If I was honest with myself, I knew that this was coming. Mam had given up. In one sense, at least now, she was at peace with Papa. But it also left Ceana and me alone.

It took about an hour before the ambulance, and Doctor Wallard arrived. Of course, Mam was pronounced dead immediately, and the ambulance removed her body.

“Her body will be taken into Unst, and I’ll prepare to do an autopsy to discover the cause of death. Once her body is released, you can organize a funeral,” Doctor Wallard explained.

I nodded my head. My mind was racing, and I didn't know what to do. Technically Saorise was underage, which meant that if children’s services got involved, she could be removed. The thought of losing my sister as well was terrifying. 

“I don’t know what to do,” I admitted.

“I understand. Did your mam have a solicitor?”

I shrugged and shook my head. “I don’t think so. I mean, she wasn’t rich.”

Doctor Wallard nodded. “Go through all the paperwork your mam kept here; she might have left a will. At least that will give you a starting point. If you don’t find one, this is a card for the solicitor I use; he will be able to help you.”

I reached out and took the card from the doctor and thanked him. Once the doctor and ambulance left, I stood in the living room staring out the window as my brain started to form a list of what needed to be done. I never thought at eighteen years old I would be facing this. 

“Ceana?” Saorise called from behind me, drawing me out of my thoughts. I turned to face her. Saorise’s eyes were red and puffy from tears, and she hugged her arms around her middle. I walked to my sister and pulled her into my arms, holding her tight as her sobs wracked her entire body.

“We will make it through,” I said quietly into her hair. I wasn’t sure if I was trying to reassure her or myself. But I had to be strong. I could break down if it were just me, but I had to be vital for Saorise. 

The rest of the day felt like a big dark cloud hanging over the house. Even the weather had turned cold and miserable. It was like the weather gods were also mourning my mom’s passing. Once Saorise was finally asleep, I went into Mam’s room, where she kept all her paperwork and started to open boxes in search of a will or anything.

After about the thirteenth box, I finally found the deed to the house, and she will. Reading over it made little sense, except she had left me and Saorise the house and land. There was a provision that if I was under eighteen when Mam died, we would be sent to Glasgow to live with Mam’s sister. I didn’t even realize Mam had a sister.

Her name was Nieve. A number was connected to the name, but when I looked at the will date, I wondered if Nieve even had the same number. Glancing at the time, I saw that it was just after nine. I asked if it would have been too late to call.

Shrugging, I picked up my phone and pressed the number. After about the fourth ring, a woman’s voice answered. “Hello?”

“Hello. My name is Ceana Morgan; I’m looking for Nieve Steel?”

“Jesus, Ceana. You are my niece.”

“Yes. I just found your number in Mam’s paperwork. Unfortunately, she passed away last night, and I saw on her will that it said if I was under eighteen, we would be placed in your care. I’ve just turned eighteen but still wanted to tell you about Mam.”

“Oh, child, thank you. God, I haven’t spoken to Ailis in around nineteen years. She’d only just met your Papa and was pregnant with you.”

I frowned. “Did she have another family?”

“We have a brother as well. Keegan, his name is. He lives on Shetland Island too. He lives in Virkie.”

I frowned. “Virkie. That’s where my father came from.”

Nieve was quiet for a moment before she cleared her throat. “Yes. He, um, he came from there.”

“Did you know that he was wulver?”

Nieve was silent again, but I heard her gasp. “Yes, we did.”

“And you know that he was murdered?”

“Yes,” Nieve said quietly. 

I frowned. “He wasn’t murdered by his pack, was he?”

“Ceana, I’ve got to go. I’m sorry about your Mam. If I can attend the funeral, I will let you know.” The phone clicked, and I heard that she’d hung up. My frown pulled at my brow. That was weird. And she knew something about my papa. 

I walked over to my laptop on the coffee table and opened the search engine, typing in Nieve’s name. Nothing came up apart from a few Facebook Profiles. I tried Keegan and the town Virkie. This time the search was more successful. There was a newspaper article.

Virkie man questioned over the death of their brother-in-law. I scanned through the article as I read that Keegan had been asked by police about the death of Papa, but nothing seemed to come of it. He’d been released from prison without charge. Did he kill Papa? Was it really Papa’s pack or my uncle's? And if that was the case, who raped Mam to produce Saorise? 

My mind spun as I tried to find the answers to questions that weren’t available. I needed to know the answers. I knew I should let it go and forget about the family, ignore them all like they had done to us, but something in my spirit wasn’t willing to let it go. 
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Chapter Twelve
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Darragh

“Damn, how fucking far does this woman live? I reckon we will run out of land before we find her,” Peadrus grumbled, making me chuckle. 

“We are getting closer; her scent is getting stronger,” Luthais said, but I agreed with Peadrus. It felt like we’d been hiking for years.

“Let’s call it for tonight, the sun is going to go down soon, and I can feel a bite in the air; we can find somewhere to camp,” I instructed.

We moved off the main road and into a field area; the scent trail had led us along the coast, and looking at our phones that we’d charged the night before, we weren’t far from the town of Haroldswick. We walked together toward the sea, where the ground would be soft. Along the road were stone fences that were so common on the island. They had been there for thousands of years. No one knows whether the Vikings raided the island that built them. If you ask any farmer, he would tell you that the stone fences are there because if a cow sneezed, the wall would fall. 

We didn’t take long to erect the tent and light a small fire, using some fallen stones to build a fireplace to keep the flames contained. We’d found some discarded wood that had washed up in the waters to use as firewood. It wasn’t much, but it would provide us a warm meal for the night and some warmth before bed. Either way, it provided excellent shelter from the arctic winds that could blow through the area and keep us safely off the road. 

“I haven’t been able to visualize our mate,” Peadrus said. “All I’ve been able to get is her scent of caramel.”

I nodded my head and stretched out on the grass beside the fire. “That’s all I’ve been able to get too.”

“I bet she is beautiful, though,” Luthais said wistfully. “She has to be with a scent so sweet.”

I smiled. “What would your ideal mate look like?”

Luthais hummed as he stretched his long legs in front of him. We were all tall, Luthais was the shortest, but he was still just over six feet. Wulvers were naturally bitted solid, and it didn’t take much for us to bulk out our muscles. No one knew what it was, but it was how it had always been. Unlike my dark hair and beard, Luthais had blonde hair hanging down to the middle of his back when loose. His eyes were crystal blue and rivaled the ocean on the brightest days. Peadrus was more like me, his hair was dark, and his eyes were almost black. He saved the sides of his head but wore the hair long on top. 

The blue tattoos that dotted our skin would fade once we met our mates but would still be visible to other wulver. All wulver carried the same blue runes over their body, seared into them by Arianrhod on their eighteenth birthday. 

“I don’t have a certain look that I want in a mate,” Luthais said.

“What is the most important aspect, then?” I questioned.

“I want her to be kind, loving. I want her to be generous and love the family. Not just children that we might have, but each other.”

I nodded. “I agree with all those things. I don’t know that Arianrhod would fate us a woman who wasn’t those things.”

“God, I hope not,” Peadrus groaned. “I wouldn’t say no to a pretty redhead with green eyes like the forest and ruby lips that pouted and swelled when you kissed her.”

I groaned at the image and nodded. “That sounds amazing.”

When I looked at Peadrus, he had his hand over his crotch, adjusting himself. “What are we going to do if she rejects us?” Luthais asked.

I sighed and sat up slightly. “I don’t know. I guess we just must leave. I will never force a woman to take me as a mate.”

Peadrus nodded his head. “Me neither. I pray, Arianrhod, that she won’t reject us, but if she does, I’m prepared to walk away.”

Luthais smiled. “I’m a bit nervous about meeting her.”

“What makes you nervous?” I asked.

Luthais shrugged his shoulders. “You guys have done things, you know. But I haven’t. I don’t know what to do, but I also don’t know that I’m sure I want to. Like I enjoy watching the two of you when you are together. But I don’t necessarily want to get involved.”

“It could be because you don’t want to get involved with another man, maybe?” I suggested.

Luthais sighed. “I don’t know. I mean, I get hard when I watch you guys. I feel horny. But I’ve never cum. I’ve never been able to.”

“Not even on your own?” Peadrus asked.

Luthais shook his head. “Never.”

“Oh wow, Luthais, I’m sorry, man. If you had said something, we could have helped you, maybe,” Peadrus said.

Luthais shrugged again. “I just hope that either it will change when we meet our mate or something will change for me.”

“I hope so, too,” I said. “But if it doesn’t, we can see Torcall; maybe she will have a remedy.”

Luthais nodded but didn’t say anything else. I put it into my memory to speak to Torcall when we returned to the pack. Every pack had a healer; they were like a doctor. Usually, they were born omega, but with healing powers. Some said the healers had blood in them; I didn’t know about that. But Torcall was our healer; it would be her if anyone could help Luthais.
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Chapter Thirteen
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Canea

I felt like I was walking around in a daze. I hadn’t told Saorise about speaking with Nieve. She still accepted her conception, and I wasn’t about to tell her my suspicions that Mam’s family killed Papa and not his pack. I’d reviewed all of Mam’s paperwork and found a number for a solicitor willing to come to us and go through everything. 

From there, I had a meeting via Zoom to organize a casket. I had to apply for a funeral support payment because we didn't have money. The funeral director was completely understanding and was lovely. He led me through everything that I needed to know. As it stood, the funeral would be Saorise and me. I was pleased to discover that I could bury Mam on our land. 

Our property looked over the sea, and I wanted to put Mam’s coffin on top of one of the hills so that she could look out over the ocean. I didn’t know what had happened to Papa’s body. I assumed his pack must have taken it with them when they’d killed him, but I had no idea. 

I’d spoken with Doctor Wallard, who said that the autopsy showed Mam had a stroke, which led to her death. I was struggling with everyone. I wished I had someone to guide me through everything I needed to do.

We expected Mam’s body to be returned to the house today. I’d changed the sheets on her bed, and Saorise had spent hours picking wildflowers so that we could decorate Mam’s body once she was brought back. Then the funeral would be held in two days. Doctor Wallard told me he was preparing one of the local farms to come out and use his machine to dig the hole for Mam’s coffin. I was grateful for it because the thought of digging it by hand was daunting. 

A knock on the door roused me from my thoughts, and when I swung the door open, I saw the funeral director I’d been speaking with via Zoom.

“Hello, Ceana; how are you coping?”

I smiled and nodded. “Not too bad, John; please come in.”

“Thank you,” John said as he entered the living room. “Two of my men are picking up your mother’s body; they should be here shortly.”

I nodded my head. “Would you like a drink or something?”

John shook his head and sat on the couch. I waved my hand over. “No, thank you. I thought I would chat more about what you would like to do at the funeral service.”

I sighed and sat in the chair opposite. “I don’t know to be honest. It is only going to be and Saorise that are there.”

“Well, you can both have an opportunity to speak and say something.”

I nodded. “Saorise might like to do that. I’m not sure what I could say.”

“Often loved ones like to tell stories about the person.”

I sighed. “We don’t have many stories to tell about our Mam, she was a sick lady, and our memories aren’t filled with great stories of her.”

John nodded his head and gave me a small smile. Another knock sounded on the door, and when I opened it, I saw the hearse pulled up out the front.

“Hello, my name is Dylan, and this is my colleague Brendan; we have your mother’s body here.”

I nodded. “Thank you, I want to lay her in her bedroom.”

“No worries; if you can just show me to her room, we can bring her body in for you,” Dylan said.

I showed him through the house and into Mam’s bedroom, which was ready for her body. Saorise was out collecting more flowers that we would dress Mam in. Dylan and Brendan moved Mam’s body into the bedroom and laid her gently on the center of the bed. 

“Thank you,” I said quietly, feeling emotions taking over me. Seeing her on the bed, dressed in her nightgown that she’d died in, clenched my heart. 

Once the men left home and Saorise had returned with two large baskets filled with wildflowers, we set about dressing Mam in her wedding dress. The dress was a bright yellow with lace covering the silk material. It wasn’t the traditional wedding dress, but Mam looked beautiful. We’d often seen her looking at it wistfully, and I knew this was the perfect outfit to send her to death in.

“Do you think I could do her makeup and nails?” Saorise asked.

I smiled and nodded my head. “I think that is a wonderful idea. Perhaps you could put her hair up as well?”

Saorise looked at me with watery eyes and nodded. “I’d like that. She might not have wanted me when she got me, but I’d like to give her something anyway.”

“Oh, Saorise,” I said, pulling my sister into my arms. “I think she wanted you. She just didn’t know how to show you through the hurt she felt.”

A small sob fell from Saorise’s lips, and she trembled in my arms under the weight of her tears. My heart was aching. This sweet, beautiful girl didn’t deserve the pain lumped on her. None of it was her fault. It made me hate whoever raped Mam even more. 
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Chapter Fourteen
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Peadrus

“There is no pack this far north,” I said as I ended the call from my papa. We had been on the road traveling for almost four days. We’d nearly reached Skaw, the most northern point of the Shetland Islands. If we didn’t find our mate this far north, I wasn’t sure where she was. 

“Could we have missed her?” Luthais asked.

I shook my head. “No, I can still scent her toward the north further. Papa said he’d heard the story that Catherine told us about that rogue wulver that was killed. But he said that it wasn’t the pack that killed him.”

Darragh hummed. “I wonder if he had taken others with him, and that is what we are scenting?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “That’s possible,” I mused. “Let’s keep going. Her scent is strong now, so I don’t think we are far away.”

I nodded and lifted the pack back on my shoulders. We’d stopped in Haroldswick and stocked up on some food. Together we kept moving, following the scent. My mind was racing at the possibility of who our mate could be. The fact that there were no packs out here made me wonder if the girl even knew about wulver. I asked if she would even believe us when we finally reached her.

I believed in Arianrhod and that she wouldn’t leave us astray, but this situation was strange. When most alphas got sent to their mate, it was to a pack. The pack would be ready and waiting for them. There would be a celebration when the alpha arrived; the head alphas of the pack would kill goats and sheep. They would fish, and we would feast, sing, and drink cider. It was a time to rejoice. 

However, if our mate was someone that didn’t know about wulver, it worried me. The opportunity that we could be rejected was high. I was exhausted and ready to be home. So, I really hoped that our mate wasn’t in the dark about us. 

***
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“GOD, HER SCENT IS SO strong here,” Luthais groaned. 

I nodded my head and licked over my bottom lip. The scent was so strong. I could almost taste her. 

“We are so close; I’d say the house is that one in the valley over there,” Darragh said, pointing toward a house nestled into the land. Around it were hills covered in wildflowers and green grass.

“Well, she couldn’t be more north,” Luthais laughed.

The excitement that was building in us was palpable. An energy surge made me want to run, jump, and leap through the grass. Darragh pulled the phone from his pocket and held it up.

“I’ve got phone coverage. I want to call Papa and find out what we are in for,” he said before putting the phone on speaker.

“Hello, son, have you found your mate?” Frangan answered.

“We believe we have. But she is in Skaw. I don’t think she is part of a pack.”

“No, there is no pack out there. I, Adamh, and Seocan investigated its last night. We also investigated the murder that you boys had heard about. The story is true; the murder was of Eoghann Morgan. The rumor was that his pack tracked and killed him for being mated to a human. However, I spoke to Bochanan Pack last night, and they assured me it wasn’t true. Apparently, Eoghann had met his mate or, in human terms, wife. However, they weren’t accepted by her family. Diarmud Bochanan said they had left the pack and went north to hide from his wife’s family.”

“Does Diarmud know if there was a daughter?” I asked.

“He said that Eoghann’s wife was pregnant when he was killed, but he didn’t know if that was a girl or a boy. Eoghann’s wife blamed the Bochanan Pack for her husband’s death, so she cut them off completely.”

I hummed. I wondered if our mate that we were scenting was Eoghann Morgan’s daughter. 

“Thanks, Papa, that will help. I will talk to you tomorrow,” Darragh said as he ended the call. 

“Well, this is interesting. If it is Eoghann’s daughter, there is a chance that her Mam never told her what she was. Our appearance might not just scare her, but her Mam if she still lives here,” Luthais said.

I nodded my head. “I guess there is only one way to find out.”

Darragh nodded. “We just must handle this carefully. Many things could come up from her not knowing what she is to reject us. We can only try and hope she doesn’t freak out on us.”

“Yep, that would be the worst-case scenario,” I chuckled as I started toward the house we could see in the distance.
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Chapter Fifteen
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Ceana

“Ceana, are you okay?” Saorise asked with concern etched into her face. I wasn’t okay. My skin felt like it was too tight, and it was burning. My entire body was aching like I’d been running a marathon.

“I don’t know what’s wrong,” I admitted. “I feel like I’m getting sick.”

“Oh, Ceana, let me run you a bath.” My sister went into the bathroom, and I heard the water start to run through the pipes. I wouldn’t have been surprised if I was getting sick; I’d been running on empty for so long now. We just had to get through Mam’s funeral tomorrow, and the solicitor was coming to sort out the will. Once we had all the legal side of things worked out, then I could rest and reset myself.

I went into the bathroom and groaned at the scent of the bubble bath Saorise poured into the hot water. “That smells so good.”

Saorise giggled. “You bought it for me for my birthday.”

“Oh really? This is that one. I should have bought myself on too.”

“Come on, let me help you undress, then you can soak in the water. Let me take care of you for a while.”

I closed my eyes. I was exhausted, but simultaneously, my body was buzzing, and my brain was spinning with everything still left to do. Saorise stripped me from my clothes before she gasped.

“What?” I asked, looking down at my body. All over my body were intricate blue patterns, as if I’d been tattooed in my sleep. My eyes widened, and I stared at my sister in shock.

“What the hell are they?” Saorise asked as she gently ran her fingertips over my arm. I hissed at the burning that I felt. Saorise snatched her hand back. “Is this part of being a wulver?”

I shook my head. “I don’t know. I don’t know what this means.” Panic started surging through me, and I could feel fear creeping in. Nothing I’d read online about the wulver said anything about blue marks. 

“Climb in the bath; see if that helps,” Saorise instructed. I stepped into the warm water and sat down. My skin eased slightly, and I could rest back against the edge of the bath. Saorise lifted a cloth and started to soak it over my skin; taking my hand in hers, she silently started wiping over the blue marks on my fingers. “They look like tattoos, like runes.”

I looked down at my fingers. Saorise was right; they were the runes I’d seen around this area. Skaw was an old Viking settlement. It was said that before the Vikings came, the Picts lived in this area. The Picts were the native inhabitants of Scotland, and they would adorn their bodies with blue tattoos that told the story of their mythology and origin. These tattoos that dotted my skin were very similar to that. 

I heard a knock at the door. Saorise looked over at me with a slight frown. “Were we expecting anyone?” I shook my head. But she stood and left the room.  She wasn’t gone long before she returned with a look of shock on her face. “I’m sorry, Ceana, but you might need to come out here.”

I frowned and stood from the bath. Saorise wrapped a towel around me and helped me to dry off. “What is going on?”

“Get dressed but prepare yourself for a shock.”

Saorise left the room and left me in a total state of confusion. I dressed in sweats and a loose t-shirt before entering the living room, where I could hear male voices speaking quietly. As I rounded the corner, I gasped, and my eyes widened. Three more beautiful men than I’d ever seen stood in the living room. Their skin was covered in the same blue tattoos that had formed on my skin.

As I walked into the room, one with red hair looked up at me and gasped. “Mate,” he whispered.

“Mate?” I asked with confusion.

One of the men with dark hair and eyes the color of chocolate stepped forward. He smelled like leather and tobacco; the scent wrapped around me and filled me with so much comfort that I instantly trusted him. 

“My name is Darragh; my mates are Peadrus and Luthais. We have been following your scent for almost four days to find you. You are our mate.”

My eyes widened, and I gasped. Looking over at Saorise, who was watching me with wide eyes. 

“They are the wulver that Mam said about,” Saorise said.

I nodded my head. “Mam told me a man was coming to take me away.”

Darragh frowned and shook his head. “We won’t take you away if you don’t want us to.”

I frowned and looked over at Saorise. “I won’t leave my sister. And Mam is dead; we are burying her tomorrow.”

“Shit,” Darragh whispered. “Your father? Was he named Eoghann Morgan?”

My eyes widened, and I heard Saorise gasp from beside me. “Yes.”

Darragh sighed. “We heard about his story. We aren’t from his pack, but we were warned that you might not know much about the wulver.”

I nodded. “I only found out the day before I turned eighteen. The Mam died, and I couldn’t get any more information.”

“What is your name?” Luthais asked.

I shook my head. “Sorry. I’m Ceana, and this is my sister Saorise.”

Luthais smiled warmly. I could tell just by looking at him that he was the most sensitive of all these men. “Can we sit and talk to you about wulver?”

I nodded. “Yes, please. Can I get you something to drink or eat?”

Luthais smiled again. “That would be lovely.”

I nodded again before turning to Saorise, who was watching the scene with shock. Her face represented the exact feelings I had. What the hell was going on? This was insanity. My life was pure insanity.
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Chapter Sixteen
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Luthais

The minute that Saorise opened the door, I got the idea that they didn’t know much about wulver. And I instantly realized that the stories we’d been told by Catherine and our fathers were real. Our mate had no idea what was happening to her. I could only imagine how scary it was. Then to discover that her Mam was dead and due to be buried, my heart ached for her. I could see the stress on her face the minute she came into the living room. 

Ceana was beautiful. Her long red hair hung in curls down over her shoulders and back. Her skin was almost porcelain, and her eyes so green that I wasn’t sure there was an emerald that was even as beautiful. She was taller than her sister, but not by much. While Saorise looked like she could grace the magazine cover, she had long legs and the body of a model. Ceana had an ethereal beauty that you might have seen in Hollywood days of old. 

“Here you go,” Saorise said as she handed me a bowl of stew.

“This smells delicious. Did you make it?” I asked.

Saorise chuckled and shook her head. “No. I burn toast. Ceana is the cook. She is a wonderful cook. In fact, she is wonderful at everything.”

Once we were all settled and eating our stew, I looked up at Ceana, whose eyes were darting at the three of us. I smiled. I could see the pride on Saorise’s face for her sister, but I also picked up fear.

“Have we made you nervous?” I asked quietly.

Ceana sighed and shook her head. “No. You didn’t do it; Mam did. The way she was so scared of you coming, I was scared, and then everything happened with Mam passing away, and I haven’t really had a chance to stop and think about everything.”

I nodded. “I can imagine what a shock this was to you. I promise we aren’t here to do anything against your or Saorise’s will. If you tell us to leave, we will certainly walk away.”

Ceana frowned and shook her head. “I just want to understand more of what being a wulver is. I mean, I know I’m not full wulver. But I only could find a small amount online about it.”

I smiled and nodded my head. “We are part of the Saxby pack. Humans might call us a clan. There are about twenty wulver that live in our pack. We come from Caldback; our pack lives on the Black Loch. Wulvers don’t become men and aren’t able to shift until they turn eighteen. It used to be that one man had one mate, but fewer omegas were born recently, so now there are more alphas to each omega.”

“So, you three are like boyfriends? Or husbands?” Saorise asked.

I smiled and nodded. “Yes, kind of. We are mated. The word is more animalistic, but we would be considered married in human terms without the paperwork that proves it by law. When a wulver mates,” I explained as I pulled my shirt off my body. “We give each other a mating bite. These are the two that I received from Darragh and Peadrus.”

Saorise and Ceana looked closely at the marks. “And you would give them to me?” Ceana asked.

“Only if you wanted to mate with us. If you didn’t want to, then we wouldn’t push our mating on you.”

“They have the tattoos, too,” Saorise said quietly. Ceana nodded her head.

“The tattoos are given to the wulver by the moon goddess Arianrhod,” Darragh explained. “As we drew closer to you, your soul started to bond to ours; all the tattoos on your skin are the same. They are bond marks.”

“Mam said that Papa’s pack killed Papa; why would we believe that you are gentle people like you keep saying?” Saorise asked.

“I’m so sorry what happened to your Papa. We have been speaking with our parents; they were the ones that told us about your Papa and another lady we met on the way here, Catherine. I don’t know the full story about whether it was his pack or someone else. But I can assure you that these are only words, but we would never hurt you. Even if Ceana was mated to us and wanted to leave, effectively breaking the mateship, none of us would harm Ceana,” I explained.

“Wulvers work a little differently,” Peadrus said. “There are alphas and omegas. But that doesn’t denote hierarchy like many suggest. Alphas aren’t better or more worthy than an omega. Alphas are men who have turned eighteen and can now shift, and omegas are women who have turned eighteen. Wulver packs are matriarchal. It is the omegas who rule the packs. We have a head alpha and a head omega. In this case, it is Darragh’s Mam and Papa. When a wulver mates, they can leave their family pack or move away with their omega to start their own pack. Or they join with either the omegas pack or remain with the alphas pack. The alpha often leaves his pack and remains with the omegas pack.”

Ceana hummed and glanced at Saorise. “We don’t have a pack, though,” she said.

I smiled. “Technically, you would have been under the Morgan pack because your Papa left his pack to create his own. But that is where the decision becomes yours. If you want to mate with us, we can either stay here and create a new pack or return to your Papa’s old pack or back to our pack.”

“I don’t want to go to Papa’s old pack. I’m unsure who killed him, so I won’t return there. But I also don’t want to leave Saorise.”

I nodded and glanced at Saorise, who looked uneasy and nervous. “I can assure you that wherever you decide, if you choose to mate with us, Saorise will never be left behind.”

Ceana’s eyes widened. “Really? You would take her back to your pack, even though she is human?”

I nodded. “Yes. She would be welcomed there. Once an alpha mates with an omega, our families join and become bigger families. This means that Saorise would be included in our pack; it doesn’t matter if she is wulver or human. We have human members of our pack.”

“Seriously?” Saorise gasped.

“Yep. A few of our alphas are mated to human women. We don’t hate humans. I know your Mam told you that your Papa was killed by his pack, and I assume she gave it because she was human. But wulvers aren’t like that. We don’t see humans as our enemy.”

Ceana hummed as she took everything in. “This is overwhelming.”

I nodded and smiled. “I know, and we promise we will answer everything you want.”

“Will you stay here?” Saorise asked.

“If we are welcome to. We have a tent and camping supplies to sleep outside,” I responded.

Saorise turned to Ceana. “I think it’s a good idea. We need to get through Mam’s funeral tomorrow and the visit with the solicitor. Then we can ask all the questions and perhaps learn more about Papa’s pack and what really happened to him.”

Ceana breathed in deeply before she turned back to us. “I’m sorry I can’t offer you a room in the house. We don’t have room here. Are you sure you are okay to camp?”

I smiled and nodded my head. “Definitely.”

I would do anything to make her comfortable. There was no way I would encroach on her more than she wanted. 
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Ceana

I couldn’t explain what it was about the three men that had appeared at our house, but I trusted them. I knew they wouldn’t hurt me, and I believed them when they said that Saorise would be welcomed as part of their family or pack. 

“Papa said he knew your Papa,” Darragh said as he ended the call with his father. I’d pulled the photos out that Mam had shown me of Papa.

“How did he know him?” Saorise asked.

“He stopped at the pack before he and your Mam came here. Eoghann had told my Papa they were planning on starting again, but he never said anything about fearing his pack. In fact, apparently, his pack had given them a going away party.”

“That is weird. Why give them a going away party if they will come and kill him.” I hummed.

“Yeah, it doesn’t make sense,” Saorise answered. 

“So, I don’t know how much you know about your Mam’s family,” Peadrus started. “But your Mam’s brother was investigated for the murder.”

I swallowed hard as I tried to appear surprised by the news. It was something I’d already found in the news articles online.

“I didn’t even know that Mam had a family; she never talked about them,” Saorise said. 

I cleared my throat. “I only just discovered that she has a sister and brother.” Saorise stared at me with wide eyes. “Her sister’s name is on the will. It said that if I was under eighteen, we were meant to be placed in her care. I rang Nieve the night Mam died, but she seemed shady. I questioned her about Papa’s death, and she hung up on me.”

Saorise gasped. “You think that they could be responsible?”

I sighed and shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know.”

Saorise’s eyes filled with tears as things caught up with her as to what this meant. “The man that raped Mam, my biological father, if Mam’s family were the ones that killed Papa,” she shuddered. “It makes me feel sick.”

The guys were all looking at us with confusion, and I sighed. “Mam told us that Papa was killed just after I was born. One of the killers raped Mam, which was how she got pregnant with Saorise.”

“Jesus,” Darragh groaned. “I’m so sorry.”

Saorise hiccupped a sob, and I wrapped my arm around her shoulders. “But the man who raped Mam had to be human because Saorise isn’t wulver.”

Darragh nodded his head. “That’s right, which tells me it wasn’t the Bochanan Pack. Papa will speak to Diarmud more, but he didn’t know you were born. He had no idea that your Mam was pregnant with you.”

“Diarmud?” I asked.

Darragh nodded again. “He is the head alpha of the Bochanan Pack, where your Papa came from. Eoghann was Diarmud’s mates’ brother, Iseabail. They would like to meet you, but I told Papa that would depend on the two of you; I would never insist on it. Diarmud and Iseabail won’t come near you if you don’t want them to.”

Curiosity was strong. I wondered what growing up in the pack would have been like. From the look on Saorise’s face, I could tell she was thinking the same thing. It was easy to believe that our lives might have been much easier if we’d been given a chance to grow up in the Bochanan Pack. Not just to have family around us, but to understand what being a wulver was. 

“Maybe in the future, I would like to meet them. But for now, I want to learn more about me, about us. I’d like answers as to who killed Papa and, of course, get through this nightmare with my Mam,” I sighed.

The guys all nodded and gave me a small smile. “There is plenty of time. We won’t go anywhere unless you tell us to. And I also want to tell you, and I mean this with my entire being, that you are both safe no matter what happened to your Papa. No one will be allowed to hurt you,” Peadrus said as he looked at the both of us.

“I believe you,” Saorise answered. I nodded in agreement. I believed him too. I knew I didn’t know how I knew, but I knew that we were safe with these men. I scrubbed my hands up over my face, feeling my exhaustion set in. It had been a hell of a week, and I would be glad once it was done. 

“Come on guys, let’s go and set up our tent and let these two get to bed; we have a big day tomorrow,” Darragh said as he stood and slapped the others on the back. 

I stood and walked toward the guys; I reached out and hugged each of them. “Thank you,” I said with a smile.

“You never have to thank us,” Darragh said. “You are family.”
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Darragh

I yawned as I woke up wedged between Peadrus and Luthais. I was warm and relaxed. Luthais’s arm was around my waist, and he held me tight against his chest. I could feel his hard-on pressing into my ass and smirked. I loved Luthais and Peadrus; they were more than just my best friends; they were my mates. We hadn’t done anything sexually together since mating; I didn’t know if that was because we were waiting for Ceana to say she wanted to be our mate.

Luthais groaned behind me and yawned. When I looked over my shoulder, his eyes were open.

“Morning,” he greeted with a croaky voice.

“Morning,” I replied as I turned in his arms. Luthais didn’t loosen his hold on me, and I loved being in his embrace.

“Today will be a big day for Ceana and Saorise.”

I nodded and stroked my hands up and down his naked back. “Yeah, the best thing we can do is be there to support them.”

Luthais nodded. “What do you think about the whole situation with Eoghann?”

I sighed and shrugged. “I don’t know to be honest. I believe the Bochanan Pack didn’t kill him, but I don’t know about her Mam’s family.”

“Yep, that is how I feel too. If Ceana wants answers, will we help her to find them?”

“Definitely,” Peadrus said from behind me as he rolled and wrapped his arm around Luthais and me.

“I agree,” I said before looking over my shoulder. Peadrus gently kissed my lips before he stroked his hand down over my chest to the top of my boxers. I moaned and pushed my hips back against him. His dick was hard and flexing against my ass. 

“Luthais, do you want to join in?” Peadrus asked.

Luthais licked over his bottom lip. “I’d like to maybe try.”

I smiled. “We will stop any time you want.”

I stroked my hands over Luthais’s naked shoulders to his chest before pinching lightly at his nipples. Luthais hissed over his teeth and moaned quietly. I continued to roam my fingers down over his torso to the top of his boxers. I watched his face, eyes closed and lips opened. Slowly I slid my fingers beneath his underwear and cupped his shaft, giving it a slight tug.

“Oh god,” Luthais whispered. “That feels so good.”

I smiled and continued to stroke up and down his cock, enjoying the warmth and the slipperiness provided by his pre-cum. Peadrus moved and pushed me to my back while he wrestled me out of my boxers. My cock sprung out and jutted in the air. Peadrus licked his lips. 

“I’ve always loved the way you taste,” Peadrus moaned as he lowered his mouth to the head of my dick. He licked all over the head, causing me to gasp and my toes to curl in pleasure. 

Luthais’s eyes were open, and he looked down at what Peadrus was doing. “Would you like me to suck you?” I asked.

Luthais looked over at me and bit his bottom lip before nodding. I released my hold on his dick so that he could pull his underwear off before he kneeled beside my head. I leaned forward and licked along the underside of his shaft. 

Luthais gasped, and he swayed slightly as I opened my lips and took his dick to the back of my throat. I relaxed my throat so that I could take him deep. 

“Fuck, Darragh, that looks so fucking hot,” Peadrus said. 

“It feels so good,” Luthais groaned. His heavy breathing built my pleasure, and I could feel my orgasm growing closer. I doubled my sucking on Luthais and let the sounds he made spur me on.

“That’s going to make me cum,” Luthais groaned. “God, it’s so good. Please don’t stop.”

I continued to suck him and flick my tongue around the head of his dick. I reached my hand out blindly for Peadrus’s head as he moved his mouth up and down on my shaft. My toes were curled, and my thighs were stiffened. 

“Oh Darragh, Jesus, fuck,” Luthais cried just as the first spray of cum hit my tongue. I swallowed everything he gave me, feeling my pleasure build higher. Luthais sat back, pulling out of my mouth with a pop.

“I’m going to cum,” I warned Peadrus, who was jerking his cock in time with his sucking. My orgasm was right on edge, and I chased the pleasure that held me with so much promise.

I felt my cock swell in Peadrus’s mouth just as the first splash of Peadrus’s cum hit my leg. I groaned as my cum slipped down Peadrus’s throat. 

“Fuck,” I groaned as Peadrus released my dick. 

I glanced over at Luthais, who was lying on his back with a serene smile on his lips. “How did that feel?”

“So good, so fucking good. Jesus, I don’t want to stop that now.”

I chuckled and leaned over, pressing a small kiss on his lips. “It will be my pleasure to help.”
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Ceana

I felt like a complete pervert as I stood in the backyard listening to the guy’s intimate moment. I knew I should leave and finish my chores, but the moans captivated me. When they said that they were mated to each other, it never occurred to me that they meant sexually as well. I wasn’t a complete prude; I’d touched myself and looked at porn, but something about the sounds coming from the tent was a more significant turn-on than I’d ever thought. 

It wasn’t until that final crow from one of them that my feet finally moved, and I went down to the chicken coup. My face was red with shame at listening in on their private time. When I’d walked out of the backyard thinking of starting my chores and making the guys breakfast, I hadn’t expected to hear the breathy moan. 

At first, I thought maybe it was just a sleep sound, but then I soon realized that it was more than that. I couldn’t get myself to move. My pussy throbbed, and I would have given anything to see the action. God, I was a pervert. 

I moved into the barn and opened the doors allowing the goats out into the field and setting about to milk the cow. I quickly collected eggs, refreshing the animal’s water and bedding before feeding them. Feet shuffled behind me, and I glanced over my shoulder. My cheeks heated as I saw Peadrus coming into the barn.

“Hey, Ceana, do you need help?” he asked.

“I’m just about to finish milking, and then I can make us some eggs for breakfast. I made bread yesterday that will still be fresh.”

Peadrus smiled, and I couldn’t quite meet his eyes. I licked my bottom lip and wondered what he looked like beneath his clothes. I could tell from how the jeans hugged his thighs that he was muscular. I recognized his voice as the one I’d heard talking dirty in the tent. 

“How are you coping with us being here?” Peadrus asked as he came closer.

I cleared my throat and focused on milking. “I’m doing alright.”

Peadrus chuckled. “You seem a little coyer this morning. Did something happen?”

I took the chance to glance up at him to see him smirking at me. My cheeks blushed, and I looked down, making him chuckle again. 

“You know you could have come and watched; we wouldn’t have stopped you.”

I gasped and looked up at him. “How did you know that I was there?” I whispered.

“I could scent you.”

My eyes widened, and my mouth dropped open. “But I had a bath.”

Peadrus’s smile grew wider as he shook his head. “It wouldn’t matter. You are our mate; others can’t smell you like we can. I can also tell that you enjoyed what you heard.”

I bit into my bottom lip and nodded. “I’m sorry for listening.”

Peadrus shook his head. “Don’t be sorry,” he said, gently pushing some of my hair behind my ear. “I liked knowing that what we were doing turned you on.”

I smiled hesitantly. “Did the others know I was there?”

Peadrus shrugged his shoulders. “Luthais probably didn’t. That was his first time.”

“He has never done anything with you?”

Peadrus shook his head. “Nope. There wasn’t really time; we’d been constantly on the go searching for you. This morning was the first chance we really had to stop.”

“I’ve never been with a man before.”

“We will be honored if you choose us to be your first.” Peadrus nodded, and his eyes flared with an emotion I didn’t understand. It was a mix of hunger and excitement.

I frowned. “How will that work? Do we all, you know, do stuff as a big group?”

Peadrus shrugged. “We don’t have to. If you chose to be our mate, we could do it however you wanted. We could do that if you only wanted to be with one of us at a time. If you wanted us as a group, there is that option too.”

“I’ve seen videos on the internet. But I don’t think it is necessarily like that.”

“No, I think the women on those videos tend to not be into as much as their moans like to portray. Some women don’t moan, others scream; I guess it is just what suits you.”

I hummed. “Have you been with other women?”

Peadrus grinned and shook his head. “No. None of us. Darragh and I have experimented with each other before, and Luthais liked to watch us. Still, until this morning, he’d never participated. But we’ve never been with a woman.”

My stomach eased, and I realized how jealous I was at the thought that the guys had been with other women. 

“So, it will be a first for all of us.”

Peadrus grinned and nodded his head. “Yep. That’s if you want us.”

I smiled. I already knew the answer to that. I just wanted to get through today and discuss a few details about the house and Saorise. I wanted them.
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Chapter Twenty 
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Luthais

My body was buzzing. I’d never felt anything as unique and erotic as what happened this morning. I hadn’t realized just what I was missing out on. Now that I did, I was not stopped from repeating it. I felt like a huge weight had lifted from me. My smiles came easier, and I was relaxed.

“Good morning, guys,” Saorise said as she entered the kitchen. “Ceana will no doubt be doing her chores; I’m assuming you realize that, seeing as Peadrus isn’t here.”

“We saw her in the chicken coup, so Peadrus offered to help her. We came in to see what we could help you with.” I smiled.

Saorise’s eyes widened. “You want to help with chores?”

Darragh and I looked at each other before turning back to Saorise. “Of course, chores and jobs should be equal.”

“Holy shit,” Saorise whispered. “She won the jackpot being born wulver.” I saw the fleeting sadness on her face.

“You realize that if Ceana chooses to mate with us, that makes you family too. You might not be wulver, but you are still packed and family. No matter where we end up, whether we stay here or go somewhere else, you are included in our pack.”

Saorise frowned. “You said that yesterday, but won’t that be kind of weird to have your mate’s little sister hanging around?”

I shook my head. “Not at all. Wulver packs are stronger than families. Many of us aren’t blood-related because we have come from different packs to join a new one or are the children of those that joined the new pack. But it’s a stronger bond than a family. A family might have a falling out and not speak to each other, but that doesn’t happen in wulver packs. We have, I guess, unwritten rules about never going to bed angry. We recognize that we will have issues, that is normal, but the issues are always sorted out.”

“That sounds like some kind of utopia. Does it really work?”

“I can’t speak for other packs, but I can for the Saxby Pack, and it works. Darragh’s parents are the head alpha and omega. They are the ones that have the final say; if a wulver needs punishment or discipline, they are the ones that have that last word. But the pack, I guess, runs more like a committee. Frangan and Beitidh are the CEOs.”

“You said that wulvers are matriarchal. Does that mean if Darragh’s mam didn’t agree with his Papa's decision, she would overrule him?”

Darragh chuckled. “Yep. It hasn’t happened often. But Mam’s decision is the final decision.”

“So, tell me about how you live? I get that you are a pack; you said about twenty. Do they all make up separate family units, or do the head alpha and omega raise all the children too?”

I smiled at Saorise; this girl was inquisitive, but I could also tell she was wickedly intelligent. I liked her. “The pack is the big family, a bit like a family of grandparents, aunts, and uncles. The only difference is that we aren’t all biologically related. But each family unit within the pack raises its own family and does its own thing. Some like to have outside jobs, others might choose to stay home and help others with childcare, gardening, etc.”

Saorise hummed. “So, if we went to the Saxby Pack, I would be welcomed and could get a job outside the pack?”

“Most definitely. We would welcome you as family, you would be an aunt to all the children, and you could either work within the pack or get a job outside the pack doing whatever you liked.”

“Wow,” Saorise replied with a small smile. “If Ceana refuses to mate with you, I will kick her ass.”

“I like you. I don’t have a little sister, but if I did, you would be who I chose.” I snorted.

Saorise grinned up at me, and her eyes sparkled. “I have always wanted big brothers.”

The back door opened and closed, and I could hear the soft giggles of Ceana as she and Peadrus entered the kitchen.

“Good morning,” Ceana said with a bright smile. Her cheeks blushed as she looked at us.

“Good morning,” Saorise said. “Now, about this mate business. You are going to mate with them, aren’t you?”

Ceana stopped placing the basket on the kitchen table and looked at Saorise wide-eyed. “Um, well, I haven’t decided yet. You want me to mate with them?”

“Yep. And if you don’t, then I’ll. Well, I don’t know what I’ll do, probably throw an embarrassingly loud tantrum.”

Ceana laughed and shook her head. “I will take that into account in my decision-making.”

Saorise grinned, but I could see nothing but love for her sister. “Good. Now let’s get through these next few days.”

Ceana nodded her head and sighed. The room seemed too somber as we thought about what was to happen. Their mam would be laid to rest. My heart ached for not just Ceana but Saorise also. The pain in her eyes was evident, and I wanted to protect them both from the pain they were experiencing.
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Chapter Twenty-One
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Ceana

The excitement and laughter of this morning had disappeared, replaced by a dark, somber mood that hung heavy over everyone. After breakfast, the funeral director came by and prepared Mam’s body to be taken to where we had planned to bury her. Saorise and I dressed in dark dresses while the guys washed and dried their clothes. They’d left their pack with only their clothes on their backs. I couldn’t imagine being so driven by a mating drive that I could go through everything without any planning. 

“Are you ready?” Darragh asked quietly.

I glanced over at Saorise, and she nodded. I reached out and took my sister's hand, and we walked out of the back door to the waiting hearse that held the coffin with Mam’s body. 

“We will drive, and you follow behind,” the funeral director, John, directed.

“Thank you,” I said quietly as I watched the hearse move along the path created to drive to Mam’s burial plot. Together we followed behind the hearse. The tears that I’d been so vital to holding back for the last few days finally started to fall. 

Luthais held my hand and gave it a squeeze. Feeling the guy’s strength around me helped me to put one foot in front of the other. Saorise quietly wept beside me. There was a chill in the air, and it felt like it would start to rain at any moment. The clouds seemed to be so low they were kissing the earth. 

Once we reached the burial plot, the two men in the hearse went to the back, removed the coffin, and placed it over a mechanism that sat over a deep hole. Saorise’s flowers that she’d decorated the coffin sat on the lid. 

John took his place at the head of the grave and looked over at us, who stood huddled together. 

“Ceana, did you decide if you’d like to say something?” John asked.

I breathed in deeply and slowly let it out. I didn’t have a prepared speech. I hadn’t even thought about it. 

“Mam had a confused mind. She wore the weight of the world on her shoulders. Beneath all of it, I knew that she loved us. But Mam struggled to show that love. Since her death, I understand why that was. I hope that Mam is finally at peace. I hoped that Papa was waiting for her. I don’t know if there is a heaven and hell. But I like to hope that once we die, we are celebrated with those that passed before us. If there was an afterlife, I know Papa would have been waiting for Mam.”

“No, he wouldn’t,” a voice growled behind us, causing me to startle and spin. A black woman stood behind us with two men wearing suits.

“Who are you?” Darragh growled as he stepped in front of Saorise and me.

“I am Ailis’s sister, the girl’s aunt, Nieve Steel,” she spat. “I see that you are no different from your mother. She was a mutt lover too.”

I gasped, and my eyes widened. “This is not the time nor the place,” Darragh snarled. 

Nieve shook her head but said nothing else. I turned back to the funeral director. “I’m sorry. Can we please lay Mam to rest now,” I sighed.

The funeral director nodded his head before he began to lower the coffin into the grave in silence. What more was there to say? This woman had destroyed any celebration there was. Saorise hadn’t let go of my hand, and I could feel her anger vibrating through her body. 

Once Mam’s body was lowered to the bottom of the grave, I turned to Nieve. “You have seen your sister buried. You can leave now,” I growled as I started away from the grave. I had nothing more to say to her. I was disgusted that someone could come to a funeral and disrupt it as she had. She didn’t give a shit that Saorise and I were grieving; she only wanted her hatred and anger to be known. 

“I’m not going anywhere, Ceana. Saorise is under eighteen. Therefore she needs to be placed in my custody, per your mother's will,” Nieve shouted.

Saorise gasped from behind me. I stopped and turned. “If you have read Mam’s, you will have seen that you only got custody of Saorise if I was under eighteen. Therefore, Saorise will be staying with me.”

Nieve’s lip curled over her teeth, and she stomped toward me. “The worst thing my sister ever did was to meet that man. He destroyed her, and it’s obvious that he destroyed you, girls.”

Saorise snorted and shook her head. “Papa could never have destroyed me. I’m not his. Who was it that killed him, Nieve? Who raped my mother? Who is my real father, Nieve? Should we get a DNA test done to see who my daddy is?”

Nieve’s eyes widened, and she glanced at the two men behind her. One of the men looked chagrined, and I narrowed my eyes. “You,” I growled, pointing my finger at him. “Who are you?”

“It doesn’t matter who he is,” Nieve quickly said, jumping between us.

I snarled at Nieve and stepped around her toward the man whose face was growing redder. “Who are you?”

“Eric Steel,” he answered quietly. “I’m Nieve’s husband.”

“And let me guess, you are Saorise’s father?”

Eric’s eyes widened, and he let out a small gasp. “Don’t be ridiculous,” Nieve spat.

I paid her no attention as I continued to glare at Eric. “Why not admit it? It’s not like Mam can charge you now.”

Eric nervously licked over his bottom lip and glanced down at his shoes. “Eric, do not say a fucking word,” Nieve growled.

“What are you afraid of, Nieve?” I asked, glancing over my shoulder. “Are you afraid that he will tell us who killed Papa? Or will he admit that he is a raping piece of scum?”

“I didn’t rape her,” Eric said with a sigh. 

“Eric shut up,” Nieve shouted.

“No,” he said with a shake of his head. “Enough is enough, Nieve. I never raped your Mam. I, Ailis, and Eoghann were meant to be together. But Keegan and Nieve found out about it. I was cheating on Nieve. As a result, Nieve and Keegan wanted Eoghann dead.”

I heard a growl fall from my guys, and I glared at Nieve. “You orchestrated the death of my Papa.”

Nieve rolled her eyes. “What was I supposed to do? That man dragged my sister away from my family and stole my fucking husband.”

“You are fucking moving on; that’s what you do. You don’t fuck murder someone,” I screamed. My voice broke with the power of emotion.

I looked over at the other man that was standing beside Nieve. “Who are you?” I asked.

“Your cousin. Benjamin Steel.”

I nodded my head. “Did you know about this?”

Benjamin sighed and shook his head. “I had my suspicions, but I didn’t know.”

I didn’t know what to do or say. All these years, we thought our Papa had been murdered in a random attack, but the truth was so much worse. He was killed by the man that he loved and his brother-in-law. 

“Police are here,” Saorise said quietly. I glanced over my shoulder to see two policemen walking up the hill toward where we were standing. John and his guys must have contacted them. 

By the time the police had taken Eric, Nieve, and Benjamin away to the police station, I was utterly exhausted. When I looked over at the grave, I saw that the hole had been filled with dirt, and flowers were lying on the fresh soil.

“Do you want to go and spend some time with your mam?” Darragh asked.

I sighed and shook my head. “No. I have said goodbye already. I need to go home and plan the next step.”

Darragh nodded his head and took my hand in his. “Ceana?” Saorise said.

I glanced over at my sister and saw her eyes filled with tears. This had been a massive shock for her. “Can we go back to the Saxby Pack? I don’t want to live here anymore.” Tears started falling over her cheeks, and my heart clenched. She was right, though. There was nothing here for us now. I didn’t want to be here. It was time to move on and start a life.

I nodded my head and pulled Saorise into my arms. “Yes, I want that.” Saorise buried her head into the crook of my neck and cried. The guys surrounded us and wrapped their arms around our bodies, lending us their strength and love. I couldn’t explain why they're having there meant so much, but I was grateful to have them.
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Chapter Twenty-Two
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Peadrus

Anger didn’t even begin to describe how I felt. What kind of person not only comes to disrupt a funeral but then abuses the ones grieving. It made me sick. After speaking with the police that afternoon, we found out that Nieve and Keegan had been arrested and were going to be charged with the murder of Eoghann Morgan. 

None of us really knew what to expect with the outcome. Apparently, Nieve had confessed after a good few hours of interrogation. Eric told them everything and, so far, hadn’t been charged. I was still unsure what to think of the man. If his story was true, then he was a victim too. But I didn’t know if I could trust him. 

“I’m so overwhelmed,” Ceana said as we sat in the living room with papers and photos spread across the coffee table. We knew what happened to Eoghann, but we weren’t sure about anything else. We were trying to piece everything together. 

“Let’s take it one piece of paperwork at a time,” Luthais said. “First, let’s find Saorise’s birth certificate.”

Ceana nodded her head and started to work her way through the papers. Saorise was curled up on the couch with a blanket drawn over her. The poor girl looked so lost. This had taken a lot out of her. I felt so protective of her, it was a strange feeling, but inside I knew this girl was my sister and therefore needed protection.

“Here it is,” Ceana said as she scanned over the document. “Holy shit, Mam put Eric’s name on the birth certificate.”

“Seriously?” I said, looking over her shoulder at the form. Sure, enough, under father was the name Eric Steel.

Saorise sat up. “If I’d found this document earlier, I would have known. But I don’t understand why Mam never told me.”

Ceana shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t understand a lot of what Mam did. But it makes no sense that Eric didn’t stay with Mam. Why did he leave?”

Darragh hummed. “Maybe he will want to talk to you about that now that Nieve has been arrested.”

Ceana looked over at Saorise. “Would you want that?”

Saorise shrugged. “I don’t know what I want to be honest.”

“That’s understandable,” I said as I squeezed Saorise’s ankle. “There is no need to make the decision now. If you want to talk to him at a later stage, then it can happen.”

Saorise smiled. “It feels so weird like Mam died, but with that, she sent some people to protect us and take the sting away.”

“We will always protect you. Both of you,” Darragh ensured. 

“I guess we have to work out what we are going to do,” Ceana said before she turned to Saorise. “What do you want to do?”

Saorise breathed in deeply. “I don’t think I want to stay here anymore. This place never really held nice memories, but now that Mam is dead, the horrible funeral, and knowing that Papa was murdered here. Wait, where is Papa’s body?”

Ceana gasped, and her eyes widened. “Mam told us that Papa’s pack had taken his body when she told us he was wulver.”

I shook my head. “They didn’t. They knew he was dead, but they never took his body.”

Ceana frowned. “God, like we need more damned mysteries.”

Saorise sighed. “I guess it doesn’t really matter. It’s not like we can do anything with his body.”

Ceana nodded. “Do you want to join the Saxby pack?” she asked Saorise.

My heart kicked with excitement at the thought. Bringing her and Saorise back to our pack would be a dream. Of course, we would follow Ceana anywhere she wanted to go. But it would be fantastic if we could go back to the pack. 

Saorise nodded. “I’d like a family, and the guys said I can work outside the pack or get a job within it.”

Ceana smiled. “You could do your nails. I’m sure there would be a town nearby.”

“There is, Baliasta. There is shopping there. It is only a few minutes away when you drive. We could help you to get a little shop there,” I explained.

Saorise gasped and put her hands up over her mouth. “You’d seriously help me?”

“Definitely. You would have to finish school. First, Frangan and Beitidh are big sticklers for education.”

Saorise nodded. “Oh yeah, I want to finish high school first; I do my schooling online. Could I do that from the pack property?”

“Yep, you sure can.”

Saorise turned to Ceana and grinned. “It is fate, Ceana; we are meant to have met them. You are meant to be their mate.”

Ceana smiled at her sister and looked at us, nodding. “I agree.”
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Chapter Twenty-Three
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Ceana 

I was nervous about my decision, but after hearing Saorise’s excitement, I knew it was the right choice. I felt terrible about leaving Mam’s body behind, and I would have liked to know what happened to Papa’s. It would have been nice to get at least his remains to bury him with Mam’s body. We just had to get through a meeting with the solicitor and all the legal requirements. 

That night the guys slept on the floor of my bedroom. I wasn’t comfortable doing anything, especially with Saorise right next door. It felt a bit weird. So, we agreed that the mating could wait for a bit longer. I must admit that I was really hoping that maybe I would get a live show. But all they did was kiss each other and go straight to sleep. 

When I woke the following morning, I felt a body in bed with me, and when I turned my head, I saw that Saorise had climbed into bed with me during the night. The guys were still on the floor but cuddled together. 

Saorise blinked her eyes open and gave me a small smile. “I got scared in the night,” she whispered. “I had a nightmare that Nieve and Keegan were coming to get me.”

I rolled in bed and hugged my sister tight to me. “I’m glad you came here if you were scared. I’m sorry that any of that happened, Saorise. I hate them for what they did. Not just to Papa and Mam, but to you too.”

Saorise smiled. “I’m safe. I know you will always keep me safe, and now we have three wulvers to protect us too.” I giggled quietly and nodded as I glanced at the guys cuddled together. “Do you think they do things together?”

I giggled again and nodded. “They do. I heard them yesterday morning in the tent,” I whispered.

Saorise’s eyes widened. “Oh, my goodness. How are you going to keep up with them all?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. Peadrus said that I didn’t have to do things with all three of them at once, that they would follow my lead.”

“Wow,” Saorise gasped. “They are good men, Ceana. I can feel it. I just hope that maybe someone is out there for me too.”

I smiled at Saorise and nodded. “I bet there is. You are gorgeous; who could resist you.”

Saorise giggled. “I wish the mating was a bit more like a wedding; it would have been fun to dress you up and do your hair and makeup for the day.”

I smiled. “I don’t mind, really.”

“We can have a wedding if you would like?” Luthais said from the floor.

Saorise giggled and looked down to see all the guys awake and sitting up. “I don’t need a wedding. And Saorise can dress me up any time; she knows I will always model for her.”

Saorise laughed. “Yep. Ceana has always been the most patient. Especially when I was first learning makeup. The number of times she looked like a cheap drag queen.”

I snorted. “Remember when you were practicing with blue eye shadow.”

Saorise threw her head back and bellowed out a laugh. “Oh, I think I still have a photo of that,” she said as she flung the blanket from her body and dashed out of the room.

“She isn’t coping with what happened with Nieve,” I sighed.

The guys all nodded. “We figured as much; I heard her come into the room in the middle of the night and climb into bed with you.”

“We are going to need a mighty big bed if we are all together, and Saorise needs to come into bed in the middle of the night,” I laughed.

“We will make sure we have plenty of room. But Saorise will make friends and realize she is safe in time,” Darragh assured. 

Saorise came running back into the room with her phone in her hand. “Found it,” she laughed before lowering to the floor beside the guys and handing her phone to Peadrus. 

They all looked at the phone and then up at me with various looks of shock. 

“Yeah, I think I like your face as it is,” Peadrus laughed.

Saorise snorted. “It wasn’t the best look. But wait, and I’ll show you her with some natural makeup on.” Saorise took the phone and scanned through the pictures before turning it back to the boys. 

“Oh wow, that is beautiful,” Luthais said. “I didn’t think you could get any more gorgeous, but that is amazing. You are talented, Saorise.”

Saorise grinned, and her chest puffed up with pride. “Thank you. I hope that I can do it professionally.”

Luthais nodded his head. “I think you should. You have an amazing talent. We will ensure you can do the education or whatever is needed to help you.”

Tears filled my sisters’ eyes. “You would really do that for me?”

Luthais nodded his head. “Of course, we would. I know that they are still just words, but you are family. Both of you. We always help the family.”

Saorise pressed her hands to her chest and grinned. “Thank you so much.”

Luthais leaned over and pressed a kiss to Saorise’s cheek. It warmed my heart to see that my mates weren’t prepared to take me but understood my sister's importance in my life. 
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Luthais

“Do you enjoy doing the animal husbandry and the chores?” I asked as we sat, milking the cow.

Ceana looked up at me and smiled. “Yeah, I do. I mean, I haven’t always. When I first started doing it, I was about seven. I’d got a cow from a farmer with an orphaned calf. I don’t know how he even thought of us, but he came and asked if I’d like the calf. I jumped at the chance. After that, as soon as the cow became old enough to be bred, he would come and get her and take her back to the farm. He taught me a lot.”

“Seven years old is so young to have such a huge weight on your shoulders.”

Ceana shrugged. “Yeah, I guess it was. But there was no one else. We would have struggled so much more if I didn't do it. I got on YouTube and taught myself how to grow vegetables, and then I could swap canned goods and vegetables for the chickens, goats, and sheep.”

“You are amazing, Ceana.”

She looked up at me and grinned. “Does your pack not grow their own food?”

I nodded. “Yeah, we do. We have a huge vegetable and fruit garden. But we also do a lot of hunting for deer and fish. We also have several cows and some goats and sheep.”

“Do you all look after the animals?” 

“We all took turns when we were kids, but one of the elder wulvers, Pol, oversees the animal husbandry. He’d trained as a vet when he retired; he was the one that worked full time with the animals and teaching the kids.”

“The kids, are they home-schooled?”

I nodded and smiled. “We weren’t always home-schooled, but then one of the pack members became mated to a teacher, and she suggested that she’d like to set up a small school for the kids. The kids were all keen to do it because they hated getting up so early to catch the bus; this way, they could be truer to themselves. In a public school, they had to pretend they weren’t wulvers, which is tricky to expect for a five-year-old.”

“I can imagine. Are there other humans’ part of your pack?”

“A couple,” I answered. Ceana had been full of questions this morning, which I enjoyed answering. I wanted her to be comfortable. Especially now that she had agreed to return to the pack and mate with us. I wanted her to be prepared. I could only imagine what it would be like to have been raised believing you are human and then suddenly find out that you were something different. 

“Are there others that will be Saorise’s age? I’m worried that she is going to be alone and that she will end up lonely and scared.”

I stood and went over to where Ceana had stood beside the cow. I pulled her into my arms and hugged her. “We will make sure that Saorise won’t end up lonely. Others are her age. They aren’t human, but she won’t be alone.”

Ceana smiled up at me. “Thank you for all that you have done for Saorise and me. I know it probably wasn’t what you had thought would happen when you first got my scent.”

I smiled and lowered my face slowly, giving her ample time to pull back. Her eyes widened slightly, and her lips popped open. I pressed my lips against hers. I lay small kisses on her mouth before slowly deepening the kiss.

Ceana moaned and circled her arms around my waist, holding me tight against her as our tongues experimentally slid against one another. I stroked my fingers over her arms and twisted my fingers into her long red hair. 

Breaking the kiss, I moved my mouth down over her cheeks and jaw to her neck. Ceana’s eyes rolled, and she moaned as I sucked lightly on the sensitive skin.

“That feels so good,” Ceana whispered.

“You taste beautiful,” I groaned, kissing her lower and pulling at the neck of her shirt to run my tongue over her collarbone.

“Mark me?” Ceana moaned.

My eyes widened, and I looked into her eyes. “Are you sure?”

Ceana bit into her bottom lip and nodded her head. “I want you.”

I groaned and tugged my hands on the hem of her shirt, lifting it from her body. Her breasts were hidden behind the black lace bra that she wore. I stroked my fingers over the soft alabaster skin, tracing her neck and shoulder with my tongue.

Ceana’s breath was choppy, and her hands clawed at my shirt. My incisors lengthened, and I felt my magic begin to swirl around me. When I opened my eyes, I could see Ceana’s skin coated in gold dust as her aura swirled wildly like a tornado around our bodies. My alpha roared within me, begging, screaming, desiring to make Ceana our mate. I moved my mouth down over above her right breast. My teeth ached with need.

Ceana cried out, and her body trembled in my arms as her blood coated my tongue like melted chocolate and vanilla. With a growl, I pierced the soft skin of her chest. I lifted my mouth, licking over the wound and looking into her eyes that had deepened to the darkest green I’d ever seen.

Her hand slid beneath my shirt and over the skin of my chest. I felt the power of her magic surge through my body. My legs shook, and I felt like I was soaring. My cock twitched, and I knew that just the force of her magic would send me over the edge. 

Suddenly the gold dust swirling around us began to rain upon us, soaking into my skin. I crashed to the ground, taking Ceana with me. Ceana’s eyes rolled, and she threw her head back as her magic struck me hard. An orgasm I could only imagine experiencing took over my entire body. I cried out, feeling my knees give out beneath me. 

She landed on me and opened her eyes, looking into mine. “You are mine now,” she whispered.

“Forever,” I replied with a smile. 
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Chapter Twenty-Five
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Ceana

The magic that I felt inside me was like a buzzing. My skin was tight, and I wanted to press myself all over Luthais. The world felt brighter, the sounds were crisper, and the colors were stronger. If this is what it was like after mating with one of the guys, I could only imagine how much more intense it would be with all of them. 

Over breakfast, Peadrus and Darragh kept looking between Luthais and me. Luthais told them what happened in the barn, but they hadn’t said anything. I wanted a chance to get them alone so that I could also mate with them. 

Before I had that chance, though, there was a knock on the door. I opened it to the solicitor with a folder full of files.

“Hello, I’m Ceana Morgan; please come in.”

“Thank you, Ceana,” Daniel said as he entered the house, and I led him to the living room. 

Saorise sat with the guys in the living room, and I waved my hand over to a chair for Daniel.

“Can I get you something to drink or eat?” Saorise asked.

Daniel smiled but shook his head. “No, I’m fine, thank you. I had a coffee on the way here.” He leaned forward and opened the folder on the coffee table, taking out the documents. “Okay, so I have a copy of the will; it is straightforward. Ailis left the house and land to both Ceana and Saorise. There is a clause that if Ceana were under eighteen, then custody would be given to Nieve Steel. However, I found out that she is currently arrested. Not that it matters anyway, considering Ceana is eighteen.”

“Is there money owing on the house?” I asked.

Daniel shook his head. “No. Your Mam didn’t have any debts in her name. They bought the house and land outright. However, a trust fund is set up for both you and Saorise for when you both turn eighteen.”

I frowned and shared a look with Saorise. I had no idea about any trust fund. “I didn’t know that,” Saorise said.

Daniel smiled. “It was set up by Eoghann Morgan.”

My frown deepened. “How did he set up Saorise’s? He died before she was conceived.”

Daniel shrugged his shoulders. “I’m sorry, I don’t have answers for that.”

“We wanted to sell the property; what do we need to do that?” I asked.

“First, the will has to wait for a certain amount, thirty days. Then it will be finalized unless someone contests it. If that happens, it will go to court and be fought out there.”

“I don’t know that anyone is likely to contest it,” I said with a slight shake of my head. 

“Nieve probably will,” Saorise sighed. 

“Can she do that if she is being charged with murder?” I asked Daniel.

“Yeah, she can. But she must have a good reason for having a right to this property. The fact that the deed was in Eoghann and Ailis’s name and not a home that belongs to Nieve’s family, then it is unlikely she will win.”

I nodded as I took everything in. “We will cross that bridge when and if it comes.”

“I put the paperwork in to finalize the will this morning before coming here. What will happen is that there will be a small piece in the classifieds of the newspaper. The bonus is that with Nieve having been arrested, there is a good chance she won’t see anything about the will and will miss the cut-off date to contest it.”

“I hope so.” 

Daniel gave me a smile and nodded. He stayed for another hour going over everything that we needed to know regarding Mam’s estate. I was nervous about Nieve. I would have liked to think we wouldn’t have had a problem, but I never expected some woman to show up at a funeral and cause trouble. Nor did I ever imagine that my mam’s sister was involved in killing my father and her husband was my sister’s father. It was all just mind-blowing. 

After Daniel left, we had another visit from the police. Apparently, Nieve and Keegan had both confessed to killing Papa. 

“Nieve has told us where they buried Eoghann,” the policeman said. 

My eyes widened, and I leaned forward in the chair. “Where?”

“Apparently, he is buried here on the property, she’s drawn us a map, and I’ve got a forensic team heading out to excavate the area to see if we can find him.”

“Oh, so he can’t remain buried?” I asked.

The policeman shook his head. “No. I’m sorry. We should have a body to have all the cases sorted so that Nieve and Keegan will be convicted. What will happen is an autopsy will be done on Eoghann’s remains, then the remains will be released back to you, and you will be able to bury them.”

It wasn’t ideal, but I understood. At least this way, I could bury Papa next to Mam. 

“Where on the property are the remains?” Saorise asked.

“Behind the barn.”

It made sense that his body was buried there. The soil was always damp there from the poor drainage. It would have been the easiest to dig by hand. By lunchtime, the forensic team uncovered Papa’s remains and sent them to the mortuary. Obviously, the remains were nothing but bones. Still, the policeman told me a bullet hole in the skull suggested Papa was shot. It was sad that my papa was killed purely for being a wulver. I hated it. And I hated my aunt and uncle for taking him from us.
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Chapter Twenty-Six
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Darragh

“Hey, son, how is it going?” Papa answered when I rang.

“It’s going well. We will probably be here for a little bit longer, and then we intend to return to the pack.”

“Oh, that is wonderful; your mam will be thrilled to hear it. Of course, I assume you will be bringing Ceana and Saorise?”

I chuckled. “Yes. Saorise threatened Ceana with bodily harm if she didn’t mate with us and return to the pack.”

Papa barked out a laugh. “I think I like her. She is human, yes?”

“Yeah. There is a whole story behind it that we are only just discovering,” I said as I explained to Papa what we had since learned about Eoghann and Eric and their relationship with Ailis.

“Wow, that is a story. So, the police have found Eoghann’s remains?”

“Yes. Diarmud is coming from the Bochanan Pack today to meet with Ceana and Saorise. They will also be bringing Eoghann’s mam and brother with them. Ceana is nervous, but I think she is excited too.”

“She may decide she’d rather go to the Bochanan Pack.”

Nerves filled my belly like butterflies; I’d had a similar thought. As much as I would follow Ceana wherever she chose, I secretly hoped that wouldn’t happen. 

“She may do. I guess we will have to see what happens.”

“How would you feel about that?” Papa asked, hearing the nerves in my voice.

“It scares me a bit, if I’m honest. I guess it’s more because it would be the unknown.”

“I understand that. I felt the same way when your mam and I set out independently. But understand that you will always have us, no matter where you end up.”

“Thank you, Papa,” I said with a smile before we ended our call. I looked up over the rolling fields of the Morgan home. It was such a pretty place. It was so sad that it had such a horrible backstory. 

“Hey,” Ceana said as she sat on the back step beside me. I looked up and smiled at my mate. 

“How are you feeling about Diarmud and your family coming?” I asked.

Ceana reached out and took my hand in hers. “I’m a little bit nervous. I didn’t mean to listen to your conversation but I heard the last bit. I want to assure you that I won’t attend the Bochanan Pack. I know it is easy to say, but they are my family, but I can tell in my gut that it’s not the right place for us. I want to go back to your pack lands, Darragh.”

I searched her face to make sure that she was sure. The look in her eye told me that she meant what she said. Her mind was made up, and my nerves were instantly calmed. Gently I leaned forward before stopping.

“Can I kiss you?” I asked.

Ceana bit into her bottom lip and nodded her head. I leaned in the other way and pressed my lips against hers. Ceana opened her lips with a moan and slid her tongue into my mouth. I groaned and tilted my head to deepen the kiss. God, I would never get enough of this woman. She was beautiful. Not just on the outer layers but inside too.

My cock gave a hard throb, and I could feel our magic start to pace around us like a swirling tornado. Before I even had a chance to realize what was happening, I felt Ceana’s hand slide beneath my shirt and press to the center of my chest. I felt her magic start to pull at every one of my senses. My alpha roared in my head, and I knew she was seeking permission to mate with me. I broke the kiss and moved on instinct, lowering my mouth to the open neck of her shirt. 

My incisors lengthened, and without a second thought, I pierced her skin. Ceana cried out; her magic hit me and encased me all simultaneously. I twitched under the weight of the pleasure that surged through my body. I hadn’t even heard Peadrus coming out of the house, but as Ceana removed her hand from my chest, I opened my eyes and saw her turn to him. 

He, too, was driving by the mating call. I didn’t understand the desperation; maybe it was because Diarmud and others from the Bochanan Pack were due to arrive at the house. Perhaps it was just time. But there was a desperation in the air. I watched with hooded lids as Ceana turned her attention to Peadrus and slipped her hand beneath his shirt. 

Peadrus tugged at the collar of Ceana’s shirt, widening the neck so that he could leave his mark. With an animalistic growl, his teeth pierced Ceana’s alabaster skin. Her cries were erotic, and I felt my body explode without even being touched. The feel of her magic was overwhelming. When I looked up, I saw Luthais watching from the doorway. His hand covered the damp patch on his boxers. 

Peadrus pulled back, and Ceana looked around before giggling. “That was probably a bit too public.”

“Yes, it was,” I heard Saorise’s voice call from within the house.

Ceana snorted but didn’t look like she cared. “You are all mine now.”

“We are all yours.”
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Ceana

I would be lying if I didn’t say I wasn’t terrified about meeting Papa’s pack. But it was the right thing to do. The initial autopsy on Papa’s bones suggested that he’d been shot. However, they were still waiting for DNA testing to confirm that the remains they found belonged to Papa. Obviously, they had Keegan’s confession that had led them to the remains, but they still needed to confirm it. 

I just wanted everything done. I was ready to leave this place behind, return to the Saxby pack, and start a new life with my mates. When I did, I hadn’t intended to mate with Darragh and Peadrus, but something was urging me on. I didn’t know if that had anything to do with the members of Papa’s pack coming or if it was just time. Either way, I was pleased.

Saorise wasn’t overly happy about having to have heard us. I felt guilty and promised to do all the chores to appease her. I’m not sure she was as unhappy as she made out, but I would happily make it up to her for the rest of my life. 

I had just finished pulling the last cookies out of the oven when I heard a car pulling into the driveway. Saorise looked up from the chair she was sitting in the kitchen. I breathed out a steady breath. My nerves started to ramp up.

“If they look like shitty people, we tell them to leave.” “It will be okay,” Saorise said as she stood and approached me. She placed her hands on my shoulders and held me, looking into my eyes.

I bit into my bottom lip and nodded my head. A knock on the front door sounded, and I blew out another breath.

“Let’s do this,” I said with a small smile.

Saorise investigated my face again before nodding her head and letting me go. I went to the door and smoothed my hands quickly over my jeans and shirt. When I opened the door, I gasped. The woman standing beside a considerable man could have been my twin. 

“Oh, my stars,” the woman gasped. “You are definitely my Eoghann’s daughter.”

I blinked my eyes. My voice was gone. “Sorry,” I said with a shake of my head. “Please come in; I’m Ceana.”

I moved out of the way and allowed the group of people to enter the house before leading them into the living room. The guys were all standing in the living room.

“These are my mates, Darragh, Peadrus, and Luthais,” I introduced.

“It’s lovely to meet you boys; I’ve met all your parents before, and they are all wonderful people,” the older man said. “My name is Diarmud Bochanan; this is Sorcha Morgan, Eoghann’s mother, and Ceana’s grandmother. And this is Connall Morgan, Eoghann’s brother.”

“It’s nice to meet you all,” I said quietly, turning to see Saorise entering the living room. “This is Saorise, my sister.”

Sorcha smiled and stepped forward; she cupped Saorise’s cheeks and looked into her eyes. “You are beautiful, just like your mam.”

Saorise’s eyes welled with tears. “Thank you.”

Sorcha smiled and patted her cheek gently. “Please have a seat. Can I get you a coffee or tea?” I asked.

Sorcha, Diarmud, and Connall sat on the couch while the guys pulled kitchen chairs from the kitchen and sat on them.

“No, we are fine for drinks, my love,” Sorcha said. “I would like to tell you about your papa.”

Saorise frowned. “He wasn’t my papa.”

Sorcha scoffed and waved her hand. “He was your papa. When your mam got pregnant, he wanted you just as much as your biological father did.”

“Wait, Papa knew about Saorise?”

Sorcha smiled and nodded. “Oh yes. He was so excited. I guess you don’t know a whole lot about those early years. Sadly, after everything that happened, Ailis asked us not to contact you or her again. We honored her wishes. It’s something that I regret to this day.”

“Can you tell me about Papa?” I asked. 

“Oh yes, he was such a terror as a child, always into something,” Sorcha laughed, looking over at Diarmud, who chuckled.

“Yep, how many times I had to pull that boy out of something he’d got stuck in.”

I grinned at the two as they regaled us stories of Papa as a child. He sounded so loved, and I regretted not having the opportunity to get to know the Bochanan Pack. It was something that wasn’t going to continue. There would come a day when I had my own children, and I wanted them to know their families. I would see to it. 

“Why did Papa leave the pack and come here?” I asked.

Sorcha sighed. “Your mam’s family hated the wulvers. They lived close by the pack lands; that was how your papa met your mam. They went to the same school and would often play together as children. We always knew that Eoghann would be mated to Ailis one day. The day Eoghann turned eighteen, he sought Ailis out, and they mated. Your mam was nineteen and had been waiting patiently. When Ailis’s parents discovered the mating, her papa had lost it. He came to the pack lands with a gun threatening to kill your papa. He was furious. We protected Eoghann, but I told them they had to leave. I was terrified that he would be killed.”

Sorcha shook her head, and tears welled in her eyes as Connall reached out and took her hand in his; she looked up and gave him a small smile. “They left that night. I gave them money so they could buy this property. They were safe for a while. Of course, when Ailis’s father found out she’d run away with Eoghann, he was furious and prepared to hunt them down. Eoghann stayed in contact with us and told us about their pregnancy of Ceana. Both he and your mam were thrilled. Ailis was around six months pregnant when her Papa died. He had a heart attack. It’s not nice to say, but I was glad.”  

I agreed with Sorcha; it wasn’t bad if he died. “So, I’m assuming Mam’s family didn’t stop hunting her?”

“Ailis came back for her Papa’s funeral. I expected they would have given up and be happy to see her. But I was wrong. By this stage, Nieve had met her now husband, Eric. At the time, they were just boyfriend and girlfriend. But when Eric saw Ailis and Eoghann, he fell for them. The mating call was strong. He left Nieve without a word. Just told her that he couldn’t be with her anymore. Nieve was too much like her damned Papa. She was possessive. She saw people as her possessions. She felt she owned Eric. So, when she discovered that he’d left her for Ailis and Eoghann, she was furious. That was when she and Keegan got a bee in their bonnet. Eric and Eoghann had told me that Ailis was pregnant with Saorise and were excited. We were supposed to be coming here on the weekend to celebrate.” 

Sorcha shook her head, and her tears started to trek down her cheeks. “Ailis rang screaming that Friday night, saying that Eoghann had been killed. She never said who killed him, but we knew he was dead. I knew it was Nieve and Keegan, but I couldn’t prove it. Eric went back with Nieve. I believe it was because he helped her kill Eoghann. But I never really knew the truth. I tried to talk to Ailis and find out where his body was, but she was already starting to lose her mind. The mating bond was broken, and what was worse was her other mate was out there but rejecting her.”

My eyes widened. “So, if one of my mates dies, will I fall into a depression like Mam?”

Sorcha shook her head. “No. The reason your mam sunk into such a deep depression was that she was human and aching from the death and rejection of those that she loved most.”

I sighed. “I hate her family so much for this.”

“Me too,” Saorise growled.

Sorcha smiled over at us and nodded her head. “I have hated them for many years. Not only did they take my son, but they took my granddaughters.”

I smiled up at Sorcha. “I want to make a difference. You may have missed us when we were little, but I want to stay in contact.”

Sorcha placed her hand on her chest and smiled. “I would really like that too.”
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Chapter Twenty-Eight
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Peadrus

Meeting with Diarmud, Sorcha, and Connall had me nervous at first. I was scared that Ceana would want to return to the Bochanan Pack. It was an irrational fear, and I knew I’d follow her regardless, but I had to admit I was scared to leave my pack. I was grateful, however, that Sorcha could tell Ceana and Saorise about their papa. I knew there were still many unanswered questions regarding Saorise’s biological father, Eric. 

The police hadn’t charged him, only Nieve and Keegan. It made me wonder, if he wasn’t involved in the murder, why he would return to Nieve and protect her secret. If he had gone straight to the police, Nieve would have been arrested, and Eric could have remained with Ailis. Maybe her life wouldn’t have been so bad, and at least Saorise would have known who her father was. The girls wouldn’t have such a hard life. 

“It has been wonderful to meet you both,” Sorcha said as she cupped the girls’ cheeks at the front door. 

“I hope to be able to meet more of your pack and see you more often,” Ceana said with a warm smile to her grandmother.

Sorcha smiled and nodded her head. “I would like that very much. You are both families. Our packs have officially joined now,” she said, looking between us.

“It has; you are our sister pack,” Darragh said.

Diarmud walked toward us and reached out his hand. He placed his forehead against each of ours in a show of respect and a joining of packs. Our mating had bridged the two packs, and we now would celebrate their celebrations and mourn their losses. And they would do the same for us. 

Once the Bochanan Pack members left, Ceana sighed deeply. I put my arm around her shoulders. “How are you feeling about everything you learned?”

Ceana glanced up at me with a smile. “I’m happy that I met them. Hearing about Papa, especially what he was like as a child, was wonderful. I think I’d like to send the remains to his pack when they release his body.”

“Maybe they will accept Mam’s body too, and we can have her exhumed and sent there?” Saorise suggested.

Ceana nodded her head. “That might be a good idea. I’m not sure Mam would have liked to go there, though.”

“That’s true; it’s probably too close to her childhood home. I can see why she had nothing to do with her family, but I wonder why she said his pack had killed him.”

Ceana hummed and nodded. “I wonder if Nieve told her that, maybe?”

Saorise’s eyes widened. “Oh, she might have. Maybe Nieve told Mam that his family wasn’t happy about Eric?”

“Maybe the answers all lie with Eric,” Darragh suggested.

Saorise looked over at Darragh with fear on her face. “We don’t have to if you’re uncomfortable with it,” I reassured her.

She gave me a small smile. “I’ll think about it. We might not need the answers. It might be good enough to know that the killers will be imprisoned.”

“That’s right,” Ceana agreed. “One day, we might revisit this. But for now, we focus on selling this house and moving to the Saxby Pack.”

The smile Saorise shared was a relief, and I could see she preferred that idea. I got the feeling that Ceana realized it too. That night the house was a lot calmer, and there was laughter as Saorise told us stories of Ceana as a little girl. She told us stories of the hours they spent playing in the fields. 

The stories were filled with love and laughter, but at the same time, they were pretty sad. They were two little girls that only really had each other. They had to grow up and care for themselves. Their mother was, from what I could tell, basically a zombie. She’d given up. I don’t know how it got twisted in her mind that Eric raped her and that Saorise resulted from that rape. We’d learned that Eric and Ailis had been in love with one another.

Maybe it was Ailis’s depression that formed the story; I couldn’t be sure; now that the woman was dead, there would be no answers. All I could hope was that for the rest of Ceana and Saorise’s lives, they would be shown how wonderful and beautiful they are.

That night we slept on the floor of Ceana’s room while Saorise curled up beside her sister. I couldn’t wait to get that chance to have Ceana back at the pack lands in our own room in a bed big enough to fit us all. But for now, I would sleep on broken glass if it meant I could be close to my mate.
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Chapter Twenty-Nine

[image: image]


Ceana

I was surprised at the speed things seemed to move. I talked to Mr. Lancaster, who owned the land beside ours, to see if he would like the livestock to make things easier when it came time to sell the property. Instead of taking the goats, sheep, and chickens, he came and slaughtered and butchered them for us to take them back to the Saxby pack. 

“You are with good people there,” he said when he returned with the carcasses in a fantastic portable trailer he lent us. 

“You know them?” I asked.

Mr. Lancaster chuckled and shook his head. “Not personally, but I know they are wulver. I’ve never met a wulver I don’t like.”

My eyes widened. “You know about the wulver?”

“My son is mated to one, lives out at her pack lands in the south.”

“So, you know that I’m wulver?”

Mr. Lancaster smiled. “I’d always had an inkling that you were. You had the same wild spirit I saw from the wulver growing up.”

“I only just found out.”

Mr. Lancaster reached out an old hand, placed it on my shoulder, and squeezed it. “I remember your Papa. Eoghann. It was a shame what happened to him. But I know that he would be proud of you.”

Tears welled in my eyes, and I sniffed. “Thank you.”

After four days, the medical examiner was ready to release Papa’s body. I’d called Diarmud and asked if the pack would like to take his body back to their pack lands. Mr. Lancaster smiled and nodded before climbing into his car and driving away. 

He said that he would be honored. I was still unsure about applying to exhume Mam’s body and have it sent to the pack lands. But after talking to Diarmud, we realized that Mam probably is happiest having her body where it is. The pack lands would be too close to those that hurt her most.

We’d heard from the prosecutor in Papa’s case, and she said that both Keegan and Nieve pleaded guilty to murder. They were just waiting for sentencing now. The prosecutor wasn’t planning on pursuing charges against Eric. I still had so many questions about him. I didn’t know what to think. I didn’t understand why he would ever return to Nieve and leave Mam if he loved her. 

I’d promised Saorise that I wouldn’t speak to him until she was ready. I was willing to honor that. I’d never seen Saorise so happy. She was free and laughed so much more than she ever had. I could only thank the guys for that. We still hadn’t consummated our mating more than kisses, mainly because Saorise slept with me in my bed every night. 

I knew that once we reached the Saxby Pack, she would be more likely to calm down. But if she needed the comfort of sleeping in the same bed as me, I wasn’t about to turn her away. We still had a few weeks before we would know if the house would be able to be sold or not. So far, Benjamin said he hadn’t heard anything from anyone about contesting the will, so I hoped that this meant no one would bother. 

I was busy packing up our personal belongings. The furniture was going to go with the house. But I wanted to keep our family photos and records we’d saved over the years. 

“What are we going to do with Mam’s clothes?” Saorise asked as I sat on the floor of Mam’s bedroom, going through the photos and placing them into better storage boxes.

“I don’t know. Is there anything that we want to keep?” I hummed.

Saorise shook her head. “No. Should we donate them? Or just throw them away?”

“Let’s donate what is decent, and we will throw away anything bad.”

Saorise smiled and stood, opening the closet as she rifled through the clothes. Mam didn’t have much, but she did have a few outfits I knew would be suitable for charity shops. Two piles were being formed, one for donation and another for rubbish.

“What?” Saorise said as she pulled something from one of Mam’s jacket pockets.

I looked up and saw a small box in her hand. She came over to me and sat on the floor beside me; opening the box inside was the key.

“What is that for, I wonder?” I pondered.

“I don’t know. It looks like a house key, but it’s not for here.”

“Anything else in her pockets?” I nodded. Saorise turned the key in her hands, but nothing on it gave us any idea of where this key went.

Saorise reached her hand in the pockets and searched them. “Nothing. I wonder if it was her family home?”

“Maybe. I don’t know why she would have a key to that place. But it’s possible.” I hummed.

“Did you find any other notes or paperwork discussing a different house?”

I shook my head. “Nothing. Only the deed to this place, and I’ve searched all the paperwork.”

“Weird. I swear that woman had more secrets than the KGB.”

I snorted. “You’re not wrong. Oh well, let’s keep the box and key; something might come up in the future about it.”

Saorise nodded, placed the key back in the box, and put the box in the crate with all the photos we kept. I didn’t know Mam's secrets, and it seemed like she had many. One day we might be able to get to the bottom of them.
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Chapter Thirty
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Luthais

We’d been at Ceana’s and Saorise’s home for two weeks; my parents had come and picked up the fantastic trailer Mr. Lancaster left for us to use and taken it back with the meat he’d prepped for us. They had returned the trailer and a car we would use to return to the pack lands. Much easier than driving. 

“We should call in on the way back and see Catherine,” Darragh suggested.

I nodded my head. “That would be a good idea.”

“We are all packed now. That was the last of the crates. There was a bit more than I first anticipated,” Ceana said as she came and rested beside me. I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and pulled her into my side.

We hadn’t had a chance to be intimate, but we’d all shared small kisses and made out a little in stolen opportunities. I couldn’t wait to finally get back to the pack lands and get some alone time with my mates. Apart from that first morning here, I hadn’t cum again. Well, except for during the mating bite. That was expected, though.

“I’m ready,” Saorise said as she exited the house. Her eyes were red-rimmed and puffy, and I could tell she’d been crying. I noticed she had gotten up early in the morning and spent some time at her mam’s grave. 

Ceana reached out her arms and pulled her sister to her, kissing her cheek. “Are you sure you want to do this?” she asked.

Saorise smiled and nodded her head. “I do. I will just miss this place; as much as I hated it, I loved it too.”

“I understand that.”

“Alright, enough crying; I already look like a bag of shit.”

“Bullshit,” Darragh said with a shake of his head. “Neither of you could ever look like a bag of shit, no matter how much you cry.”

Ceana grinned at Darragh, and Saorise shrugged her shoulders. “Okay, well, let’s go. I’ve got a new family to meet.”

Ceana giggled and led Saorise to the van my parents had brought us. She and Saorise climbed into the back while Darragh slipped into the driver’s seat and Peadrus into the passenger seat. I climbed into the back beside Ceana.

She laced her fingers with mine as we started off toward the pack. I was excited. This was the true beginning of our new life. I knew that Ceana and Saorise were nervous. I could feel it, but I was also confident that their nerves would be calmed as soon as we reached the pack and they met everyone. Especially Saorise. Once she met people and realized that she had friends there, she would relax.

We hadn’t got very far down the road when I glanced over to see Saorise had fallen asleep against Ceana’s shoulder. Darragh and Peadrus whispered in the front, and Ceana leaned against them.

“Are you happy?” I asked.

Ceana looked up at me and smiled. “With every inch of my being.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. What about you?”

“I’m ecstatic.”

Ceana giggled. “I like that. Tell me where we will live; what does it look like?”

“We have a huge house. I guess you could call it a mansion. But it must be that big to fit the whole pack in. Every family has quarters with bedrooms, a kitchen, a living room, and a bathroom. Then there is a big living room for us to gather in as a group, a huge dining room, and an industrial kitchen. Once a week, we come together as a pack and share a meal together. The rest of the time, we can eat in the dining room by putting our names on the board or eat as a family in our private kitchen.”

“Wow,” Ceana said with wide eyes. “And everyone takes turns in cooking?”

I nodded. “Yep. Every week, a different family cooks for the whole pack. All the jobs are shared. We have roles that we all do. Some of the pack work outside the land, so they don’t have jobs to do on the pack lands. But those of us that don’t have outside jobs have roles within the pack.”

“A bit like a real community.”

“Yep. We have squabbles and trouble, just like every community. Sometimes people will stop pulling their weight, which is why we have the leaders. The head alphas and omegas.”

“And they are all your parents?”

“Yes. Darragh’s parents, Frangan and Beitidh, are the top alpha and omega; as I’ve explained, they are the ones that have the final say in everything. But working beside them are my parents, who you met, Adamh and Brighde. As well as Peadrus’s parents Seocan and Aimal. They work as a committee, deciding things that affect the pack, like building new buildings. For example, when Barabel joined the pack, she was a teacher and suggested that she would like to run a school for the children. The suggestion went to the committee, and our parents discussed it and decided it was a good idea.”

“What if they don’t agree?” 

“Ultimately, then the decision would be given to Frangan and Beitidh. If the two disagreed, it would be Beitidh’s decision.”

“Have they had people that have caused trouble in the pack?”

I chuckled. “Oh yeah. There have only ever been two that I know of that got removed from the pack. One was removed because he was imprisoned for assault against a human. Our pack doesn’t tolerate violence. We don’t believe in corporal punishment. The other was removed because she beat her child.”

Ceana’s eyes widened. “What happens to them once they are removed from the pack?”

“They are usually given enough money to set up somewhere else, but they are told to leave and not to return. Basically, completely shunned.”

“That’s understandable. I can’t imagine ever raising a violent hand to my child.”

I smiled. The more I got to know Ceana, the more I knew I was falling in love with her. She was gentle and kind, and I knew she would make the most wonderful mother. The thought of her being pregnant with our child, it makes my cock stir and fill. I couldn’t wait for that day.
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Chapter Thirty-One
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Ceana

We stopped in a little bed and breakfast that the guys had told us they’d stayed at when they were coming to find me. As it turned out, the lady that owned it grew up in Peadrus’s uncle’s pack. She swung the door open with a wide grin.

“Boys, you are back and have two beautiful women with you. But I see only one is your mate,” she greeted me as she hugged Saorise and me. 

“How did you know?” I asked.

Catherine smiled. “You are the only one with the blue markings.”

“Oh, I keep forgetting about them.”

Catherine laughed. “Many do. Come on in; I’d love to hear everything about you.”

Saorise and I followed Catherine into the house while the guys gathered all the camping equipment she’d lent them. She took us into a warm and cozy, beautifully decorated living room. I could have easily curled up and slept on the large sofa while getting lost in a book.

“Now, tell me, you obviously didn’t come from a pack; I told the boys I didn’t know any packs this far north.”

I nodded as Saorise, and I sat on the oversized leather couch. Catherine pottered around, gathering cups of tea and some biscuits.

“Yes. Our father was wulver. We didn’t know about it until the day before my eighteenth birthday when our Mam said.”

“Oh,” she replied as she turned to look at me with wide eyes. “The story is true.”

I frowned and shook my head. “What story?”

“Of the pack member killed.”

I sighed and nodded. “Yes. That was our Papa. He wasn’t killed by his pack, though.”

“I never thought he was,” she replied as she handed cups of tea to Saorise and me. “I always thought there was something strange about the story.”

I nodded. “He was killed by our Mam’s family. They were human and didn’t like wulver or the fact that she had mated with one.”

Catherine clicked her tongue and shook her head. “Disgusting. I hope they rot.”

“I hope so too. We are waiting on their sentencing hearing.”

Catherine’s eyes widened. “I heard about it. I didn’t realize it was the same case. Oh god, everything happened so quickly for you. I can’t imagine how much stress you have both been under.”

“It’s not easy, but the boys have helped.”

Catherine smiled warmly and nodded. “You are in great hands with those boys. They are very honorable men. You are not wulver, are you?” she said to Saorise.

“No,” Saorise answered. “I had a different biological father.”

Catherine nodded her head. “Your Papa is the man that loved you the most.”

Saorise smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. I knew that the fact that we had different fathers bothered her. I didn’t want to push her to talk about it. She would open up to me when she was ready. Until then, I could only support and love her.

The guys entered the living room, and Catherine made them cups of tea too. We spent the rest of the afternoon talking to Catherine. She shared stories of Peadrus as a young boy and staying at his uncle’s pack. It sounded like he was in a bit of terror. He wasn’t much different now; he couldn’t sit still for long and always liked being on the move. 

By the time it had reached almost four in the afternoon, we all got ready to head off. We didn’t have a whole lot left. Surprisingly the drive back to the pack wasn’t all that far. It was only that the boys had been walking it and following a scent without knowing where they were going that it took them so long to get to me. 

Peadrus said we would arrive at the pack lands around dinner time. He had rung and spoken to his father, and they told us that they were planning a feast of the goat and lamb that Mr. Lancaster had slaughtered for us.

I was nervous but excited to meet everyone. Frangan and Beitidh made me feel so welcome when I met them. They’d even hugged Saorise and welcomed her to the family. After meeting them, I knew we were going to the right place. 

Peadrus drove while Luthais sat in the front passenger seat, and Darragh sat in the back with Saorise and me. I could feel my sister's nerves the closer we got to the pack. “It’s so pretty out here,” I said.

Saorise nodded and looked over at me. “I will miss the view of the ocean, though.”

“Our pack is on the Black Loch. The only way to get there is via our driveway, so it is basically ours. No one comes there apart from us. You will see the Shetland ponies and, in the loch, the estuaries that come off it are otters,” Darragh explained.

“Otters?”

Darragh chuckled and nodded his head. “Yep. We call them Draatsi. I suppose you could say they are a bit like the wulver.”

I frowned and cocked my head to the side. “You mean they aren’t animals?”

Darragh smiled and nodded. “Don’t be surprised if you see a naked little one running around on the banks of the Loch. The draatsi are shifters.”

My eyes widened, and I gasped as I spun to face Saorise. Her face mimicked mine. “Holy shit,” she whispered.

I barked out a laugh and nodded. “There is a whole world we never knew about. How many others are there out there?”

Darragh shrugged his shoulders. “Possibly loads. But the only ones I know about are the wulver and the draatsi. Typically, supernatural beings keep hidden. Humans don’t typically know about us; if they did, they would likely fear us. Or behave like your Mam’s father. That’s why we keep who and what we are a secret.”

“That makes complete sense,” I replied. I couldn’t imagine how it would be if people didn’t have to hide who they were anymore. I wondered if humans would truly accept the supernaturals for who they were. I had a feeling they would likely kill them. Humans, or people in general, always hated what they feared.
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Chapter Thirty-Two
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Darragh

I didn’t realize how much I’d missed the pack lands until Peadrus pulled the van into the long driveway. I could feel the magical bond of our pack calling me home. It was a wonderful feeling. Ceana and Saorise had peppered us with questions the whole way home, which was a lot of fun. I loved our pack and the lands we lived on. There wasn’t a part that I wasn’t proud of. So, bragging about it was my forte. 

Peadrus pulled the van up in front of the house like a block of units. I don’t really know what to call it. We called it a house. Others called it the mansion; some said it was like a castle.

“Holy shit, this is gorgeous,” Saorise gasped as she looked out the window. “You guys said the house was massive, but you forgot to mention that it is all built with stone and resembles a damned castle.”

“I guess we did. Welcome home, Saorise and Ceana.” I snorted.

Ceana grinned at me. “I feel at home. I can feel something in my chest like it is settled.”

Saorise gasped. “I feel that too. How though? I’m human.”

“What you are feeling is your call to bond with this pack. It doesn’t matter if you’re human or wulver. If you are meant to be packed, you will feel it,” Peadrus explained.

Saorise gave an excited little yelp and clapped her hands. “This is amazing, Ceana. I can’t believe our life.”

“Does that mean you are happy?” Ceana teased.

“I’m thrilled.”

The door to the house swung open, and I saw Mam, Papa, and the other alpha couples come toward the car. Slowly we all started to climb out and were embraced by our families.

“Welcome home, son,” Papa said with a grin as he kissed my head. 

“Adamh, Brighde, Seocan, and Aimal, this is our mate, Ceana, and our new sister, Saorise,” I introduced.

“It is wonderful to meet you both,” Aimal said as she reached out and hugged Saorise first. Saorise’s smile grew. I could see how much more relaxed she was. As if a huge weight and fear had been removed.

I knew that she had been nervous about fitting in with the pack. But now I think she understood what we’d been saying. She was family. 

That night we were treated to an enormous feast. Everyone sang, danced, and drank cider. We were all just getting ready for bed when the sun came up. Peadrus’s twin sisters, Caitlin and Isobel, had taken to Saorise immediately. They were all the same age, and they gushed over Saorise’s makeup abilities. Of course, they had dragged her off to their room and insisted that Saorise spend the first night with them.

I was kind of glad. I wanted some alone time with my mates. “Are you ready to go and see our room?” I asked Ceana. It was nearing four in the morning, and I could see she was getting tired. 

My mate looked up at me with a slight blush and nodded. Lacing my fingers with hers, I turned to see the other guys watching us and nodded. Together we moved toward the room our Papa had been working on to make memorable for us. It was a small unit with a large master bedroom, kitchen, living and bathroom. They had even made sure to do up a spare bedroom for Saorise. However, I felt she would be moving in with Caitlin and Isobel if they had anything to do with it.

The sexual tension amongst us seemed to grow the closer we got to the quarters. My cock throbbed in my jeans, and I could scent Ceana’s arousal. We had all made out with her and done some touching. But that had been as far as it went. We were all conscious of Saorise being around and didn’t want to make her more uncomfortable. 

I swung open the door to our tiny apartment and led Ceana through to the bedroom. Ceana gasped as we stepped into the master bedroom. The large bed was big enough for all of us to sleep together and was adorned with black satin sheets.

“This is beautiful,” she whispered in awe.

“We want you to have the best,” I said, smiling at my mate.

“You all make me feel so beautiful.”

I smiled again and slowly lowered my face to hers. Ceana’s lips popped open as I pressed my mouth against hers and slipped my tongue inside. A small moan escaped her throat. Movement around me told me that the others were slowly undressing. I soon felt hands on my body, unzipping my jeans and sliding them with my underwear off my legs. 

I broke the kiss long enough to slip my t-shirt over my head and take hold of the hem of Ceana’s shirt. I tugged it off her body while Luthais stripped her from her jeans. Slowly he undid her bra and freed her breasts from the confines. I groaned at the sight of her beauty. Her skin was so soft and delicate that I almost feared touching her. Her breasts were a perfect size, enough to fit in my hands. And the curls between her legs dripped with her juices.

“I want you,” Ceana whispered. I didn’t think she was speaking to anyone but to all of us. 

I nodded and led her to the bed, laying her in the center and widening her legs. Lowering to my knees, I pressed small kisses along her thighs and mound, delighting in the gasps and moans that dripped from her lips. Swiping my tongue along her crease, I sucked in the honey that fell from her core.

Ceana’s hand twisted in my hair, holding it tight, guiding me to where she needed my mouth most. Sucking her hardened clit between my lips, I groaned at the fall of her thrust against my mouth. 

“Oh god, I’m cumming,” she cried as she ground her pussy against my face. I slid my finger inside her, pressing on that special place that I knew would have her see stars. Ceana’s body stiffened, and she cried out as her juices coated my hand and chin. I couldn’t get enough of this girl. 
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Chapter Thirty-Three

[image: image]


Ceana

Oh my god, I’d never felt anything like it. The pleasure that Darragh brought me with his tongue was overwhelming and the most fantastic thing I’d ever felt. My body trembled with aftershocks, and I saw Peadrus and Luthais kissing when I opened my eyes. I groaned at sight. I never realized how hot it was to see two men kissing that way. Their dicks pressed hard against one another as they clung to each other. 

“Do you like that?” Darragh purred.

I bit into my bottom lip and nodded my head. “So much.” 

“Would you like to see Peadrus suck Luthais dick?”

My eyes widened, and I gasped. “Yes,” I croaked. My voice was husky with my need, and my pussy clenched at the thought.

“Luthais, kneel next to Ceana’s face so she can see close when Peadrus sucks you.”

Luthais didn’t need to be told twice. He immediately moved so that he was kneeling beside my head. Peadrus crawled along the bed and licked Luthais’s shaft, causing the man to tremble and groan.

“Oh god,” I whispered.

“Do you want to taste him?” Peadrus asked.

My mouth watered with the suggestion, and I nodded my head. Luthais moved his dick so that it hovered over my mouth. Opening my lips, I poked out my tongue and licked along his shaft as Peadrus had done. 

“Jesus, that feels so good,” Luthais moaned.

“Take his balls lightly in your hand and scratch your nails along his taint,” Darragh instructed.

Peadrus opened his lips and started to suck Luthais cock to the back of his throat as I continued to roll his balls in my hand. The heavyweight felt so amazing. I did as I was told and could have orgasmed with the sound that fell from Luthais.

“Do you want me inside you?” Darragh asked in a whisper.

I looked at my mate and nodded my head. Widening my legs to give him no mistaken invitation. Darragh smiled and slid the head of his cock up and down my slit. I was nervous, but I was so turned on I couldn’t think of anything other than having this man inside me. 

Slowly I felt him push the head of his dick into my entrance. It stretched with a slight burn around his size. A pain gripped me, and I cried out as he pushed hard against my virginity. The sting I felt quickly eased as he waited patiently for me to grow accustomed to the foreign feeling. With a final thrust, Darragh was fully seated.

Darragh slipped his fingers between our bodies and gently circled my clit with his thumb, building the pressure inside me. My eyes closed, and my body grew taut. Moving my hips, I encouraged him to thrust inside me. Slowly he started to move in time with the ministrations of his thumb.

My pleasure was built higher and higher. The feeling between my legs was like nothing I’d ever felt, and I couldn’t imagine growing tired of it. Moans fell from my mouth and mingled with the moans from Darragh and Peadrus. 

“Baby, I’m going to cum; I can’t hold it,” Darragh cried.

I opened my eyes and looked into the dark eyes of my mate. “Cum in me,” I growled. Wanting nothing more than to feel him deep inside me. I wanted him to fill me. I wanted him to breed me. I didn’t understand where this primal urge came from, but I knew what I needed. 

With a growl, Darragh threw his head back and let out the howl of a wolf as his cock swelled inside me and his seed sprayed along my channel, filling me. As his dick softened, Darragh pulled out of me with a hiss. 

“I want you,” I said to Peadrus, still sucking on Luthais dick.

“Are you sure?” he asked. “You’re not sore?”

Something in my spirit was screaming. I shook my head. I needed them all. It didn’t matter about the soreness later; I needed them all.

“I need you. I admitted. It hurts not to have you.”

Peadrus nodded and climbed to the end of the bed between my legs. His dick wasn’t as thick as Darragh’s, but it was longer and reached parts of me that had been untouched. I gasped at the feeling, and my toes curled. My pleasure continued to increase. 

Peadrus slammed his hips against me as he fucked into me like the wild animal I knew he was. Harder and harder, he fucked me as I clawed at his arms and back. I needed him. I needed him to give me everything he had. 

He threw his head back, and I felt his dick swell. “Give it all to me, Peadrus,” I demanded.

It was enough to send my mate over the edge as he howled similarly to Darragh and filled me with cum. Luthais was watching the scene with wide eyes as Peadrus slowly slipped from my pussy and lay spent beside me.

“Luthais, I don’t know what is happening inside me. But I need you,” I said with urgency.

Luthais nodded and moved to the bed. Gently and almost with a caressing touch, he rolled me to my side. Slipping in behind me, Luthais lifted my leg and hooked over his hips as he slid his dick inside me, the biggest of all the guys. My eyes rolled, and my head lulled onto his shoulder.

Slowly and with the soothing balm that only Luthais could give, he loved me while the other two watched, kissed, and stroked my body. Darragh reached down between my legs and laid pressure on my clit. My orgasm was surging forward like a steam train. My breaths were choppy, and my moans were loud. 

Luthais’s hand slipped around my throat and squeezed enough to slightly cut off my air. It was all I needed. With a roar, I was sent hurtling over the edge. My eyes saw stars, and I thought I was going to die. Somewhere in the background, I could hear the cries of Luthais as he emptied himself inside me. 

Slowly we started to fall back to reality, and I opened my eyes. The guys were all watching me with the same look. A look that I knew was etched into my face.

“I love you,” I said.

The guys all smiled. “We love you too,” Luthais answered with a small kiss on my neck.

I couldn’t believe just how lucky I’d gotten. Not only did I have men who would love me and protect me for the rest of my life, but they also got out of bed and ran a bath before carrying me to the water and soaking me in the healing oils. 

I’d never slept as hard as I did that night. But being surrounded by my men after our mating was the best thing I’d ever experienced.
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Epilogue
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Ceana

My sister stood and walked along the stage. I was so proud of her. Not only had she graduated from beauty school, but she had also done it at the top of her class. Saorise smiled at the entire pack there to witness her achievement. The crowd applauded as Saorise’s name was called. 

“Mam, Aunty,” Eoghann called. I chuckled at my son sitting on Luthais' lap beside me.

“Yes, Aunty is getting her award,” I answered. 

Eoghann’s chubby little hands clapped together as Saorise exited the stage and returned to her seat at the front of the room with the other graduates. Life couldn’t have turned out better. Nieve and Keegan were both sentenced to life with a maximum of twenty years for the death of Papa. Neither of them had contested Mam’s will, and we were able to sell the house. Interestingly it was the Bochanan Pack that bought it. 

Saorise and I chose to invest the money into our children’s future. Of course, Eoghann came nine months after meeting the boys. And three years later, he was the love of their life. I knew that he wouldn’t be our only baby. Still, for now, I was enjoying spending time with my son and watching Saorise with a couple of boys I knew desperately wanted to mate with her.

My sister had goals, though. She wanted to finish beauty school and set up her own business first. Then she would focus on boys. Of course, the boys of the Saxby Pack had been taught well and were prepared to wait for her. We’d spent hours looking at shops in the village to see where she would have her business. 

Diarmud showed us an empty shop in the village near their pack lands. As soon as we saw it, Saorise fell in love, and that was it. She put down the deposit and bought the place. Now Morgan's Beauty was going to be up and running.

I was nervous about her being close to the Bochanan Pack because Eric had never been charged, and I was scared he would contact her. There was no way those boys would let her get hurt. But so far, we haven’t heard anything. She had three protectors in Fearchar, Asgall, and Niallghus. Just looking at the way they looked at her, even now, I knew. So did Saorise. She’d confessed to me that she felt she was meant to be with them. I was happy for her and couldn’t wait for her to accept and mate with them. 

As the graduation ceremony ended and the audience slowly left for their various celebrations, it was just the pack, and Saorise left behind. Asgall had grabbed her and pressed a massive kiss on her lips, and as much as she gave a squeal and told him off, I could see the look in her eye was delighted. Yep. There was going to be a new mated group very soon. Of course, I also couldn’t wait to be an aunt. 

“What do you think? They going to be good enough for our sister?” Darragh whispered.

“Definitely. I couldn’t have picked better boys.” I snorted and nodded.

Darragh grinned and wrapped his arms around my shoulders. “I’ll miss her when she moves to the Bochanan Pack.”

I sighed and nodded. “Me too. But it gives us more of an excuse to go and catch up with grandma.”

“That’s true. She will love having more time to spoil Eoghann.”

I grinned and nodded as I looked over where members of the Bochanan pack stood, talking to members of the Saxby pack. We had come together and were now one giant family. I loved it. I had never thought about what it would be like to have such a big family, but I couldn’t imagine not having them anymore. I was beyond grateful for the chance to raise Eoghann in the pack and have him learn what it was like to be a wulver. 

Looking around at the family that stood by, I felt nothing but happiness and pride. For so many years, I’d longed to fit in. I’d longed to know my papa and to have Mam pay attention to us. But now, at twenty-one years old, my life was perfect. Not only did I have three men who I loved with my entire being, but I also had a son who was the reincarnation of Papa. Not to mention the extended family that I’d gained in two packs. 

I’d learned so much over the last three years. Not only what it meant to be a wulver, but what it meant to be family. I knew what it meant to tell something and be important to someone. It was a lesson I wished I’d learned as a child, but it was never too late. 

“So, when are you going to give me another grandchild?” Grandma asked as she came to where we were standing. She held Eoghann in her hand.

“We were waiting until after today, but I’ll tell you a little secret. I’m three months pregnant.”

Grandma’s eyes lit up, and a grin covered her face. “I could tell. But don’t you worry, your secret is safe with me. But I have a secret of my own.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“You are having a little girl.”

My eyes widened, and I gasped. “Seriously?”

“As a heart attack.”

The end.
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	          Nova

          
        
          
	          Kaki

          
        
          
	          Scout

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Rigby Brothers

          
        
          
	          Asher

          
        
          
	          Burgess

          
        
          
	          Macklin

          
        
          
	          Drake

          
        
          
	          Jericho

          
        
          
	          Obsidian

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      River of Lies

          
        
          
	          River of Lies

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Schiavu

          
        
          
	          Schiavu

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Shifter Ink

          
        
          
	          Brenton

          
        
          
	          Chase

          
        
          
	          Orion

          
        
          
	          Sloane

          
        
          
	          Sahara

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Stolen

          
        
          
	          Stolen

          
        
          
	          The Murphy Princess

          
        
          
	          Little Warrior

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wild Claw Pack

          
        
          
	          Connell

          
        
          
	          Ward

          
        
          
	          Fenris

          
        
          
	          Herrick

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Sisters Revenge

          
        
          
	          Killer Love

          
        
          
	          Soldiers At War

          
        
          
	          Second Chances

          
        
          
	          Bunny

          
        
          
	          Caged

          
        
          
	          By The Sword

          
        
          
	          The Cult

          
        
          
	          Rising Sun

          
        
          
	          Forbidden Bound

          
        
          
	          Christmas Escape

          
        
          
	          Executioner

          
        
          
	          Maid for the Doms

          
        
          
	          Call of the Gods

          
        
          
	          Coroner

          
        
          
	          Moon Waker

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at S L Davies’s site.
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