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Chapter 1 - Mindset

Bo laid in bed trying and failing to find the will to move. What was the point? There was no one
waiting for her today, no one here to help her. Trick had taken up with Lachlan of all people and
turned on her when she’d needed his support. At the time she’d thought he was just doing his
best for Kenzi but now she knew better, because now he was avoiding her. It had been over a
week since Dyson and Kenzi had been shipped out of town by the powers that be and she



hadn’t seen hide nor hair of anyone. When she went to the Dahl these days Trick was never
there, when she asked where he was she always either got blank stares or questions about her
allegiance like if she wasn’t Light Fae she had no right to ask after her own family.

Getting upset now she rolled over and tried to turn her mind to other things, other people.
Lauren had been all but grounded by Lachlan, which was a beyond insulting thing to do to a
grown woman. She wasn’t allowed to leave the compound, or take outside phone calls that
weren’t screened by that rude nurse of hers. Hell, she couldn’t even get updates on her from
anyone because again anytime she asked someone, even her contacts, about anything to do
with the Compound she was greeted with those same blank stares and raised brows.

Hale was too busy trying to keep his own life from imploding with Dyson gone and the flow of
information on why being a slow trickle in most directions. She hadn’t realized just how
important Dyson was in the Fae community until he wasn’t here anymore. Turns out that he was
actually pretty high up there not only in rank and power level but in how much he was
respected. Heck, even some of the Dark were asking after him in a concerned way, she had
thought after his whole dust up with Vex and Ba’al he would have been on the outs on that side
but she guessed not.

Heaving out a deep sigh of annoyance she flipped onto her back and confronted her woe’s head
on.

She missed Kenzi... and Dyson, she understood why they had been sent away together but she
still ached to see them again. It had been explained to her that she shouldn’t be around her
bestie until she had better control of her new wolf but after a week of separation she felt really
lonely and almost abandoned. If Kenzi had told her about this whole Norn thing before then
maybe she could have helped, and even if her help wouldn’t have changed the outcome at least
she wouldn’t have been so blindsided by her leaving.

Closing her eyes she tried to console herself they must miss her just as bad being out there all
alone with nothing to do and no one to talk to but each other.

XXXXXXXXXX

Lachlan stared down at the papers on his desk completely ignoring the human doctor hovering
just outside the door of his office humming with nervous energy. He still had not forgiven the
mouthy little twit for speaking of Light Fae business with her unaligned lover. He had given her
punishment a great deal of thought and had decided to both confine her so that her mouth had
no way of running so much to unauthorized parties and to just ignore her for a time.

Nothing he devised would torment her as much as her thoughts were at the moment, she was a
nervous wreck wondering what he would do to her when he finally made a decision, and it was
very entertaining.



Fixing a scowl on his face he looked up quickly and barked “What?” in his most intimidating
voice and fought hard to suppress his laughter as he watched her jump and scurry away like a
rodent.

He knew he would have to do something eventually, it had already gotten out to her support
staff through her whining lover and he was certain the incident was beginning to circulate
amongst the rest of the community by now. Unfortunately he was stuck between a rock and a
hard place when it came to the good doctor. If he just let this infraction go with a light slap on the
wrist and some minor confinement then the Fae would begin to lose confidence in his abilities to
lead them properly. However, if he did anything more substantial and in line with what would be
expected for such a breach then the succubus would kick up a fuss and leave a new mess in
her wake for everyone else to clean up.

He would need to talk to Trick again, maybe he had some insight into how to get his sex pet to
finally shape up and fall in line. Or at least on how to get her to stop trying to burn down the
world, and everyone in it.

XXXXXXXXXX

Trick shook his head muttering softly to himself as he wiped down his bar and tried to block out
the latest gossip circulating about his grand-daughter. Bo had taken to glaring into her beer
here, at least on the days when she managed to drag herself out of bed, and it took all he had
not to snap at her to go home. Now, even when she wasn’t here all anyone could talk about was
her and what she was doing, or more importantly what they thought she was going to do now
that all of her toys had been swiped by the Light.

Everyone knew Lauren had been locked down by the Ash, putting her firmly out of reach. News
of Kenzi’s transformation had been leaked and now everyone knew she was being trained by
Dyson somewhere, so they all believed she would be pledging herself to the Light as well when
she returned. It wasn’t really a far leap to make, after all her trainer was a member of the Light
as well. With Bo no longer coming out into public for days at a time, it was being speculated that
maybe it was coming time for her to pick a side and given where the majority of her circle stood
everyone thought they knew which way she would fall. The only problem was that she wasn’t
falling, she was stubbornly standing completely still, and that was confusing and agitating
everyone who knew what was happening. Including him.

He knew she missed Kenzi but they all knew she would be safe with Dyson so he didn’t
understand her attitude. She needed to give herself a good shake and start looking around her,
because her allies were dwindling and the sharks were circling. He would stop by her place in
the morning and hopefully help her to see sense, though he wasn’t sure his vision of the future
would match her own.

XXXXXXXXXX

Lauren sat in her lab too rattled to actually work and tried to calm her heart rate down. She
wished Lachlan would just settle on a punishment and get it over with already the waiting and



not knowing was killing her. Her colleagues were giving her long looks now that screamed
suspicion and all she could think about was how much she wanted to get out of here and just
move on with her life. She loved Bo, but the Fae had screwed her over so many times all she
felt now was rage and pain every time she looked at what her life had become.

Turning her thoughts to something else, anything else besides the empty dreams of a better
tomorrow, she thought about all the rumours she heard being whispered about Bo and had to
fight the urge to slam her head down on the table in frustration. If even half the rumours were
true then her lover was in for a rough ride for a while, even with Trick’s help. She only hoped
that when Kenzi returned everything would get back to the way it was before, but somehow she
just didn’t see that happening.

While gossip was hardly ever reliable for data there was one thing that everyone seemed to be
sure of and she agreed with, when Kenzi did come back she would have to choose her side.
With Dyson as a controlling influence she didn’t see Kenzi doing the same as Bo had, and
besides she didn’t think anyone other than Bo could have declared neutrality anyway. The only
reason she had gotten away with it in the first place was surprise really, no one else had ever
done what she had and no one had been sure what they should do about it or even if they could
do something about it. Now though, with Bo as a benchmark, there was no way Kenzi would be
allowed to follow behind her.

XXXXXXXXXX

“Come on D-man I’m dying over here.” Kenzi knew he was laughing at her even if nothing in his
face gave it away, it was all in the tilt of his head. Oh yeah, he was laughing alright. Though she
would never admit it she did like how he smelled in these moments too, he smelled like it did
just before it was going to rain.

“Kenzi, you aren’t tired.” He insisted, not for the first time, during their daily run. Every time she
complained about being tired or feeling like she was getting a stitch in her side from running so
much he would just say she wasn’t and insist on her keeping up. What a nightmare.

“Uh, yeah I am. My body, I think I’d know.” Though that wasn’t really true anymore. While this
was her body, it wasn’t really her body anymore.

It had been a little over a week since her change and now they were in the woods on the
outskirts of town working on her control and stamina. And how did you work on those, well
apparently by running, running, and oh look more running.

They had explained to her that while she had become a shifter in body, her mind was still
imposing human limitations because that was what she was used to. She thought she felt tired,
not because she was, but because she thought she should be tired by now. She hadn't even
truly shifted once since her transformation, she kept getting in her own way, just the idea of



sprouting claws and fangs kept her awake with the shudder factor. They wouldn't be going back
to civilization until she learned to accept what she was now.

“One... one break?” She panted and begged, though she knew the answer, it would be the
same answer she always got when she asked to slow down. She was so certain of it that she
mouthed along, and she wasn’t disappointed.

“No! Now pick up the pace!”

“You sadist!” Laughing he ran ahead of her, but she knew he was listening for the soft footfalls of
her following behind. If she ever tried to just take that break herself he would always turn around
and pester her into getting her butt back into gear. Oh the humanity.

XXXXXXXXXX

Dyson stood outside the cabin he was sharing with Kenzi and took a deep breath letting his wolf
rise to the surface searching for the scent he caught earlier. Finding it he closed his eyes and
concentrated on placing it. Wolf, more than one, and not any he’d ever come across before.
There was an unknown pack in his territory.

This could not be happening, not now, he was only just starting to get Kenzi settled into her new
skin, the last thing they needed was some outside influence coming in and throwing their weight
around. He needed her to stay focused on their training, he knew he was coming across as
harsh, but he knew that all she needed was one break through. All she had to do was call on
her wolf once when her life wasn’t on the line and then the two would merge easily, and she
would finally be at peace with what she had become. For that to happen he had to push her to
her limits, and then push her even farther, and he couldn’t do that if she was too busy looking
around her for the threat she knew was coming.

He knew he couldn’t tell her about them, not yet anyway. If they became a clear and present
danger he would let her know, but for now all he wanted her to be worried about was if she
could make the entire run in the morning without asking for a break.

XXXXXXXXXX

Marcus looked out at his packmates as they looked around their new home, getting their
bearings, this was not their usual place; they tended to avoid other Fae as much as possible,
choosing to stay in forest and woodland areas instead. Only big events ever made them change
their ways, like the call of an Omega. He didn't know how an Omega wolf had come to be, all he
knew was that a week before he felt it deep in his chest. A calling. His instincts reacted
immediately and he and his pack began the slow journey here to the side of the new Omega.
He'd consulted Mystics along the way, many of whom knew little more than he did; only one
really had anything new to tell him.



"The girl is not alone. She has another wolf at her side. A lone wolf. A protector."

A lone wolf was no protector, no competition. He would find this Omega, this girl, and bring her
into his pack where she belonged.

Chapter 2 - Training Pt. 1 Claws

Kenzi stared down at Dyson’s outstretched hand, his once short nails now razor sharp claws,
and frowned with frustration. Why couldn’t she do that? They had been “practicing” for hours
now and still her mani was completely flawless. He told her that she had already done this
before in the ice tub, but she couldn’t remember much from that day and the very idea of any
part of her becoming something so foreign and deadly without her being aware of it had way too
much of a gross out factor attached for her to want to remember it now. That lack of control
would totes freak her brain and she knew it.

“Ahhh, I’m never going to get this.” She knew she could do it, she also knew she didn’t really
want to do it. So far their training had consisted of a lot of running around in the woods and not
much else, an activity she could have just as easily done as a mere mortal, somehow this
seemed like the death knell to her humanity more than anything else ever had before. She
wasn’t ready.

“Yes you will, it will just take time, and effort.” She hated this, and even more than this she hated
that patient voice he was using. Like he was humoring the slow kid in class and telling them that
they can learn too. All you have to do is try, what BS.

“Is that how you mastered all your wolfy-ness oh great one?” Maybe if she could get them on
the topic of his wolf-i-tude and off hers she would be able to take a deep breath and deal.



The way he ducked his head down and smiled, made her heartbeat thunder in her ears, not that
she would ever truly go there. But still that smile was downright lethal.

“No, it’s not.” Of course not, he was superwolf and there was no way anyone had been forced to
give him lessons in how to howl.

“Then why can’t I learn the way you did?” Anything had to be better than this way, this slow
meandering down a new path further and further away from who she used to be. Maybe his way
was faster and they could just rip the bandaid off and get it over with, she hated the feeling of
losing herself by inches.

“Because I was born with my wolf, I was never anything other than what I am now. There were
no limitations I needed to overcome. With me it was always more about learning not to shift,
than learning to do it.”

“Oh, dude, did you like, run around as a little wolf cub? Was that your people’s version of a
toddler running around bare ass? Even if you didn’t I now totally have it as a mental image and
it’s soooo cute.” His shaking head said no, but his ruby red cheeks said hell yeah. He so totally
ran around as a little cub, and it had to be so adorable.

“Come on Kenzi, try to focus, the sooner you learn this the sooner we can leave this cabin and
head back to town.” She scrunched up her face so that he could see that she was concentrating
just like he asked, but at the same time she couldn’t help but think about what he’d said.

Did she want to leave here? This cabin in the woods where it was just her and D-man, chilling
and talking all day and all night? With a jolt she realized that no, no she didn’t want to leave.

But why?

She missed her BoBo she really did, even though they hadn’t parted ways on the best of terms,
she knew she and her bestie would work things out like always. She’d made new friends or
really better friends of not only Dyson, but Trickster and the formerly dubbed Ash-hole. She and
doc hot pants had developed a little friction but nothing that couldn’t be fixed with some good old
fashioned avoidance.

So what was her deal?

She didn’t know why she was so afraid to go back, and afraid she was. She might not like
admitting to her fears out loud, especially when the Fae were within earshot, but she could still
recognize them for her own and she was afraid. Sure staying here had its own personal phobia
of otherness attached to it, but going back didn’t appeal either. But why not? Home was full of
reminders of the good old days, sure, full of people who knew and cared for the human girl she
used to be but that couldn’t be what was holding her back. The world would be full of reminders
so avoiding one place wouldn’t stop that particular wound from bleeding.



Looking up as Dyson took her hand and moved it this way, and that way, trying to help her do
what came so naturally to him she had her answer. She was afraid of Dyson. Not like afraid,
afraid, but scared witless of losing him. When she finally got this whole wolf business down and
went back to where they both belonged, he would go back to where he belonged. Bo’s arms.

Not that she really had a problem with that, if Bo-balicious was who made his wolf sit up and
howl then all the power to them both, but something way down deep inside of her sat up and
snarled at the mental picture show that went along with that idea. She didn’t understand that
any more than she understood anything else that was happening in her life at the moment, so
she did what she always did when life got too complicated to deal with, she pushed at all to the
wayside and concentrated on one thing at a time. She would sprout some claws if it was the last
thing she did!

Humanity be damned, it was already in the rear view mirror and staring at it longingly while
morose ballads from the hairband days crooned in the background wouldn’t change a damn
thing. This was who she was now and she would embrace it, because what other damn choice
did she have.

XXXXXXXXXX

Dyson watched as Kenzi’s face got all serious, a sure sign that she was really thinking about
other things, but it was so cute he decided to let her have her little mental dialogue for the
moment. If it went on for too long he could always bring her focus back to where it was really
needed after all. For now though he had a few mental roadblocks to overcome himself. When
he’d talked about them leaving the cabin and going back to the Dal his heart had skipped a beat
leaving a burning sensation in his chest.

He knew he loved Kenzi, and deep down he and his wolf were both sure that she returned his
feelings, but at the same time he couldn’t force himself to say the words to her when she was
awake and coherent enough to truly hear them. He was being a coward, he knew that, but he
just couldn’t force those words out of his throat where they burned waiting to be said.

He was stuck in the land of what if. What if she didn’t feel the same way? What if she did feel
those feelings for him but he rushed her and messed it all up? What if the woman who made
him, both man and wolf, content didn’t say it back?

Letting his eyes slide closed for a moment he let those thoughts run wild, before he slammed
the door shut on them. Now was not the time for that, now was the time for training. If there
really was an unknown pack in the area like he thought, then Kenzi would need to know how to
defend herself, and that began with being able to call her wolf claws into her human form. In
close combat they were better than any knife.

“Come on Kenzi, you can do this. You’re just overthinking it. The wolf, your wolf, is a part of you.
She’s always with you, just beneath the surface. Waiting to help you survive anything, willing to
let you draw on her strength and her true predatory nature. The claws are just a part of that.
Always there but hidden from sight until truly needed or asked for. Close your eyes and see your



wolf, you’ve seen her before, just let her in if only a little bit, let her guide you to what needs to
happen. Just let go, that little bit, let the wolf inside of you rise to the surface. Not breaking
through, just under the skin.” He watched as slowly her nails began to change to the claws he’d
always known were there. When she opened her eyes again instead of the grey ice blue of her
human side the bright molten silver of her wolf shone through.

“Good. Very good.”

He wasn’t so worried now, now that he knew that if it came down to it she could and would do
whatever she had to in order to survive. He shouldn’t have been so surprised, Kenzi had been a
survivor long before she’d ever met the Fae and now that she was Fae herself that wouldn’t
change.

XXXXXXXXXX

Lachlan looked around the Dal and tried to hold in his sneer of distaste, there was just
something about this way station that rankled. He wasn’t sure what it was about it that made
him so uneasy, but he supposed it might be because of whose territory it was. There were
actually few Fae who could be said to outrank him in power and status, but Trick was one of
those few and while they were friends of a sort now having been in the trenches together to
save Kenzi there was still something about standing in the heart of his domain that made his
teeth ache to tear into something. However, he was a civilized man and he was there for a
reason and he would see to his needs over his instincts.

“Lachlan, what brings you by?” The older man seemed genuinely shocked but pleased to see
him, though he made no move to come out from behind the bar. He found himself suddenly
reluctant to speak, knowing that the reason for his visit would likely put Trick in an unfortunate
position in his personal life, but if he was going to proceed he truly did need advice from
someone in a position to have an opinion.

“I need your advice on how to handle a quite delicate situation.”

“Bo?” He didn’t need to ask how the man knew, he imagined that his grand-daughter was no
end of trouble and in all likelihood caused him the bulk of his problems these days. She
definitely seemed the trouble magnet sort.

“To a degree. Word of what transpired with Kenzi has gotten out, as you very well might have
heard, though so far no one seems to have the whole story and now I find myself in a bit of a
delicate position. I need to punish Doctor Palmer, and I need to do so at least semi-publicly so
that none can think to defy me in the future, and also to protect the good doctor from any less
authorized justice, however I have a waiting problem there.” A rather loud one in point of fact,
and he did not need to handle one challenge to his authority only to be openly confronted with
another.

“Bo won’t stand for it.”



“Exactly, so I came to ask you as someone who knows her well and was involved in the situation
from the beginning. What do you suggest?” Trick had yet to take his eyes off the bar while they
spoke, but this finally had him making eye contact. The old man might have been around since
the dawn of time or near enough but it was clear that it was still possible to surprise him. For
some reason that made him swell with pride.

XXXXXXXXX

Trick wished he didn’t have to have this conversation with his granddaughter but he knew better
than most what could happen if he didn’t. Lauren’s punishment would be making the gossip
rounds soon and if Bo wasn’t properly prepared first she would most likely make a scene they
could all ill afford at the moment.

While they had defeated the Garuda they had come out the other side far from unscathed, these
losses coming so close on the heels of Aife killing so many of their Elders left the Light wounded
and easy prey if given a proper opening. That opening could not be Bo. While Bo claimed
neutrality and did indeed help Fae from both sides of the line, it was well known that most of her
ties were to the Light, if she turned against them in the wake of Lauren’s punishment she would
be declared an enemy and treated accordingly. He had already lost his only daughter to such
politics in times of conflict and he refused to lose anyone else so senselessly.

He and Lachlan had debated about waiting until Kenzi and Dyson were back in town to have
this out, both aware that the two of them were the most likely to be a calming and restraining
influence on Bo. By the time the conversation had ended however, they were both in agreement
that the time frame of their return was too uncertain to be counted as a factor in the decision. If
they waited too long to punish Lauren for her indiscretions then not only would Lachlan be seen
as weak but the entirety of the Light in their city would as well. If that happened their likely
wouldn’t be any reason for Dyson and Kenzi to return, because there would be nothing left for
them to return to.

“Trick, what are you doing here?”

“Bo, we need to talk. It’s about Lauren.” Watching her face shift into a scowl he knew he was
doing the right thing.

XXXXXXXXXX

Lauren knew her sentence would be handed down soon, but she hadn’t thought it would be this
soon. She sat outside the office of the Ash and all she could think was that she wasn’t ready,
she knew just how brutal and unforgiving the Fae could be and she knew what she had done
while minor in her opinion at the time was a real breach of trust for them. Her hands were
beginning to sweat and rubbing them against her jeans weren’t doing much other than making
her fidget more which seemed to be amusing her guards.



The door swinging open shattered what was left of her nerves and she began to physically
shake. She knew what was happening to her, she was experiencing an adrenaline spike due to
stress and fear, adrenaline works directly on receptor cells in muscles to speed up the
contraction rate of the fibres, kicking off the fight or flight response not that she had either option
available to her. High levels of adrenaline can therefore lead to muscles twitching uncontrollably,
making her body twitch and shake. Knowing however wasn’t enough to help her regain control
of herself. Walking into the office on shaking legs she kept her eyes on the floor. She didn’t want
to see it coming, it was the only control she had at the moment and she knew even that would
not last long at all.

“Ah, Doctor, good of you to join us so promptly.”

Us? Looking up she found Lachlan lounging in behind his desk but standing beside it was Hale.
While he wasn’t technically an Elder his family was old enough and pure enough that in these
uncertain times he as the heir held enough sway to be a true mover and shaker. Unfortunately
for him his father was still alive so he was limited in how much shaking he could do.

She stayed silent, talking was what got her into this mess in the first place and she was not
going to dig herself any deeper.

“As you have probably already surmised this is your sentencing hearing. We have come up with
two options for you and have debated amongst ourselves about it for quite some time now but
since it is your life on the line we decided to let you choose between them. Option one we could
simply lock you away in the dungeons for a few months while we stabilize our position, we can’t
have any unfortunate information leaks at the moment if we truly wish to rise back to our former
level after all.” No not the dungeons, that place was so loud and filled with sorrow and tedium
she knew she would go mad within a week, by the time they let her out again she would be
beyond useless.

“Option two is a bit more involved. We would contact Vex and have you loaned out to the Dark
for just as long, where you would learn more about the Fae that aren’t necessarily available to
you on this side of the line. Given his position and the sway he has with his Elders it would be
agreed that you would answer to him and no one else.” Their looks both towards her and
between each other were clear. She could either be a prisoner or she could be a spy. She knew
what the Dark would do to her if they caught her sending information back to the Light, but she
also knew that they would be in the same predicament that the Light were in now.

They weren’t saying it but it was clear why they were giving her these options. Bo. They were
afraid of angering Bo. It wasn’t a lot of leeway but she would take what she could get.

“I would be honored to continue being of use to the Fae.” She only hoped she survived this,
then again death would be a way out of her current enslavement even if it wouldn’t be the one
she would choose for herself.



XXXXXXXXX

Evony was not used to having to run her own errands, she had people for this for god's sake,
but this matter was far too delicate for just any hands to handle. Her relationship with Vex was
already fraught enough without someone playing monkey in the middle while the two of them
sniped at each other. She was well aware that she was holding onto her position, and her head,
but a mere thread and she would not risk angering the Dark Elders any further by getting into
another pissing match with their dark horse contender for her throne. She didn’t have the clout
she used to at the moment, and some indignities were better swallowed than aired.

“Well, well, well look who has deigned to come down to come down amongst the masses.
What’s the occasion? Do I need to pop open the bubbly?” She desperately wanted to tell him to
can it, but this wasn’t the old days and they weren’t in her office. They were in his.

“Vex, can’t an old friend just stop by for a visit? I was in the neighborhood and realized that you
and I haven’t had any time to really chat lately and I miss our little tête-à-tête’s.”

“Pull the other one, or better yet go for the middle bit and give us a thrill, you miss me about as
much as I miss you. So I’ll ask you one more time. What. Do. You. Want. And this time lovey try
for the truth. There’s only so much of you I can take in a night without losing my dinner.” Oh how
she detested him, she should have had him killed back when she had the power to get away
with it, but now she just had to deal with him.

There had been a moment there, when she would have been able to squash him like the
powerless bug he was but she had let it pass in favor of a more drawn out punishment. Now he
was back on top and there was nothing she could do to him with the elders backing him again
and they both knew it.

“Fine. You got pretty close with the other side during this last little dust up, tell me what have you
heard lately? More specifically what have you heard about Bo’s little pet human?” The direct
approach rarely worked with Vex but she knew if she pushed him much more she might be the
one squashed.

“What you want to know ‘bout her for? She don’t seem your speed, she’s creative, sure but not
with the kind of talent you’d be looking to suck on, and we both know if you try going toe to toe
with the succubus again, face won’t be the only thing you lose.” She wanted to wipe that smug,
manic grin off but settled for examining her nails instead while she fantasized about what it
would feel like to rake them across his face.

“Word is something went down on their side of the fence that has left their little group in tatters.
No one knows much about it, other than whatever it was had to do with Bo’s pet. The latest
rumor to reach my ears however says that the nice doctor is about to get a pretty public
flogging, that is if they have any balls, and the little human hasn’t been seen around town for a



while now. I know you and I have had our differences in the past Vex, but this is beyond that. If
you hear anything concrete I would be grateful if you kept me in the loop, if the Light is faltering I
want to know about it, preferably before anyone else.” Bo was a divisive creature and if she was
setting herself against the Light, then there were moves that would need to be made.

“Oh, I got ya. You want me to wriggle my fine ass back over the line and see what I can sniff out,
that about the gist of it? Well, I suppose catching up with old friends might be the theme of my
week then.”

“Let me know what you hear. Ciao.” Heading back towards her town car she started working on
her backup plans. She would need to verify any information Vex might bring to her after all and
she had the perfect little canary in mind.

Chapter 3 - History Lessons

Kenzi sat at the rustic little table in the middle of her current home, a cabin in the woods was
swankier than some of the places she'd lived during her short life but still not really her scene,
and waited for the history lesson to begin.

She could rock her claws now, and her endurance while running was getting up to where Dyson
said it should be, but before she could try for a full shift, which was something she so wasn't
looking forward to since she was beyond pos that she would fail at it miserably, she had to start
learning her lore first.

Apparently shifters had a rich history that every member of the “clan” had to be aware of before
they could be at one with themselves or something, and go figure trying to shift without knowing
yourself first was a big no no. She just hoped there wasn't going to be a test on this stuff, if
school taught her anything it was that she did not test well at all.



“So we will start at the beginning and work our way through to what you are at the end. There
are many different kinds of Shifter, pretty much every animal in the world has a shifter clan
associated with it, even non-predators. For the moment since you're so new to the life you need
only concern yourself with the wolves, your own people.

“The wolves are among the most dominant of the Shifter Fae out there, we outnumber and
outperform any other class of them. We're the deadliest, the most agile, the strongest physically,
and barring fatal battle injuries we tend to have a longer lifespan than the average shifter.”

“Sure that isn't just species pride talking, I mean if I were to ask a, I don't know a leopard shifter
who was the biggest and the bestest do you think their answer would sync up with yours?” She
couldn't help herself, he sounded just like her Russian mama when she talked about any other
immigrant culture. Everyone knew that Russians were the most integrated, they learned the
language, the customs, and the ways of the Americans far faster and better than anyone else.
In her opinion anyway.

He smiled, looking down as sheepishly as a wolf could manage.

“Probably not, but it's also well known that we're the smartest.”

Ah ha, she knew what this was, it was fine though she supposed that as a wolf herself she
should learn to take some pride in who she'd become. So she waved her hand for the “lesson”
to continue.

“Every culture has its own origin story and of course wolves are no different. According to our
legends a long long time ago, a group of Fae lived in harmony with the animals of the forests
that surrounded them. They were so in tune with the beasts of the land that they utilized them in
battle, pitting them against the forces of their enemies without mercy. Many kinds were used but
none so powerful nor so regal as the wolves.

“Soon enough with the help of their four legged brethren the Fae ruled over the land,
subjugating any who dared to stand in their path. Furious the other, weaker, Fae banded
together in a final attempt to overthrow their powerful oppressors calling upon ancient magicks
long since lost to the world of man and beast. In a great show of power they cursed the Fae and
their beasts to become one, thinking that such an abomination would surely sicken and die
quickly it was so unnatural.

“This worked for a time, our Fae ancestors were so thrown by the new changes thrust upon
them that they were momentarily weakened and the others were able to overthrow them.
Banished to the forests to live among the other animals, they each tried to overcome their new
limitations and to master their new powers alone, none of them trusting the others enough to
show weakness in the open. It wasn't until one of the wolves saw a group of his natural born
brothers hunting as a pack that he discovered the problem that they were all facing. They were
no longer solitary creatures, but a pack. The lone wolf rarely survives in the wilds alone so he
called to his brothers and sisters sharing his news in his howl upon the winds.



“Hearing his plea for understanding and aid the others raced to his side, pulling together to form
one solid group.”

How sweet, she doubted that was the end of the story, he looked like a little boy about to finally
get to the good part of his favorite fairy-tale, but it was still a nice idea. That everyone could just
pull together like that for their own good, nice, but completely unrealistic. Wolves might work that
way, but humans sure as hell didn't and even though most would rather cut out their own
tongues than admit it the Fae were more like humans than they knew. Unless she missed her
mark someone was about to get very unhappy with the status-quo and a rebellion was about to
begin.

That was the human way, why settle for what I have when I could have so much more?

“However, there were some among the collective that did not feel they were being heard as they
should. When they were all still simply Fae they each had their own territory to run and now they
could not stand to be told what to do by another. Seeking a compromise the leader offered a
solution, he suggested that all who wanted to go their own way do so taking whoever wished to
follow them away to find their own territory once more.”

Basically the big guy had enough of their petty bitching and told them that if they didn't like how
things were they could hit the road and try and do better on their own. Notoriously a bad idea. It
usually ended one of two ways, either the people who split off did well and came back to bitch
slap the one who tossed them out in the first place or the new faction was sent away so it would
be easier to justify grinding them out under the old leaders boot heel. Either way someone
ended up bloody or dead.

“That is how the clans were formed. Six leaders split off from the original group creating a total
of seven separate packs. Of course from there more and more split off over the centuries
creating more and more clans so that now there are over two hundred separate clans in North
America and Europe alone.”

Wow, at least the wolves weren't lying when they said they weren't lacking in numbers.

“Nice bedtime story. Do you think it's true?” Did D-man really think that this head honcho dude
from way back when just let these other six dis him like that without so much as a bye-bye beat
down?

“I believe that it is partially true, and that like with most origin myths it's been sanitized over the
years to make it seem like it was all a lot friendlier than I'm sure it really was.” True that.

“Okay, so what about these clans, you said there were like hundreds do I need to know them
all?” If she did she was so boned, if it wasn't a way to make some quick cash or something to
avoid at risk of life and limb she had a crappy memory. One time a friend of hers said she would
remember things better if she forgot how to drink Vodka, ever since then she remembered to
avoid her, bitch be crazy.



“No, with the way most of the small clans come and go if everyone had to know of them all we
would have no time for anything else. No you only need to know the names of the seven original
clans and the ones that make trouble everywhere they go. When you meet a wolf for the first
time they will introduce themselves with their name, their status, and their clan name. So it's
easier for everyone if you know how to react to certain names. If someone is from the original
seven then you treat them with respect or at times outright deference depending upon their
rank. If they're a member of a trouble-making clan as long as they rank beneath you then you
can either ignore their presence entirely or you can ask them to move along.”

“What's a rank?” The only ranks she knew were either military or Bratva. She doubted he meant
either of those.

“There are four ranks for wolves. Alpha. Beta. Lýkos. Omega. The ranks are fluid which is why
we introduce ourselves by telling what we are at the time. An Alpha can become a Lýkos, a
Lýkos can become a Beta, and anyone can become an Alpha if they're good enough.

“An Alpha is a leader, the wolf in every pack that is in charge because he or she is both stronger
and more cunning than any of the other wolves in the pack. Beyond that they also need to be
able to truly lead their pack, if they are strong and cunning but cannot lead their Betas to victory
and prosperity then the Betas would all leave and the Alpha would become a Lýkos by default.
You can't be an Alpha without a pack any more than a pack can be a clan without an Alpha.

“A Beta is a simple foot soldier or a middle ranking member of the pack, they do as the Alpha
commands and truly hold no status in the clan. A good Alpha treats their Betas with respect and
consideration, especially since the Betas are the ones who do all the grunt work, but that is not
always the case. In the best of circumstances a clan is like a family with the Alpha as the parent
and the Beta's as the children. The Alpha guides and disciplines when necessary and the Betas
learn from their mistakes in the safety of their pack.

“A Lýkos is a lone wolf, a shifter without a clan. Someone can become a Lýkos in many different
ways, some by choice and some by necessity.” At this his eyes drifted away from her like he
didn’t want to look at her while he told her this part. Like he was ashamed or embarrassed.

“Like you?” She hated to bring it up, but she knew her rank as an Omega, but now she wanted
to know his. Plus, if he was rocking the whole emo self loathing thing she wanted to know so
she could help him buck back up.

“Yes, I am a Lýkos. Since I no longer have a clan I would introduce myself by saying formerly of,
before the name of my past clan. If a wolf has never been a part of a clan then they usually
simply introduce themselves by calling themselves a lone wolf or when in public a solo act.” She
wanted to ask him why he left his clan or whatever but she had a feeling it was deeply personal
and she didn't want to reopen old wounds or anything, not right now at least. They were close
right now, but not that close. Not yet, whispered a traitorous voice in the back of her mind, one
she ruthlessly ignored.



“You are an Omega, they are outside of the pack hierarchy. So if you were to ever join a clan
while the Betas are forced to obey their chosen Alphas commands or else leave the pack and
become Lýkos you would be exempt from that. Back in the days when the Omegas were
plentiful each clan had one, they were usually born into the pack but sometimes one would
come from an outside clan usually through marriage. They were seen as balance keepers, they
could keep tempers from getting the better of both the Alphas and the Betas. If someone was
about to do something they would go to the clan Omega first seeking advice, to make sure they
weren't about to make a hasty or ill-advised decision.

“Omegas didn't have the authority to tell people what to do like Alphas, but they were usually so
even tempered and rational that their advice was heeded by all. They were the only members of
the clan who gave council to the Alphas without it being seen as a power play, since an Omegas
rank is fixed and cannot shift to any other position.”

“What about a Lýkos, I thought anyone could become one?” Didn't an Omega ever just go out
on their own? Have a footloose and single life as a girl alone on the prowl?

“Omegas were not allowed to wander without the protection of a clan, if an Omega wanted to
leave the pack they were in they would have to petition the council to hear their case. If the
council didn't find significant cause for the Omega to leave the protection of their current pack
their petition was denied and they had to stay where they were.”

“Douchebags.” That didn't seem fair. So every other wolf was in charge of their own destiny, but
Omegas had to beg permission to do something everyone else could just do. How was that
balanced?

“They didn't do it to be mean Kenzi, I told you that Omegas were even tempered, usually that
affected their blood lust. In fights Omegas nearly always tried to injure their attackers rather than
kill them, they had too much empathy so they would understand their opponents motives, but
that left them vulnerable. Omegas needed the protection of the pack far more than anyone else,
so it was harder for them to leave the pack behind.” Good to know that wolf dudes were still just
dudes under the pelt, cause that was so a man's way of looking at things.

“Wait so you're saying that I won't be able to win a fight, ever?” No way, she always won her
fights. She didn't always fight fair, but fighting fair was for suckers and losers.

“No, if it's important to you, if someone else's life is on the line and not just yours then Omegas
are as vicious as any other wolf. It's only when the stakes aren't high enough that the drive to kill
doesn't seem to rise in them. Or at least it doesn’t rise as readily.” So basically Omegas were
just less douchebaggy than everyone else and so the other wolves took advantage of their zen
natures.

“Okay, I think I get it.” Well enough for now anyway, she would ask more questions after she'd
had some time to think about things and really get her head around all this. She was on
information overload at the moment.



“Good let's review for a second then we can go do something fun, okay?” She knew there would
be a test, damn it. At least this one was oral. Haha.

“Okay.” Fun sounded good right about now, hopefully it would be something mindless, because
all this thinking was making her brain hurt.

“So if you and I had never met before I would introduce myself as Dyson, Lýkos formerly of the
Ailech Clan.” As he spoke he stood before her and inclined his head slightly, not so much a bow
as an acknowledgement of her. Like he just wanted her to know that he did in fact see her sitting
here.

“I am Kenzi Omega of the- wait what clan am I?” She had gotten halfway through her little bow
before she realized she didn’t know how to end her little intro, way to blow the first question on
the exam but it was a reasonable mistake right. If Dyson was a Lýkos and didn't have a clan and
he was the only wolf she knew what the hell did that make her?

“Since I am the only clan you have, for the moment, you would introduce yourself using my
surname as your clan title. So you would be of the Thornwood Clan.” Cool she didn't mind being
in a clan with D-man, she knew he would look out for her, like he always did.

“So, hi I am Kenzi Omega of the Thornwood Clan.” Seeing his little smirk of pride would have
made her want to hit him before this whole lesson plan, but now she just wanted to hug him.
How long had it been since he’d had anyone to associate with him on the wolf level? How alone
had he been even in their little group?

Shaking her head she decided to let it go for now, there was no reason to drag so much pain out
in the open and drag him down to earth when he was flying so high at the moment. Later, there
would be time enough to get into the nitty gritty of it all later.

“So, I was promised fun, and you had better deliver. I’ll have you know I bite now. Hard.”

XXXXXXXXX

Marcus was willing to admit that he might have underestimated this lone wolf to an extent, but
only to himself. This should have been an easy matter of subverting what pathetic obstacles that
some pack-less Lýkos could scrape together, but so far he had actually been able to sidestep
them without much effort at all.

Whoever he was while he might be a Lýkos now, he most definitely had not always been one.
This guy had training, he definitely had some age on him, but he was weak at heart there was
no other excuse for being a Lýkos. Obviously he must have done something wrong to get kicked
out.

Whoever or whatever he was before it didn’t matter now, all that mattered about him was that he
was in their way. They came for the Omega and they wouldn’t be leaving without her, and this
annoying Lýkos wouldn’t be leaving at all.



Chapter 4 - Unresting Signs

Dyson looked up at the early morning sky from his kneeling position near the base of a tree.
Whoever they were this pack was good. They left barely any evidence that they were in his
territory, but he was an experienced tracker and he knew they were near. He might not be able
to pinpoint exactly where they were, but just knowing they were there was half the battle won.
They wouldn't have surprise on their side when they finally did decide to attack.

He knew what they were after, they wanted what every shifter would want once word got out,
Kenzi. The only saving grace was that he knew they would never hurt her, so even if he did fail
to protect her he knew she would be safe until the others could find her. He'd sent word to Trick
that morning, and through him to Lachlan, from now on if he didn't check in once a day the
alarm would be sounded and the cavalry would come running.

Getting up he decided to take the walk he told Kenzi he was going on, he needed to send a
message to Trick as soon as possible anyway. He knew he should probably tell her what he
suspected, but he didn't want her to panic while she was still so new to all of this. If her
emotions got away from her, or panic began to set in, her wolf side could take over and force a
shift. A forced shift was disorienting and painful, it wasn't what he wanted her first time to be.
Once she turned for the first time on her own, after her wolf finally settled in as a part of her,
then he would tell her about the threat he sensed looming. He knew it might not be the best way
to handle this, that she might resent him for keeping things from her, things that she had every
right to know. This was the only way he knew how to do this though, he didn't see any other
option that gave her her best chance.

If the shift was forced, and Kenzi rejected the wolf inside of her, she may never find her way to
acceptance and peace. She may never become whole again, as she should be. Wolves who



split themselves in two, who adopted a me or my wolf mentality, they never lasted very long.
One part cannot exist without the other, they were connected, two halves a single personality.
Hopefully Kenzi would be allowed to come to that truth on her own, before things came to a
head. If not, he only hoped that when the wolf does rise to her aid, she will be able to accept her
as a part of who she is now. That's what the lessons in Lore were about, it was the only fail-safe
he could come up with, if she understood her wolf before it came, maybe she wouldn't be so
afraid of it. Maybe this could all work out in the end.

XXXXXXXXX

Kenzi stood in front of the stove and tried to decide where to start. She wanted to cook Dyson
some breakfast for when he got back from his walk, as a sort of a thank you for putting up with
her for so long, but she wasn't the best cook ever so she needed to keep it simple. How hard
could it be to cook some eggs? Maybe add some toast or something as a way to stretch it into
an actual meal.

She knew she was lying to herself, sure she wanted to do something nice for D-man, but that
wasn't the whole reason for her newest endeavor. She was trying to distract herself, get out of
her own head if only for a little while. Trying to cook was just the only way she could think to do
that, do something mindless and maybe her mind would slow down and take a breather.

She was just so filled with all of these different thoughts and emotions it was beginning to make
her brain hurt. She was so confused and turned around that she didn't know how she felt about
anything anymore, the simplest things were nothing but a jumble now.

Bo, Dyson, Trick, Lachlan, herself.

None of it made any sense anymore, and she knew that as long as she was conflicted like this,
all tied up in knots and tangles, she wouldn't be able to move forward like she needed to. Like
she wanted to. So she would cook and take it one step at a time, try to get her head on straight
while she was alone and had the time to think things through without worrying that something of
her thoughts would show on her face and D-man would get worried. So first things first.

Trick had always been good to her, in his own way, but until recently she'd thought of him as
Bo's Trick. Much like everything else in their lives, he was Bo's first and hers second, if at all.
Which made total sense, since he was her grand-father or whatever, but now she didn't know
what he was anymore. He'd helped her when she needed it and even kept it all a secret from
Bo, just because she'd asked. He would always be what he is to Bo, blood was binding probably
especially to someone who used to be known as the Blood King, but what did this make him to
her?

Were they friends now? Acquaintances? Something more, less, somewhere in between?

She knew she couldn't truly answer that without talking with Trick, but maybe she could figure
out where she stood now. He'd helped her when he didn't have to. He kept her secrets and went
the extra mile for her. So maybe the real question wasn't were they friends, but were they family.



In her experience only family stuck their neck out for you and went above and beyond. So
maybe that's what they were now, family. Like her and Bo. Smiling at the thought, she decided
to just let it stand there for the moment, at least until she and Trick could have a face to face so
she could see where he stood on the matter.

Dyson and Bo were sort of intertwined for her.

Did she care about Dyson, yes.

Did she love him, maybe.

Did he love her, probably not.

Who was she kidding who would love her when they had Bo waiting for them? Even if he did
feel for her what she felt for him, could she do that to Bo? Could she really break the girlfriend’s
code so badly?

Uh! All these questions had no answers yet, and all they did was make her headache worse.
She'd just have to shelve that for a later time, like never. Never totally worked for her.

Moving on to Lachlan, seriously what was up with that guy? One second he was evil, then he
was good, then he was somewhere in the snarky middle. They had sort of become maybe
friends during the whole crisis of her turning, and she thought maybe she had earned at least a
little of his respect with her refusal to bow down and lick boot. Though with his stone cold poker
face it was a little hard to tell sometimes exactly what he thought of her, or anyone else for that
matter. Could a human even be "friends" with a Light Fae leader? That thought froze her, body
and mind. Oh, right, she wasn't human anymore.

She had never really sat down and thought about the changes that would cause in her life
beyond the obvious ones anyway, well she supposed now was as good a time as any. So now
for herself, what was she now, other than a complete mess?

She was a shifter, but she didn't even really know what that meant. Sure she understood the
concept, she had that one pretty down already, spending so much time around Dyson and
listening to Bo talk about him even when he wasn't around gave her a good idea of what a
shifter was. Add to that all the lessons and Lore she'd been learning lately, and she knew a lot
about shifters. That didn't really help her though, because while she knew a lot about shifters,
she still knew next to nothing about being a shifter.

Could she be a shifter? Could she really let her human-ness go? If she couldn't, was there even
an alternative? She knew she couldn't go back, there was no reversing the change, but was
there a middle ground? She still didn't have the answers to all those questions, but hopefully
she'd find it before she had to leave her woodland oasis and re-enter the big bad world.

Looking down at her "meal" she made she felt a little better. She might not have answered all of
the questions burning holes in her mind, but at least she figured out what most of the questions



really were now. She knew where she stood now with the Trick-mister and former Ash-hole, and
she worked through some of her own insecurities and issues, now all she needed to do was find
out where to stash Dyson.

Was he destined to stay in the friend zone or did she owe it to herself to give him a chance at
the something more arena? Shrugging she figured that was something better left up to the both
of them, not just her, and Bo-Bo would fall back into place once everything else was stowed
away.

Hearing Dyson coming she closed her eyes for a minute and shoved all her crazy back in a box
and decided to just go with the flow. If nothing else she had to admit that their flow was good.

XXXXXXXXX

Bo couldn't take it anymore!

It had been two weeks and she still hadn't heard word one from Kenzi or Dyson. They should
have been back by now, two weeks was plenty long enough to get a handle on the basics, at
least enough to come home. Once Kenzi was back here where she belonged, they could figure
out the rest together. Kenzi had helped her gain control of her succubus abilities, why wouldn't
she come home already so she could return the favor.

Lauren was now being “loaned out” to the Dark, what the crap was that about? She thought the
Light and the Dark were like cats and dogs, born enemies. Every time she had ever gotten a
Light Fae in the same room with someone from the other side of the line it was a snark fest at
best and a bloodbath at worst. How could they trust Vex to keep Lauren safe, it wasn’t like he
would be weeping in regret if something happened to her.

"Trick!" Marching down the steps into his "lair" always seemed weird to her, things somehow
seemed more civilized above in the bar, but she had to get his help. He was the only one she
could think of, besides Hale, that Dyson might be keeping in contact with. Maybe he could at
least tell her when they would be coming home. Then once Dyson was back on her side he
could help her get the Ash to rescind Lauren’s punishment and they could all be back together
again.

"Bo, now is truly not a good time. I am going to see Lachlan on a matter of some importance."
What did he mean he didn't have time right now, this was important. The Ash could wait, he was
a grade A dick anyway, a little waiting might do him some good.

"Why would you – never mind, that's not important right now. I need to get in touch with Kenzi
and Dyson." If anyone could help her find them it would be Trick. Finger crossed, since she
already struck out with Hale.

"Why?" He wasn't paying her much attention, still searching his room for something.



"So I can tell them to come home already, enough is enough." Why didn't anyone understand
that? They had both been gone too long as it is. She needed them both back here, life just
wasn't the same without them.

"Now is not the time for them to return, they will come back once Kenzi is ready and not a
second sooner." She watched Trick storm out leaving her behind. What had gotten into him? He
acted like them being gone was a good thing instead of the catastrophe that it really was.

Well if Trick wouldn't help her, she knew someone who would. She just needed to make an
appointment with her doctor. Good thing she was neutral so it didn’t matter what team Lauren
was currently being forced to bat for.

XXXXXXXXX

Vex settled back and watched Evony circle the good doc, this probably wasn’t what she really
meant when she said to keep her informed. Or maybe it was. It was so hard to keep track of
things like that sometimes.

Either way when he got the word from on high that he was going to be playing hostess he gave
his girl a ring-a-ding ding and passed the news along. Even as scattered as he was at times he
knew this could go in a million different bad directions and it all depended squarely on the
reaction of one fine ass succubus. Cause yea, that was another thing that was mentioned in that
little meeting, the neutral party involved wasn’t getting involved at all. This was strictly between
the sides and no sides in between. If Bo got her bra in a bunch and started mucking about he
had a feeling that no one really knew what was supposed to get done about it.

If this was anyone else the path would be clear, kill the indecisive bugger and move on.
However, Bo had power on her side if not smarts and everyone knew power trumped every
time. Of course her power wasn’t wholly her own either, she had connections by familial and felt
out for herself. To go at Bo even when she deserved it would be a bit touchy, and not in the
good way. It would all depend on what way the wind was blowing, and right now it was all
blowing right up Bo’s skirt. So here they were circling a terrified human none of them were even
allowed to eat. Oh what a world.

“What do you think Evvy? Will she do it for ya?” He didn’t know why she was circling the bint in
the first damn place. This wasn’t a horse auction, they weren’t seeing if she was good enough to
have a new home, this was already a done deal. But, hey if her excellency wanted to have a
little fun human baiting, as long as nothing crossed any well laid out lines that would get his ass
spanked in a not so fun way he was all for it.

“Oh, it’s all fine I just can’t see it is all?” He knew a game opener when he heard one, and like
he said he was all for it.



“Can’t see what? Her hiney cause you been staring at it for a good while now and if you ain’t
seeing it then you got bigger problems than this. Good thing we got us a doc in the house, eh.”

“No her “hiney” is easy enough to see, what I can’t see is why Bo seems so enamoured with this
one. I mean I’ve seen her bounce her tight ass this way and that reeling in some of the finest
pieces of meat currently on or off the market. What makes this one so special she keeps going
back for second helpings? Can you see it, am I just blind?” Oh, ho, so that was her play. Not
exactly where he thought she might walk this line, but interesting nonetheless. It was clearly laid
out that for all intents and purposes the doc was part of the Dark for at least the next month.
They couldn’t interfere with her doctoring, couldn’t block her from seeing any of her Light Fae
patients, but if she stepped out of line they were allowed to punish her like they would any
human that got too cheeky. Within reason of course. They did have to give her back at the end.

His question now was, does he play along and hope for the chance to administer a spanking or
does he play it down and hope for a good word in on the other side. While having some people
on the other side might make certain things a bit easier, they would also make certain things a
bit harder and really he wasn’t one for making friends. Spanking it is.

“Nah, never could see it myself. If she was going to be muff diving on anyone I thought it would
be her live in. Nothing like having your favorite munchies on tap, now is there? Plus Kenzi just
has that special something to her, she’s not average.” The good doc got angrier and angrier as
he talked, he had seen her jealousy towards Kenzi before and knew just what buttons to push
now. Kenzi was indulged and before her little transformation (mum’s the word on that) had a get
out of Fae-ville free card that the naughty doc desperately wanted. Now they just needed to
crank her a bit higher and the poor thing would just explode with it all. Insides to outsides.

“Maybe she’s just biding her time, learning control on the unimportant masses until she can
safely have her pet? After all, how gauche to kill your pet on accident.” He could see that jaw
muscle ticking, her tongue had to be in tatters by now. Bad news for Bo there. Just a little bit
more.

“Well that is the good thing about Kenzi-” He got no further, before the eruption.

“There are no good things about Kenzi, she’s a self centered over indulged brat.” Sore spot
reached, now it would be easier to tap it on the regular. He gave her less than a week before
she was forced over someone's knee.

XXXXXXXXX

Trick pushed aside his worries about Bo and made his way to the Light Compound. Dyson's
message was troubling and required an immediate response. Wolves were in the area, they
thought they would have at least a month before word got out and others came searching for
Kenzi. It seems they had been a little too optimistic.

"Lachlan." As usual the Ash was behind his desk buried behind stacks of paperwork. After the
Elders Council was filled once more with qualified members of the community things would calm



down for him but it was becoming clear that the lists for qualified and interested were mutually
exclusive.

"Ah, Trick, what brings you by?" He wished it was under more pleasant circumstances, but if he
was to do what needed to be done, he would need allies. Kenzi needed to be protected. While
he knew that normally the protection of one Fae, especially an unaligned one like Kenzi, would
not spark the Ashes interest but he knew that his friend held a soft spot for both Kenzi and
Dyson.

"I bring news."

"From your tone, I take it the tidings are not good." They never were these days. It seemed like
their lives had devolved to revolve around either a crisis or the aftermath of one.

Knowing nothing he could say would explain better than Dyson's own words he simply handed
the message he'd received to his friend. He watched as his face became more and more
contorted with every word he read, his fury visible for all to see.

"Fuck!" Exactly.

Chapter 5 - Life’s Shifting Worries

Lauren knew Bo was up to something when she called for an “appointment”, but she was lonely
enough and frustrated enough to agree regardless. Vex and the Morrigan had been picking at
her self esteem and her self control ever since she landed in this hellhole. She needed some
comfort, she needed what was familiar and warm. She needed Bo.



Watching Bo sway her way into her temporary offices beneath Vex’s club was like a revelation
from on high. Just the sight of her was enough to make her heart beat faster and for her mind to
race in directions she hadn’t even thought about since Kenzi’s transformation. No! No thinking
about Kenzi. Right now this was about her and Bo.

“Bo. What brings you by? Nothing serious I hope.” She knew Bo was just about as on the outs
as she was, though not quite as far given her Fae blood.

“I need your help Lauren.” Anything. She would do anything to help Bo even now and they both
knew it.

“What happened?” She hoped it wasn’t anything too dangerous. Normally she had Dyson
around to help her balance out what Bo wanted with what the world demanded, but now that
she was on her own she wasn’t sure she would be able to pull off any more miracles without
sacrifices. Watching her lover quiver with barely contained energy and anxiety she also knew
that whatever sacrifices she would have to make would be worth it.

“I can’t find Dyson and Kenzi. I need your help to find the location of that cabin they’ve been
exiled to. It’s time for them to come home. It’s time for everything to go back to normal.” If only it
were all that simple, but she knew as well as Bo did even if she didn’t want to admit it that
nothing would ever go back to the old normal again. Not after everything.

“Bo you know why they’ve been sequestered there, this isn’t a punishment for them it’s
precaution.” Kenzi needed to learn control from Dyson and that couldn’t happen if they were
continually interrupted by the every day shenanigans that living with Bo seemed to bring. If
Kenzi failed to learn control she would be put down, like any other dangerous Fae whose
existence threatened the ability for the majority of Fae to hide in plain sight.

“Come on Lauren don’t tell me you buy that bull too. Sure in the beginning it might have been
needed, but now? After all this time? No way, They’re keeping us apart for a reason, and I know
if I could just talk to them both everything would work out.”

“Bo, I -” She couldn’t do this, not now. She was on thin ice as it was, one more mis-step and
being shipped off to play doctor to the dark would seem like a vacation. She didn’t have the
same protections that Bo did, while her skills were seen as valuable they weren’t exactly unique
enough to make her exempt from the laws that governed this world.

“Please Lauren.” Looking into her eyes she felt her resolve begin to crumble.

“Give me a few days, I can’t promise anything but I’ll look into it when I go by the Compound
tomorrow to make my usual rounds.”

“Thank you.” The feel of her mouth against her skin was all she needed.

XXXXXXXXX



Vex tried to fight down the laughter caught in his throat but couldn’t help the slight snicker that
escaped. Bo might be a powerhouse of a Fae, but sneaky she was not. The second he was
informed that the naughty minx was downstairs having a little check-up with the doc he knew
there was scheming afoot. Bo would rather let her own limbs rot off than willingly step foot in his
club again and they both knew it, if this was a normal run of the mill illness or injury she would
have presented herself at the Light Fae infirmary and demanded the good doc be brought to
her. Coming here was a sure sign that whatever she was up to she didn’t want the Ash finding
out about it, and what an up to it was too.

They all knew Bo wouldn’t be able to live without her little menagerie at her beck and call. Sure
she still had the doc to play with but the other two had gone walkabout and that was a few
distractions light for the succubus, it was just a matter of time really before she started trying to
gather all her little toys back up. Now, the real question. What to do with this little tidbit of
scrumptious gossip?

The ever demanding Morri-hag had wanted to be kept in the loop about anything he might pick
up about the Light, but Bo Bo-kins wasn’t exactly a Light Fae now was she. The doc, while a
Light pet, was currently in his care which made her technically part of the Dark, so really he was
under no obligation to go running to mummy with this little bit of news. Not that he would have
gone running even if he didn’t have a list of semantics to hide behind. But still. Appearances
needed to be kept up and all if he wanted to stay in the good graces of the Elders.

On the other side of the aisle he could report back to the Ash that his naughty doc was getting
up to old tricks again, but that might lose him his medical privileges. He could negotiate, maybe
lose the doc but gain something else just as novel, he didn’t want to lose the level up he got
when the Light came to him specific like with this new idea of theirs. He wasn’t sure what he
could ask for, but it wasn’t like he was inhibited or anything the second an idea presented itself
he would stake his claim, right and proper.

A quick call to the compound got him the news that the Ash was out for the day on important
business. He could have left a message but now that his mind was set on it he just wanted to
get his reward. Who else could he go to? Who else had the juice to give him a hand-shake deal
that would have to be honored when Lachlan wandered back into his office?

The Blood King was the stuff of legend but at the same time that was a bit of an issue in and of
itself. He let his influence fly away when he let himself be relegated to the history section and
while more people were in the know now than they were before that didn’t change the fact that if
something happened to Lachlan before his deal came down the barkeep wouldn’t have the pull
with the Elders to get him seen to without outing himself. Something he had to say there was no
guarantee of either way.

Leaving out dog-boy who was busy playing big wolf on campus out in the woods with their
newest recruit, there was really only one other option. The siren. He had the blood, the political
pull, all he really lacked was the spine. A few prods here and there would get him moving



though. Decision made he grabbed his leathers and headed towards the police station, he had a
detective to visit.

XXXXXXXXX

Lachlan lamented that they had to take his car to drive down to see Dyson and Kenzi, but Tricks
little hatchback wasn’t big enough for him to squeeze his near six feet into. His 1953 Buick
Roadmaster Skylark was a thing of beauty, though his little friend had mocked him for having a
mid-life crisis so young, if anything happened to it in these be damned backwoods he was going
to take it out of someone's hide. Then he’d take it out of Trick’s vault accounts. If he had a
decent sized car, his would still be in the city where it belonged.

He knew he wasn’t really worried about his car, though he wasn’t joking about the hell he would
rain down if anything so much as scratched it, he was simply worried in general. He wasn’t
worried about walking into the wolves den so to speak. Not only was Kenzi an Omega, a subset
of wolf that was known for being docile but also according to Dyson lack of control was not
Kenzi’s problem. If anything her problem seems to be an over abundance of control, if she didn’t
learn to let go a bit more only then would problems arise.

No, he was worried that something would happen to the two of them before they could get there
to help shore up their defences. While Dyson was certainly capable, he was by no means a one
man army, and that’s exactly what it sounded like they would be up against. An army. Or at least
a pack.

Packs were tricky little devils, so enmeshed in the hierarchy and being good little cogs in the
overall machine they tended to adopt a kind of group think to them. No beta would ever step out
of line enough to question an Alpha without a damn good reason, and with an Omega in the mix
he didn’t think there would be a good enough reason for anyone to speak out against the attack
they all knew was coming.

He knew panicking wouldn’t accomplish anything, but that didn’t stop him from pressing his foot
heavier against the gas pedal. The sooner they got there the sooner he could convince himself
all of his worry was really just his overactive imagination, he didn’t allow himself to remember at
the moment that he didn’t really have one of those in the first place. That wouldn’t accomplish
anything either.

XXXXXXXXX

Trick could see the worry eating away at Lachlan but he also knew there wasn’t anything he
could say that would make him feel any easier until they arrived and saw both Kenzi and Dyson
with their own eyes. Just as he knew his own worry would only abate once he clapped eyes on
his old friend and the girl who had somehow wormed her way into his life and his heart with her
irreverent ways and easy smiles.

Dyson was familiar with the way the packs of olde would operate, but his concern was that there
would be a recent adaptation that he would be unprepared for. The way packs survived so well



was by adding in new ways with every generation, they would honor the past but embrace the
present while chasing the future, that was their motto and they took it very seriously. Any wolf
who did not contribute was treated very poorly until they absolved themselves in the eyes of the
pack through some form of sacrifice. This made them the kind of opponents no one wanted to
face.

Dyson would protect Kenzi, and Kenzi would protect Dyson of that he had no doubts. What he
did doubt was that those protections would be enough to save them both until he and Lachlan
could arrive and offer their assistance. He could only pray it would be. As they turned the last
corner onto the dirt road that would take them to Dysons’ cabin and immediately ran over a
covered thin rope of barbed wire set to slow any incoming cars he felt the now familiar feeling of
dread begin to press down on his lungs, prayer wasn’t going to be enough. They were too late.

XXXXXXXXX

Kenzi felt ridic’ running around and around in circles going from one side of their cabin to the
other, her wolf simply would not take over. She knew she was failing and she knew Dyson was
watching her fail and that was just making everything that much worse.

Arghhhh! Why couldn’t she do this? She understood the whole process, in theory at least, she’d
seen Dyson do it over a dozen times in the last three days. Why couldn’t she do it? Pushing
herself to run even faster she hoped that if she was exhausted enough it would all just happen
on its own without her having to do anything about it. Not that, that theory had worked for her so
far, but a girl could dream couldn’t she.

She knew that if she could just get out of her own headspace things would work out, she could
see it in the way Dysons face would light up just before his shift washed over him. It was like he
just let go of everything in the world around him and sank into a welcoming embrace. Which she
supposed the wolf side could be, if you weren’t so terrified of it all. She wanted that, she wanted
to be like Dyson, picking up her pace again she watched the world around her blur by her mind
moving even faster than her legs.

XXXXXXXXX

Dyson watched as Kenzi pushed herself into higher gear. He knew he had to take a step back
now, he could have told her why her shift wasn’t taking hold, but this was not one of those
problems that could be solved by the simple telling of it. If Kenzi was ever going to be able to
call on her wolf side without her life being in mortal danger she was going to have to work this
out on her own.

Thinking of her wolf as a separate being, as an alter ego that could come out and protect her
when the going got too rough, was not the way to merge with her other side. The only time her
shift was going to become a natural progression for her would be when she finally let go of this
separatism in her mind and acknowledged that she was the wolf and the wolf was her.



Being a shifter didn’t change who you were, your wolf side wasn’t diametrically opposite to your
human side. The two complemented each other, balance and counterbalance. Your wolf was
you, only it was your raw instincts, your gut without your mind getting in the way. It was feeling
without the block of logic, for the wolf the world was always black and white. Right and Wrong.
Predator and Prey.

Kenzi’s main problem was that she kept letting her human brain stand in the way of her new
wolf heart. She kept over thinking things and tripping herself up. She had to move past that
before they could ever leave this cabin. A wolf who couldn’t shift at will wasn’t just an easy
target, but a danger to those around them.

Not shifting when you want to doesn’t mean you don’t shift at all.

You could only cage your baser instincts for so long before they fought you for control and won.
Shifting wasn’t the problem, controlling that shift was.

Beginning to shed his clothes he rushed towards her, his wolf keeping pace at her side. Come
on Kenzi, just let go.

XXXXXXXXX

Kenzi kept stealing glances over toward D-man in his furry form. The guy was mag-a-licous as a
cop, but as a wolf he was rockin’. She was so focused on watching the movement of his
muscles as he ran on all fours, her mind drifting to how freeing it must feel to be so strong, that
she nearly missed what happened next.

Something, she wasn’t sure what, came flying from the trees and slammed into Dyson’s hind leg
hard enough to force him to skid across the dirt trying to stay on his feet. A soft low keen
rending the air as he skidded to a harsh stop.

Her instincts had her crouching low to the ground, eyeing the tree line for any visible movement
or disturbance, as she slowly made her way over towards her downed protector. As she got
close enough to see the damage, and the blood, she saw that the projectile was really a knife.
This was a deliberately debilitating wound, one that wouldn’t kill only incapacitate. If anything
happened now and her instincts forced her to flee she would be going alone. There was no way
Dyson could even limp on that leg let alone run with it.

Silently thanking her lucky stars for all the wolf lessons Dyson had insisted on when they’d first
began this journey of theirs in the wilderness, she knew that if she could get him inside and pull
the knife out then he would be fully healed in under an hour. Easy peasy, lemon squeezy. Too
bad lemons were always so damn sour, this was going to be far from a walk in the park.

Sensing no movement from the trees she began to drag the downed wolf towards the door of
their home, being as gentle as she could without losing speed. The fact that all he could
manage was a pathetically pained whimper had her new found hackles rising. Someone would
pay for this! Dyson was pack and no one hurt her pack. No one hurt her Dyson.



Closing the door behind them she fortified their position, doing everything on Dyson’s checklist
that he’d shown her the first day they arrived. Barricading all the doors and windows, making
sure that all the available weapons were within easy reach, sending out a text to Trick to come
running with the cavalry, check, check, check. Of course at the time they’d been worried about a
more known enemy and not a shadowy coward hiding in the woods. This should keep them out
regardless.

Quickly double checking her handiwork she finally deemed the cabin safe enough that she
could turn her attention more fully to Dyson. While she knew that the wound wasn’t lethal, at
least not to a shifter, she also knew that she needed to do everything she could to get him back
into at least partial fighting shape before whoever threw the knife came back for round two
probably throwing something else. She needed Dyson to at least be strong enough to fend off
an attack against himself, she would take care of everything else.

School was over, it was finally graduation day.

Chapter 6 - Be Prepared

Lauren knew Bo was up to something when she called for an “appointment”, but she was lonely
enough and frustrated enough to agree regardless. Vex and the Morrigan had been picking at
her self esteem and her self control ever since she landed in this hellhole. She needed some
comfort, she needed what was familiar and warm. She needed Bo.

Watching Bo sway her way into her temporary offices beneath Vex’s club was like a revelation
from on high. Just the sight of her was enough to make her heart beat faster and for her mind to
race in directions she hadn’t even thought about since Kenzi’s transformation. No! No thinking
about Kenzi. Right now this was about her and Bo.



“Bo. What brings you by? Nothing serious I hope.” She knew Bo was just about as on the outs
as she was, though not quite as far given her Fae blood.

“I need your help Lauren.” Anything. She would do anything to help Bo even now and they both
knew it.

“What happened?” She hoped it wasn’t anything too dangerous. Normally she had Dyson
around to help her balance out what Bo wanted with what the world demanded, but now that
she was on her own she wasn’t sure she would be able to pull off any more miracles without
sacrifices. Watching her lover quiver with barely contained energy and anxiety she also knew
that whatever sacrifices she would have to make would be worth it.

“I can’t find Dyson and Kenzi. I need your help to find the location of that cabin they’ve been
exiled to. It’s time for them to come home. It’s time for everything to go back to normal.” If only it
were all that simple, but she knew as well as Bo did even if she didn’t want to admit it that
nothing would ever go back to the old normal again. Not after everything.

“Bo you know why they’ve been sequestered there, this isn’t a punishment for them it’s
precaution.” Kenzi needed to learn control from Dyson and that couldn’t happen if they were
continually interrupted by the every day shenanigans that living with Bo seemed to bring. If
Kenzi failed to learn control she would be put down, like any other dangerous Fae whose
existence threatened the ability for the majority of Fae to hide in plain sight.

“Come on Lauren don’t tell me you buy that bull too. Sure in the beginning it might have been
needed, but now? After all this time? No way, They’re keeping us apart for a reason, and I know
if I could just talk to them both everything would work out.”

“Bo, I -” She couldn’t do this, not now. She was on thin ice as it was, one more mis-step and
being shipped off to play doctor to the dark would seem like a vacation. She didn’t have the
same protections that Bo did, while her skills were seen as valuable they weren’t exactly unique
enough to make her exempt from the laws that governed this world.

“Please Lauren.” Looking into her eyes she felt her resolve begin to crumble.

“Give me a few days, I can’t promise anything but I’ll look into it when I go by the Compound
tomorrow to make my usual rounds.”

“Thank you.” The feel of her mouth against her skin was all she needed.

XXXXXXXXX

Vex tried to fight down the laughter caught in his throat but couldn’t help the slight snicker that
escaped. Bo might be a powerhouse of a Fae, but sneaky she was not. The second he was
informed that the naughty minx was downstairs having a little check-up with the doc he knew
there was scheming afoot. Bo would rather let her own limbs rot off than willingly step foot in his
club again and they both knew it, if this was a normal run of the mill illness or injury she would



have presented herself at the Light Fae infirmary and demanded the good doc be brought to
her. Coming here was a sure sign that whatever she was up to she didn’t want the Ash finding
out about it, and what an up to it was too.

They all knew Bo wouldn’t be able to live without her little menagerie at her beck and call. Sure
she still had the doc to play with but the other two had gone walkabout and that was a few
distractions light for the succubus, it was just a matter of time really before she started trying to
gather all her little toys back up. Now, the real question. What to do with this little tidbit of
scrumptious gossip?

The ever demanding Morri-hag had wanted to be kept in the loop about anything he might pick
up about the Light, but Bo Bo-kins wasn’t exactly a Light Fae now was she. The doc, while a
Light pet, was currently in his care which made her technically part of the Dark, so really he was
under no obligation to go running to mummy with this little bit of news. Not that he would have
gone running even if he didn’t have a list of semantics to hide behind. But still. Appearances
needed to be kept up and all if he wanted to stay in the good graces of the Elders.

On the other side of the aisle he could report back to the Ash that his naughty doc was getting
up to old tricks again, but that might lose him his medical privileges. He could negotiate, maybe
lose the doc but gain something else just as novel, he didn’t want to lose the level up he got
when the Light came to him specific like with this new idea of theirs. He wasn’t sure what he
could ask for, but it wasn’t like he was inhibited or anything the second an idea presented itself
he would stake his claim, right and proper.

A quick call to the compound got him the news that the Ash was out for the day on important
business. He could have left a message but now that his mind was set on it he just wanted to
get his reward. Who else could he go to? Who else had the juice to give him a hand-shake deal
that would have to be honored when Lachlan wandered back into his office?

The Blood King was the stuff of legend but at the same time that was a bit of an issue in and of
itself. He let his influence fly away when he let himself be relegated to the history section and
while more people were in the know now than they were before that didn’t change the fact that if
something happened to Lachlan before his deal came down the barkeep wouldn’t have the pull
with the Elders to get him seen to without outing himself. Something he had to say there was no
guarantee of either way.

Leaving out dog-boy who was busy playing big wolf on campus out in the woods with their
newest recruit, there was really only one other option. The siren. He had the blood, the political
pull, all he really lacked was the spine. A few prods here and there would get him moving
though. Decision made he grabbed his leathers and headed towards the police station, he had a
detective to visit.

XXXXXXXXX

Lachlan lamented that they had to take his car to drive down to see Dyson and Kenzi, but Tricks
little hatchback wasn’t big enough for him to squeeze his near six feet into. His 1953 Buick



Roadmaster Skylark was a thing of beauty, though his little friend had mocked him for having a
mid-life crisis so young, if anything happened to it in these be damned backwoods he was going
to take it out of someone's hide. Then he’d take it out of Trick’s vault accounts. If he had a
decent sized car, his would still be in the city where it belonged.

He knew he wasn’t really worried about his car, though he wasn’t joking about the hell he would
rain down if anything so much as scratched it, he was simply worried in general. He wasn’t
worried about walking into the wolves den so to speak. Not only was Kenzi an Omega, a subset
of wolf that was known for being docile but also according to Dyson lack of control was not
Kenzi’s problem. If anything her problem seems to be an over abundance of control, if she didn’t
learn to let go a bit more only then would problems arise.

No, he was worried that something would happen to the two of them before they could get there
to help shore up their defences. While Dyson was certainly capable, he was by no means a one
man army, and that’s exactly what it sounded like they would be up against. An army. Or at least
a pack.

Packs were tricky little devils, so enmeshed in the hierarchy and being good little cogs in the
overall machine they tended to adopt a kind of group think to them. No beta would ever step out
of line enough to question an Alpha without a damn good reason, and with an Omega in the mix
he didn’t think there would be a good enough reason for anyone to speak out against the attack
they all knew was coming.

He knew panicking wouldn’t accomplish anything, but that didn’t stop him from pressing his foot
heavier against the gas pedal. The sooner they got there the sooner he could convince himself
all of his worry was really just his overactive imagination, he didn’t allow himself to remember at
the moment that he didn’t really have one of those in the first place. That wouldn’t accomplish
anything either.

XXXXXXXXX

Trick could see the worry eating away at Lachlan but he also knew there wasn’t anything he
could say that would make him feel any easier until they arrived and saw both Kenzi and Dyson
with their own eyes. Just as he knew his own worry would only abate once he clapped eyes on
his old friend and the girl who had somehow wormed her way into his life and his heart with her
irreverent ways and easy smiles.

Dyson was familiar with the way the packs of olde would operate, but his concern was that there
would be a recent adaptation that he would be unprepared for. The way packs survived so well
was by adding in new ways with every generation, they would honor the past but embrace the
present while chasing the future, that was their motto and they took it very seriously. Any wolf
who did not contribute was treated very poorly until they absolved themselves in the eyes of the
pack through some form of sacrifice. This made them the kind of opponents no one wanted to
face.



Dyson would protect Kenzi, and Kenzi would protect Dyson of that he had no doubts. What he
did doubt was that those protections would be enough to save them both until he and Lachlan
could arrive and offer their assistance. He could only pray it would be. As they turned the last
corner onto the dirt road that would take them to Dysons’ cabin and immediately ran over a
covered thin rope of barbed wire set to slow any incoming cars he felt the now familiar feeling of
dread begin to press down on his lungs, prayer wasn’t going to be enough. They were too late.

XXXXXXXXX

Kenzi felt ridic’ running around and around in circles going from one side of their cabin to the
other, her wolf simply would not take over. She knew she was failing and she knew Dyson was
watching her fail and that was just making everything that much worse.

Arghhhh! Why couldn’t she do this? She understood the whole process, in theory at least, she’d
seen Dyson do it over a dozen times in the last three days. Why couldn’t she do it? Pushing
herself to run even faster she hoped that if she was exhausted enough it would all just happen
on its own without her having to do anything about it. Not that, that theory had worked for her so
far, but a girl could dream couldn’t she.

She knew that if she could just get out of her own headspace things would work out, she could
see it in the way Dysons face would light up just before his shift washed over him. It was like he
just let go of everything in the world around him and sank into a welcoming embrace. Which she
supposed the wolf side could be, if you weren’t so terrified of it all. She wanted that, she wanted
to be like Dyson, picking up her pace again she watched the world around her blur by her mind
moving even faster than her legs.

XXXXXXXXX

Dyson watched as Kenzi pushed herself into higher gear. He knew he had to take a step back
now, he could have told her why her shift wasn’t taking hold, but this was not one of those
problems that could be solved by the simple telling of it. If Kenzi was ever going to be able to
call on her wolf side without her life being in mortal danger she was going to have to work this
out on her own.

Thinking of her wolf as a separate being, as an alter ego that could come out and protect her
when the going got too rough, was not the way to merge with her other side. The only time her
shift was going to become a natural progression for her would be when she finally let go of this
separatism in her mind and acknowledged that she was the wolf and the wolf was her.

Being a shifter didn’t change who you were, your wolf side wasn’t diametrically opposite to your
human side. The two complemented each other, balance and counterbalance. Your wolf was
you, only it was your raw instincts, your gut without your mind getting in the way. It was feeling
without the block of logic, for the wolf the world was always black and white. Right and Wrong.
Predator and Prey.



Kenzi’s main problem was that she kept letting her human brain stand in the way of her new
wolf heart. She kept over thinking things and tripping herself up. She had to move past that
before they could ever leave this cabin. A wolf who couldn’t shift at will wasn’t just an easy
target, but a danger to those around them.

Not shifting when you want to doesn’t mean you don’t shift at all.

You could only cage your baser instincts for so long before they fought you for control and won.
Shifting wasn’t the problem, controlling that shift was.

Beginning to shed his clothes he rushed towards her, his wolf keeping pace at her side. Come
on Kenzi, just let go.

XXXXXXXXX

Kenzi kept stealing glances over toward D-man in his furry form. The guy was mag-a-licous as a
cop, but as a wolf he was rockin’. She was so focused on watching the movement of his
muscles as he ran on all fours, her mind drifting to how freeing it must feel to be so strong, that
she nearly missed what happened next.

Something, she wasn’t sure what, came flying from the trees and slammed into Dyson’s hind leg
hard enough to force him to skid across the dirt trying to stay on his feet. A soft low keen
rending the air as he skidded to a harsh stop.

Her instincts had her crouching low to the ground, eyeing the tree line for any visible movement
or disturbance, as she slowly made her way over towards her downed protector. As she got
close enough to see the damage, and the blood, she saw that the projectile was really a knife.
This was a deliberately debilitating wound, one that wouldn’t kill only incapacitate. If anything
happened now and her instincts forced her to flee she would be going alone. There was no way
Dyson could even limp on that leg let alone run with it.

Silently thanking her lucky stars for all the wolf lessons Dyson had insisted on when they’d first
began this journey of theirs in the wilderness, she knew that if she could get him inside and pull
the knife out then he would be fully healed in under an hour. Easy peasy, lemon squeezy. Too
bad lemons were always so damn sour, this was going to be far from a walk in the park.

Sensing no movement from the trees she began to drag the downed wolf towards the door of
their home, being as gentle as she could without losing speed. The fact that all he could
manage was a pathetically pained whimper had her new found hackles rising. Someone would
pay for this! Dyson was pack and no one hurt her pack. No one hurt her Dyson.

Closing the door behind them she fortified their position, doing everything on Dyson’s checklist
that he’d shown her the first day they arrived. Barricading all the doors and windows, making
sure that all the available weapons were within easy reach, sending out a text to Trick to come
running with the cavalry, check, check, check. Of course at the time they’d been worried about a



more known enemy and not a shadowy coward hiding in the woods. This should keep them out
regardless.

Quickly double checking her handiwork she finally deemed the cabin safe enough that she
could turn her attention more fully to Dyson. While she knew that the wound wasn’t lethal, at
least not to a shifter, she also knew that she needed to do everything she could to get him back
into at least partial fighting shape before whoever threw the knife came back for round two
probably throwing something else. She needed Dyson to at least be strong enough to fend off
an attack against himself, she would take care of everything else.

School was over, it was finally graduation day.

Chapter 7 - Confess

Lachlan was starting to get an itch at the back of his neck that meant he was in danger, he didn’t
care for it. He could see the cabin that Kenzi and Dyson were staying in but some instinct buried
deep down told him to stay back, to avoid the place he had come to. He slowed his step and
looked around for the danger, whatever it was, but he couldn’t find anything.

Trick had just reached the end of the treeline when a knife wielding hand came from the
opposite side and embedded the blade deep into the tree a few inches above his companions
head, about chest height for him if he hadn’t slowed his pace. Falling back a step he prepared to
fight when a near feral Kenzi came into view, her lips were pulled back in a snarl and blood was
coating her hands and clothes, blood that from the look of things wasn’t hers. They were too late
to prevent disaster but hopefully not too late to help.

“Where’s Dyson?” The girl didn’t seem the least contrite about the fact that she could have killed
them both, and he was glad of it. It meant her wolf had grown stronger since she’d come here.



They had come on to her territory while she had an enemy at her back, their safety wasn’t her
concern.

“He’s inside, I just took this knife out of him.”

“Is he badly injured?” Trick was a man of great compassion, but his single minded focus on
others even those that weren’t currently in a state of play was infuriating. They should be finding
a more defensible position not talking out in the open. If Dyson was injured and Kenzi was
following her instincts to attack first and look last, then they were all in trouble.

“No, I gave some first aid that should have him up and on his feet soon then I came out here to
set some obstacles for our new neighbors. Why are you here?”

“Let’s discuss that behind a closed door shall we. I don’t wish to remain out in the open any
more than I must.” They both looked at him like he was talking nonsense for a moment, before
Kenzi shook herself free of her stupor at seeing them and nodded along. Good girl.

“Sounds like a plan. But we’re gonna have to go in through the window.” Of course they were.
When it came to wolves nothing was ever done in a civilized fashion. Not even newly turned
ones it would seem.

Silently he wondered which of them was supposed to offer Trick a boost, before resolutely
deciding on his own that he would leave that particular conversation to Kenzi. He was the one
that was most likely going to have to drive back to the city with the man, there was no need to
make things awkward.

xxxxxxxxx

Hale didn’t know what he was doing here, but his father had told him to take every road
available before siding with the dark. Every road included this one, unfortunately. He had
thought his father would have said something like how the Zamora Clan never sides with
savages or something equally vile but he had only counselled caution and certainty. He said that
at times it was necessary to side with the rabble against a common enemy or for a common
goal, it was remarkably progressive for his traditionalist father and he was weirdly proud of him.
Maybe he was making progress with bringing his family with him into the new century?

He found Lauren in her new labs, they were darker and more dreary than the ones he was used
to on the Light side but they still served their purpose. She looked tired and drained in a way
that had nothing to do with working hard and everything to do with being hard used. She was
under stress, under fire from on high, pulled in every direction, and being fed on by a succubus
on the regular. It was a wonder the woman was still standing at all. Sometimes he really
marveled at the resilience of humanity.

“Doc.”



“Hale? Is something wrong?” It must be weird seeing him here on the wrong side of things. If he
had been her he would have been panicking hard, on the inside at least. It was just plain foolish
to show weakness in front of any form of Fae, even an ally.

“Yeah. There is. You see I got a visit recently from someone who told me that you and Bo are
conspiring to do something that would rock the boat in a serious kind of way. I’m here to talk you
out of it before you get in too deep to save yourself. I’ve always liked you doc and I got to tell
you I’ve seen this kind of a thing go in every direction from up to down to sideways to a hell of a
ways and it never ends well for your kind.” By her kind he meant the love struck fools, but he
knew she likely heard human, he could practically see her spine straightening as she took
offense to the implied slight.

He knew he wasn’t getting through to her but he had to try. His words both scared and offended
her in equal measure and that was the exact wrong combination for a healthy outcome. True he
could have been a bit clearer with his words, but he didn’t think calling her an enthralled love
slave would have been more helpful than the vagaries he chose. Sometimes there was no right
way to say something, sometimes you just had to say it and hope for the best. Before she even
started talking he knew he would have to find a different way through this, she was already in
too deep to see straight.

“I’m sorry Hale, I don’t know what you’re talking about.” She was trying for dignity and
innocence but in her exhaustion she just sounded beaten down and tired. She was fooling no
one, not even herself.

“Yeah. Sure you don’t.” They both knew the truth, but that wasn’t enough. Unless she turned
back and started acting like that big brain of hers had some sense to it nothing was going to
change.

She was going to die. She just couldn’t see it yet and if he tried to tell her she would just accuse
him of trying to scare her or worse Bo would convince her that was what was happening. For a
succubus who was supposedly good at reading people’s body language Bo had some serious
blind spots and she just loved to spread them around to the people around her.

Turning away he walked out, there was only one other road to take and she was swaying her
sexy hips in for a little one on one time with the doc as he was strolling out. If he couldn’t reason
with Lauren he had to try to reason with Bo, a herculean feat if ever he heard one. Bo was the
most stubborn and prideful person he had ever known and he was partners with Dyson and a
son of the Zamora Clan.

“Hale? What are you doing here?”



“I’m getting that question a lot today, what is no one happy to see me?” He tried to smile and
share the joke, when dealing with Bo you had to keep things upbeat for as long as possible or
she would default back to anger and you would get nowhere fast.

“No, it’s not that I just-”

“I was joking, sexy mama calm down, I get it this isn’t exactly my spot so seeing me here could
throw a person off a beat. I came to see Lauren.” He saw the suspicion and jealousy flash in her
eyes and knew he was already off to a bad start. Why she would think he would be after the doc
was beyond him but he supposed since Dyson took Kenzi she was on the lookout for any Fae
getting too close to the one human she had left. Even if that human wasn’t technically hers at
all.

“Are you helping her get out of here?” She tried for a hopeful note but they both knew that even
if he could pull the kind of strings it would take to get her out of Vex’s hands it would just put her
right back where she started and not in the crack shack like Bo wanted. Bo needed to come to
terms with the fact that sometimes what you want and what you get just can’t be the same thing.
Lauren would never be free.

“I don’t have that power, only the Ash can move her anywhere. No. I came here to try and talk
her out of this little plan the two of you are cooking up, but that didn’t work so I guess I’ll have to
try my luck with you. Bo, stop and think before you do something even you can’t come back
from.” Bo had wiggled her way out of so many tight spots since she’d been dragged into their
world that she had started to think that nothing could touch her. That was a bad mindset to
have, because when something finally did get to her it would be at full force to get past her
defenses.

Right now everyone was in the waiting pattern of trying to figure her out and her mistake wasn’t
so much in what she was doing, though that was bad at times too, her mistake was in her
perception of things. Bo thought that because she had been in their world for years now and
nothing had happened that she was safe, but the Fae thought in decades and centuries not
single digit years. The fights she was so proud of winning were only ever sparring sessions and
little jabs to test her, and she was failing. She was prideful, untrained, undisciplined, and for the
most part alone.

“I don’t know what you mean.”

“Yeah, neither of you seem to know anything, but that doesn't change the fact that you need to
slow down and think before you sink the two of you into this thing. Once you start there won’t be
any going back, for either of you.” Lauren was on her last leg and Bo was about to enter a new
arena she wasn’t ready for. If she pushed too hard then Dyson would have to make a true
choice and so would everyone else and Bo might just find herself with even less allies than she
had to start with. Sharing blood with Trick would only get her so far, even with the little man
himself. Just look at what happened with her mother, and she had grown up with the old man,



with the Fae blood might be thicker than water but it held hope against politics. If your family
could get by better by leaving you out to hang, then that’s what they would do. Every time.

“Look Hale, I know you think you’re helping but you’re not. I need to see Dyson and Kenzi, I
need to explain everything and get them to come out of this stupid isolation cycle. Kenzi needs
to be around people, she needs to be here with me.”

He didn’t bother to answer her, he just made his way towards where he knew Vex was waiting.
He’d given it his best shot and now it was time to do the right thing.

“You come to take me up on my most generous offer?” The man was slouching back against the
bar with a wide grin on his face. He knew this was coming just like he did, he just had to wait
things out like any good Fae would.

“Yeah.” It was time to deal.

xxxxxxxxx

Dyson was back in his human form when Kenzi came back through the window, he’d kept a
close eye on it since she’d first climbed through it just waiting for her. He’d kept an ear on her as
she built her traps and knew she was bringing friendly company back with her. That was good
they would need the help soon, because they weren’t the only ones he was hearing. The wolves
had not been idle since he was injured; they were splitting up and making a barrier so that no
matter what direction they ran in they would be blocked. That was worrying for several reasons
but the main reason was that they were certain they would run. You didn’t spread your men that
thin unless you had to, unless you knew something the other side didn’t.

Once they were all back inside the meager shelter they had he got to work. If they were going to
get out of this together they needed to work fast.

“The wolves have surrounded us, my leg is healing but it isn’t able to bear my weight yet. Our
only advantage is that the two of you were a surprise, they didn’t account for you. You need to
take Kenzi and run, I’ll distract them and cover you.”

His order was met with stunned silence and he could already see the argument building behind
Kenzi’s eyes. She was very much a creature of the current generation, she would see leaving
him behind as abandoning him instead of for what it was, strategy. They didn’t want him, once
they realised that Kenzi was gone and he was alone they wouldn’t waste energy killing him they
would follow her trail and try to get to her before he could. Wolves were pack animals and that
fortunately for them made them prideful, they wouldn’t see Trick and Lachlan as predators, they
would see them as obstacles to over run and not much else. This was their best chance.

“Kenzi please.” She was already shaking her head, her mind made up.



“No, I’m not just throwing you to the wolves, pun very much intended, so I can shag ass back to
town and live it up. No. No way. Not happening.”

“They won’t kill me.” He tried to put as much conviction into his voice as he was able, he hoped
if he sounded sure she might follow along, but he should have known better. This was Kenzi.
She questioned everything.

“You don’t know that!”

“Yes, I do. I was just like them for many centuries, I know how they think and once you’re out of
reach I won’t be worth the effort to kill. They’ll see me as already being down and out and take
the opening they think they have since they won’t see Trick or Lachlan as fighters.” The two
men looked offended but he couldn’t take the time to unruffle their feathers. If they truly took
offense they could hash it out later. Right now getting Kenzi out of these woods was all that
mattered.

“You keep saying that, how you know all this because you used to be so different from who you
are now. Well, you haven’t been in a pack for how many years? What if things have changed?
You did, maybe they did too.” He didn’t know how to help her understand, he had already told
her some of what it was to be a shifter, but her mindset while expanding was still very much a
human of her time. She saw the world as ever changing, it would take at least a century for her
to see all the ways it was forever the same.

“Things don’t change in a pack, not the fundamental things at least. Yes new blood comes in
and new ways are learned but the basics are what bind us together. That stability makes a pack
what it is.” A pack wasn’t just a group, it wasn’t even just a family, a pack was life. Like the ones
now hunting them he used to think that without that connection he would be lost, and for many
years he was. That way was something you never forgot, no matter how long you were apart
from it. It was in his blood and always would be.

“If it was so wonderful why did you leave then?” He took a deep breath and tried to think of an
argument that would sway her. He had always intended to tell her more about his time in his
pack and about why he chose to leave that life behind, but he hadn’t been prepared for there to
be an audience. Trick already knew everything, but Lachlan was a wild card.

He wasn’t ashamed of what he’d done but it wasn’t something he wanted to reveal to many
either. It was private, but it was a tale that needed to be told. If Kenzi understood that his leaving
the pack had nothing to do with no longer believing in the ideal then she might just listen to him
and go.

“I didn’t leave the pack because it had changed, I left because I had changed. For centuries I
was part of a pack in Ireland, I had strong ties to the land and believed in the goodness and
righteousness of the pack's leader King Ailech. My best friend Stefan and I were some of the



best warriors under our King and while I believed in everything we stood for Stefan was a die
hard loyalist. He would do anything for our ruler without question, neither of us really ever
thought to question it. The pack was all we knew.

“One day the King asked Stefan to do something, but he ordered him to go without me. That
wasn’t really common, but it had happened a few times so we didn’t think anything of it. Only
when it had happened before it was because Ailech wanted to split us up because he needed a
good fighter on more than one front. I waited for my orders but they never came, which was
strange but again I didn’t question it.

“I kept not questioning it even after Stefan died and his body was returned to us for burial rites. I
kept not questioning it after the funeral when our King declared his intention to look after
Stefans widow Ciara. I didn’t question it until several weeks later when Ailech announced that
he and Ciara were to be wed. That was when my faith in the pack broke, more so because no
one else questioned it, not even Ciara. It was natural for a stronger wolf to kill a weaker one to
take his wife, it was just normally done in one on one combat, instead Stefan was killed in an
ambush set up by the man who ordered him to arrive in that clearing that day.”

“Oh Dyson.” There were tears in her eyes, a sight he hated even though he knew why they were
there. He wanted to pull her into his arms and soothe her but they didn’t have time for that, they
had to get moving.

“I didn’t tell you this for pity, I told you so you could understand. The pack does not change.”

“No, but sometimes the wolves do, you did, so what if this guy in charge of these wolves has
changed to?” He could see her resolve wavering, all she needed was a bit more reassurance
and she would follow his plan. She trusted him to know what he was doing, it was their enemy
she feared.

“The pack leader has to uphold the olde ways, it’s the only way he can stay a leader. If he strays
too far off the path then he will be challenged and eventually someone will win and take control,
they always do.”

“Okay, we’ll do it your way, but if you die so help me I will have you brought back to life just so I
can kill you.”

“Understandable.” As she turned away he couldn’t stop himself from reaching out and pulling
her back into his arms. Her head against his chest as he held her, she was so small but he
knew she was mighty and nothing could stop her if she truly wanted something. She was a
fierce warrior, now she just needed to believe it.

Tilting her chin up he dipped his head until their lips met, it was just a ghost of a kiss, a promise
but it was enough.



“I love you, be safe.” The tears in her eyes now held a new emotion to them, she was no longer
sad as he let go of her arms and gently pushed her towards Trick.

“I love you too.” Those words rang in his ears long after they others had gone, even over the
pounding of paws against the gravel. They were all he needed to hear.

Chapter 8 - Bring It On

Lauren tried to be quiet as she crept down the hall getting closer to the Ash’s office with every
step. She half hoped that someone would walk around the corner and give her a valid excuse to
give to Bo for why she had to turn back before she made it, only with the Ash out of the office
the area seemed to be all but deserted. The Fae were still in the building, and even still doing
their jobs, but without someone to report to they were all elsewhere, at least for now.

It had sounded simple when Bo first proposed the idea, walk into the office and take a peek
around to see if she could spot a way to get in touch with Kenzi or Dyson. They had both
reasoned that Lachlan had to have a way to keep in contact with at least one of them, he
seemed to be invested in Kenzi and being the control freak he was he would want a way to
keep abreast of things. Now that she was close enough to the office to reach out and touch the
handle her palms were beginning to sweat.

She tried to tell herself that she didn’t have any reason to be nervous, they had talked about this
again and again and she knew what to say if anyone found her here. She just needed to claim
that she was there to talk to Lachlan and act completely in the dark about him being absent, she
was loaned out to Vex so it wouldn’t be unrealistic to assume that she was out of the loop
enough to not have heard the news. In fact she was so out of the loop in the clutches of the dark
that nearly the whole day had passed before she heard even a whisper about Lachlan being out



of his office for the day. Fae on both sides were frustrated and venting in every direction about
how he had just up and left without consulting anyone first.

Opening the door she slid inside trying to make as little noise as she could, but once she made
it inside she was at a loss. Where exactly was she supposed to look for this supposed
information? She had been so sure she would never make it this far she hadn’t thought ahead
to what she would do once she was actually in the office.

The place was a cross between a throne room and an executive's office. He had a large oak
desk not unlike you would see in any upscale law firm, but his was positioned on a raised dais
and there were no visitor chairs in front of it. Lachlan hated to waste his time and encouraged all
parties from both sides to be brief and to the point when they were forced to see him.

The stained glass windows cast hues of every color across everything but at the same time it
was dimmer than it should have been with the windows being as large as they were. In fact the
longer she looked the more it seemed like the colors and shapes were moving in a way that was
unnatural and nearly menacing. When her eyes began to lose focus as she stared at them she
started to panic, she had seen enough Fae in her life to know that when something felt this off it
was a good idea to run first and ask questions later. Twirling around her hand was already out to
reach for the door before she’d completed her turn but it wasn’t enough, her outstretched hand
collided with a body instead of the door handle.

It was Ruby, the head of security for Lachlan standing in front of her with a dangerous smirk on
her face.

“Going somewhere Doctor Lewis?”

xxxxxxxxx

Bo was furious, she’d waited for Lauren to come to her and after hours of silence she went
searching hoping she simply hadn’t had time to act yet. When she got to the compound the
entire place was buzzing like a pissed off hive, the rumour mill said that Lauren had overstepped
and was now locked up in the lower cells to wait for Lachlan’s judgment. They said she tripped a
security system that went into effect when the acting Ash wasn’t in his office, a failsafe to protect
the information inside and stop any would be assassins from lying in wait. She knew better
though, it had been Hale. He’d tried to scare them off and when that didn’t work he’d set Lauren
up to get caught instead.

Storming into the police station she saw him sitting at his desk like nothing was wrong and it
made her anger rise even higher. Lauren was rotting in a cell like an animal and he was just
going about his day like everything was normal. Striding up to his desk she saw him open his
mouth like he was going to explain away his actions or something, like there was an explanation
worth listening to. Before he could get a word out she raised her hand and slapped him across
the face as hard as she could. It wasn’t enough to send him across the room since her hand



was open but it was enough to knock him out of his seat and to the floor, it was satisfying to
watch.

“Bo!” As he stood he held out his hands to stop the cops from coming for her, all the while giving
her a look like he was doing her a favor, like he didn’t deserve worse. “It’s alright fellas, just a
little misunderstanding.” He grabbed her arm to drag her out of the crowd and to one of the
secluded offices to talk, if she didn’t need the privacy to really lay into him for his highhanded
bullshit she would have shrugged him off.

“What the hell was that?”

“Like you don’t know.” Jerking away from his grip she turned to face him.

“I don’t know Bo, unlike some my life doesn’t revolve around your moods so you’re gonna have
to use your words here if you want me to keep up.”

“You didn’t want Lauren and I to find Dyson and Kenzi and today when she went to get the
information she got mysteriously caught. Coincidence I think not. So who did you go running to
Hale? The usual power players you suck up to aren’t around, did you fall back on family ties?”
He took a step back from her like he was shocked, she didn’t know why everyone knew she
would defend her people from every threat. He should have expected this. After a second he
narrowed his eyes and glared at her, she would not be intimidated so she glared right back.

“Wow, that’s a ballsy accusation coming from you. How often do you go running to Trick, your
grandfather, to save your ass from the big bad world. Pot meet kettle.”

“It’s not the same thing. I go to Trick for information not scheming.” Besides when she had first
met Trick she had no idea they even shared a connection, it wasn’t the same at all and how
dare he imply that it was. She stood on her own two feet!

“You go for both, something I don’t judge you for because the two of you are family and every
family has its own ins and outs. But we’re getting off topic here, what exactly makes you think I
did anything to Lauren.”

“Who else could have, no one but you knew we were planning something.” Plus he was the only
one who would even try to stop them.

“Oh yeah, just me, you, Lauren, and of course Vex who told me, and anyone else within earshot
while you two were planning. Discrete you are not. While I did have a plan to stop the two of you
from doing something bullheaded that would come back on all of us it wasn’t whatever
happened today. I didn’t even know you two were trying today, I thought I had at least another
week before you pulled whatever stunt you were working on.”



“So you didn’t warn them about Lauren going into Lachlan’s office?” She wasn’t sure if she
believed him but he was indignant enough that she was willing to hear him out. The Fae were
good actors but she had learned they were more likely to brag when a plan went their way, so
for him to deny it there was a chance he really hadn’t gone running to the Light.

“Why would she be in Lachlan’s office, he’s not there.” Now he just looked confused like he
really didn’t know why they would want to go there. If he didn’t know what their actual plan was,
what did he think they were planning to do?

“Exactly, Lauren went in while he’s out to try and get whatever contact information he had for
Dyson and Kenzi.” Halfway through her explanation he just started shaking his head like he was
listening to a stubborn child who didn’t know better. It infuriated her that he could make her feel
that way.

“Okay first of all, whenever the Ash isn’t in his office the security system automatically comes
online. The only ones allowed inside alone are his head of security and anyone who bears his
personal mark, not the mark of the Ash, but Lachlan’s personal sigil. If Lauren went into his
office without permission then security would have known before she got through the door.”

“Lauren’s never mentioned some security system and she’s been with the Light for years.” That
couldn’t be right could it? Why didn’t they know about that if it was true?

“Lauren only ever goes to see the Ash when he calls for her, there was never a reason for her to
know about his office security, of which the alert is only the beginning. That office is heavily
fortified just like the official office of the Morrigan. None of that matters though because even if
Lauren hadn’t been caught you still would have failed.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah, Lachlan doesn’t write down any of the contact information for his allies, hell I don’t even
think he writes it down for his acquaintances either, he just memorises them. More secure that
way, at least in his opinion. If anyone wants to know the whereabouts of someone the Ash is in
contact with they have to ask him directly and state their case. He rarely ever tells anyone
anything, but occasionally he’ll part with a phone number or an address.” Hale sounded like he’d
tried to state his case before and failed.

“Who does that?” That was just too strange to think about. How could anyone keep that much
information in their head, especially information that seemed to change every other week. The
Fae were a paranoid bunch and they tended to shuffle around a lot.

“A naga. Naga’s are very territorial and once their loyalty is given they will defend whoever has it
to the death, that’s why in Buddhism they are mostly depicted as door guardians. Lachlan’s
allies give him a way for him to contact them, so he makes sure that information never goes
beyond him without a damn good reason.” It all sounded too complicated, how was she



supposed to get that information now? Lachlan would never willingly hand it over to her, he had
made it perfectly clear lately just what he thought of her and her touch didn’t affect him at all.

“I’m still waiting.” Looking over to Hale she found him standing in front of the door with his arms
crossed over his chest. He looked impatient and annoyed, like she had forgotten something
important.

“Waiting?”

“For my apology, you just slapped me in front of the whole precinct for no good reason.” Oh, she
had plenty of reason, and he knew it.

“Even if you didn’t do this, you were still going to try and stop me, the slap stands.” Pushing past
him she stomped out of the room trying to get her thoughts back on track. Lauren had been
caught breaking the rules again and there had to be something she could do to help her. Maybe
she could appeal to someone else while Lachlan was out, but she didn’t really know many high
ranking Light Fae beyond Trick and Hale and neither of them would help her with this. She
needed a plan and she needed it fast.

“Now that’s just cold.” Hale’s last words drifted behind her and sent a shiver down her spine, he
sounded angry now and she couldn’t think of a time when the Siren had been angry with her
before. He was a fairly easy going guy, but powerful enough to be a bad enemy to have.

Shaking it off she promised herself she would deal with it later, she had bigger problems at the
moment.

xxxxxxxxx

Dyson waited in the cabin, he wanted to draw them in as deep as he could and the cabin was
where his scent mingled with Kenzi’s the most. The sound of his heartbeat and the smell of his
fresh blood would throw them off, none of them would ever think he would willingly give over
protection of an Omega to another. Let alone two men who weren’t wolves themselves, right
now his ability to go against his instincts was the best leverage they had in this fight.

Hearing the heartbeats converge he waited for one to break away and come to him. The leader
would want to come for Kenzi personally, to try and trigger her own instinct for a proper protector
in a violent situation. As the door pushed open he straightened up as best he could, his leg was
still raw from the knife wound and he was having trouble putting much weight on it.

The wolf that stalked in was a ruddy brown with spots of gray peppered across its coat. Its great
maw was pulled back in a silent snarl but it was too busy looking around the small room for
Kenzi to pay him much attention which was his opening. Leaping towards him he called on his
shift before he hit the ground and clamped his jaws down on the other's right front leg. The howl



of pain that came when his teeth met flesh made his inner man grin, it amazed him that they
thought he would make it easy for them just because of a knife to the leg.

He didn’t have long to celebrate before the fight was on. Their large bodies rolled across the
floor each trying to get a better hold on the other. Every time they broke apart they would snarl
and snap at each other from a distance before coming together again. Dyson could feel the
tears and rips against his skin but he ignored them in favor of tasting more of his enemies blood,
he might be getting hurt but so was the other wolf. He knew he couldn’t keep going for much
longer, he had been wounded before they even started and every lunge of the other one was
aimed towards his back legs, the fight would be over soon but he had to give the others as
much time as possible.

When he did finally slump onto his side, his whole body shaking with the effort to breathe, he
allowed his wolf to fade and his human skin to reform around him. It had been a good fight, one
he would have won if it had been done fairly, but it was over now. Watching the other pull
himself back to his own human form he took him in and smiled. He was covered in his own
blood and each breath he took was a wheeze of effort, he was barely standing and each step he
took to search the cabin swayed as he tried to keep his feet under him.

“Where is she?”

“I don’t know. Did you check under the bed?” The man stared at him for a moment, his eyes
darting from him to the bed like he was trying to tell if he was serious. If he did check he would
find nothing, but the sight of him trying to bend down that far in the state he was in would be
worth a laugh or two.

“You sent her away.” It was a statement, not a question. A revelation. He had no answer for him,
he just closed his eyes and waited.

“Alone?” The one word was spat at him, like he was crazy for even thinking to do that. In the
view of a pack wolf he probably was. No pack wolf would ever allow an Omega to leave their
side, and most lone wolves wouldn’t either, to them it would have been too risky. To Dyson it
was the most natural thing in the world. He hadn’t let an Omega leave, he'd given Kenzi her
best chance, that was all there was to it.

Listening to the wolves snarl as they realised what he’d done he felt the darkness coming up to
greet him. He needed to sleep.

He trusted Trick and Lachlan to keep her safe. Besides, if anyone got past the two of them he
trusted Kenzi to keep herself safe. That girl had been taking care of herself long before the Fae
ever came into her life, she was a fighter they wouldn’t expect.

xxxxxxxxx



Trick kept his hand wrapped around his seatbelt in a bid to keep from screaming. Lachlan was
driving like a bat out of hell, trying to put as much distance between them and the cabin as
possible in the limited head start Dyson was able to give them. The only danger was that these
back roads were winding and long, while no one would be able to catch up to them on foot
following behind them if they cut across the wild terrain they could. Kenzi was in the back seat
completely silent, continually looking out the back window with regret in her eyes. He wanted to
comfort her but didn’t know what to say, leaving Dyson had been practical but that didn’t make it
easier.

“He’ll be okay right?”

“Yes. Dyson has survived for over a thousand years, it will take more than this to truly harm
him.” At his words she closed her eyes and fell back against the seat, he couldn’t tell if she was
comforted by his efforts or not. He was just coming up with what to say next when the car
lurched to the side violently slamming them all hard against their restraints. Looking up he could
just make out a line of wolves in the road, they had rushed the car from the side and forced
them into the ditch.

Normally that wouldn’t have worked, Lachlan could have simply swerved around them and kept
going or knowing him gone through them laughing all the way, but this car was not built for that
kind of collision. They had been forced to take the car that Dyson had driven Kenzi to the cabin
in, it was an older jeep that was good for traversing back roads but not as safe to crash in.
When the wolves had rushed them Lachlan had tried to swerve but the wolves themselves had
been reckless and hadn’t backed down driving them across the entire expanse of the road and
into the ditch they were in now.

They couldn’t stay in the jeep; it would give the pack the advantage so he started untangling
himself to step out while Lachlan did the same. Kenzi was looking at the two of them, not
wanting to ask but unsure if her getting out would help or hurt their stance here.

“Kenzi wait here.” If things started to turn against them the extra distance might just help her.

Stepping out to the center of the road a bit in front of the jeep he waited, stand offs like this one
had a formula to them, a tradition and after knowing Dyson for so long he knew the steps by
heart.

“We just want the Omega, it is clear you cannot keep her safe. She will be better off with us.” It
was custom to give the other side a chance to lay down arms and surrender, it was their code of
honor to allow for peace.

“She does not wish to join your pack and under your own laws you can not force her. She has a
protector already and is in no need or another.” Technically even though Dyson was a lone wolf
this pack should have gone to a higher authority to plead their case and take custody of Kenzi
that way. Looking at them though he could see that they were young and most likely only formed



as a pack in the past century or two, they knew they wouldn’t have won so they were trying to
circumvent tradition.

“A lone wolf is no protection.” They would have to agree to disagree on that one, having seen
Dyson in action for many years he knew she could have no better protector.

“He is more than enough for her.”

“So be it.” Rather than an acceptance of fact these words were a signal that he could not be
reasoned with. It was a call to violence.

Trick was a man who prided himself on being able to hold his own in nearly any fight but the
wolves gave him no chance to prove himself. They sped around him and converged on Lachlan,
seeing him as the bigger threat. The Naga ripped into body after body, his teeth dripping wolf
blood as he tried to defend himself against their greater numbers, he at least had the advantage
of having his back to a large oak keeping any of them from ambushing him from behind.

Grabbing a nearby downed tree branch he jumped into the fray to help, his swipes weren’t
numerous since he had to continually dance back out of range before going in for another hit,
but he did his best. To be honest it didn’t seem like Lachlan really needed his help, he was very
much in his element being able to let his primordial side reign. Blood and fur was coating every
nearby surface making all movement slippery and treacherous.

Hearing a commotion behind him he turned to see the pack leader trying to drag Kenzi from her
seat. She was putting up a good resistance kicking at his face and hands trying to break free,
but she didn’t have the room to move enough to really struggle. He had taken a single step
towards them intent on coming to the rescue when her roar rang out, she was furious and ready
to attack.

He rushed forward just as he saw skin begin to give way to fur, she was shifting and her wolf
was just as angry and ready to defend. The pack leader stayed in his human form not wanting
to frighten Kenzi and that was his fatal mistake. White fur blurred as she lunged forward and
went for his throat, he let his belief in the docile nature of all Omega wolves lull him into thinking
she wouldn’t kill him. He was wrong. As she shook her head back and forth her teeth embedded
in his neck he could hear the pop and squish of his throat being torn out. It was a visceral and
unforgettable reminder of just what a wolf truly was, a predator.

Looking back at Lachlan he found the man crouched down against the tree surrounded by dead
wolves trying to catch his breath. The entire pack had perished in this one foolish quest for
something that was never theirs to take.

The fight was over. They had won.



xxxxxxxxx

Kenzi broke off from her entourage to go wait for Dyson in his apartment. She figured that was
the best place for the two of them to meet back up again, she thought about just hanging at the
Dal, but she was bone tired and Dyson had a very comfy bed at his place. Trick had tried to
argue with her about it but Lachlan backed her saying that even if there were more wolves
Dyson’s scent at his apartment would be the best thing to hide her from them.

Walking in she let her eyes drift over everything and her mind drifted back to the last time she
was here. The day that changed everything. She had become something else, something she
had never dreamed possible, and she’d done it all in Dyson’s arms.

She loved Dyson.

She had finally told him, he had finally told her, they had told each other. Facing the idea of
leaving him behind at the cabin had opened her eyes, she didn’t want to live with the regret of
not saying it. She really thought they could be something. She knew that Bo was half in love
with him too, and the good friend thing would be to just let it go, but she was all the way in love
with him and she wanted to give them a shot.

Hearing the door open behind her she tensed, every instinct telling her to turn and fight, but then
his scent hit her nose and she crumbled. She felt his arms come around her before she hit the
floor, but she couldn’t stop crying. She hadn’t realised until that moment just how scared she
was that he wouldn’t be coming back, that he’d been wrong and the wolves would tear him
apart.

Now he was here.

Turning into his embrace she let herself fall apart, knowing he would always catch her.

When she finally managed to regain some control she pulled back and started searching him for
injuries, getting really invasive about it, and basked in his laughter. If he could laugh then he
couldn’t be all that hurt, though she could still smell some fresh blood on him it wasn’t enough
for her to really worry.

“I’m fine Kenzi.”

“Yeah, I know you are. I still want to make sure though.” She couldn’t stop her hands from
roaming over his chest and abdomen feeling for anything that shouldn’t be there.

“I can see that. I can feel it too. Come on Kenzi, let’s go sit down, you look as exhausted as I
feel.”



“Yeah.” Instead of heading towards one of the chairs she went to the bed and laid down instead,
stretching out and inhaling his scent that still lingered on the pillows. Before she drifted off she
felt him stretch out beside her, the heat from his body making her want to snuggle in deeper.

“This works too.” Yeah, it did, it worked for them just fine.

Chapter 9 - Stand in Judgment

Lachlan walked towards his office feeling tired, but the rush of victory coursing through him
would not allow him to rest. Seeing no way around it he went into the compound to get at least
started on the work that had no doubt piled up on his desk while he was away. When he’d first
taken the position of Ash it had been to help prepare the Fae for the fight against his enemy the
Garuda, he had never intended to live beyond that fight and now he was stuck as a politician for
years to come. He could resign from his post but not until after he had made a big enough
splash that he could leave without disgrace, he would never allow the world at large to believe
he was unfit for the job, no matter how much the job annoyed him.

His head of security Ruby was waiting for him as he approached the doors, never a good sign.

“Ruby, has something happened while I was away?” Normally she would say yes then look at
him in smug satisfaction while detailing how she had handled it herself and tell him there was no
need to worry. There was no smugness this time, only exasperation and frustration, so it had to
be an ongoing problem.

Marvelous.



“Yes sir, Doctor Lewis was detained when she was found in your office. She is one of the lower
cells awaiting your judgment.” Annoying, but not enough to ruffle Ruby’s professional feathers.

“Anything else?” They had all known the good doctor would step out of line again in the near
future; it was just a matter of when and how. Coming to his office was a rather tame version of
all the scenarios they had each imagined since she’d been loaned to the Dark.

“Yes sir, the Santiago heir came by once news of her detainment reached him and said he had
some information pertaining to her actions that would be worth hearing. He refused to explain
his information to me so I cannot give you an overview, I apologize.”

“It’s fine, it seems like I’ll need to set a few meetings on the calendar for tomorrow. See to it that
I have adequate security for when I leave the compound.” Even though it rankled to have to
bring a group with him wherever he went he found it was easier to work with his security detail
than against them. While he was used to keeping himself safe he could compromise when he
needed to, as the Ash he had an image to maintain after all.

“Yes sir.”

“Dismissed.” The next day was set to be a long one, so he decided to start with the Siren. The
heir to the Santiago family was known to be a bit of a reformist and a rabble rouser on occasion
but he held respect for the old ways. He would do his best to not waste his time, unlike most.

Tracking him down in the early hours proved to be fairly easy, after finding him at the police
station he was positioned in he allowed the younger man to lead him to a private area and gave
no sign of his authority over him, the last thing they needed was for any of the humans to start
looking too closely.

“Ash.” His tone was respectful, holding only a hint of true defiance. He was of the elite, even if
he was a rebellious member, bowing to the authority of another would grate on him. Most over a
certain power level only ever showed the most basic level of civility and due respect but it was
all he asked of them. He had no need to make them debase themselves by demanding his due,
it would only make a powerful enemy out of a once neutral ally.

“Santiago heir, I hear you have information for me.”

“Yes sir.” Short and to the point, he only wished others were so concise. Now however it was
like pulling teeth to get the man to speak. He was like a spooked animal remaining still to avoid
notice.

“Let’s start with how you managed to hear about the detainment of my wayward doctor when
you do not work out of my compound and have no connection to my security team.” That was
what had rankled Ruby so much, she thought she had a security leak and she couldn’t find it.



“Bo told me. She assumed I had something to do with Doctor Lewis being caught and came
here to vent her anger.” Bo? How would she have known? He thought about it before coming to
the obvious conclusion, people didn’t usually watch their words around the woman either
because of her beauty or since she hadn’t chosen a side yet she was seen as being on the
same side as whoever she was speaking to. He would have to do something about that soon,
but for now he had other problems to deal with.

“Why would she assume that?” Hale was one of the ragtag group that the woman often aligned
herself with. Why would she suspect him, and suspect him first by all accounts.

“Because I had previously tried to talk her and Doctor Lewis out of trying to find Dyson and
Kenzi. Unsuccessfully.” Now he looked down, biting his lower lip in an act of self contrition, he
was ashamed that he had failed. He should be.

“Obviously. So you knew they were planning to break into my office and you took no steps to
warn my security team?” If he had come to them before the act Ruby would have mentioned it, if
she hadn’t detained him as a possible co-conspirator.

“When this whole mess started all I knew about was their end goal, not how they were planning
to go about it. Telling your security then would have wasted everyone's time.”  True, Ruby could
have assigned someone to keep an eye on the woman but once she crossed the lines into any
Dark territory she would lose them. They may have tightened security as a precaution but that
would have only ended the same as it already did, with the capture of doctor Lewis.

“Who told you about that?” In the moment that may have sounded like a good enough excuse to
not come to his people, but they both knew it wasn’t. Even if he only knew that much it was
enough of a reason to go to them. He would have to think of a suitable lesson for the boy later
so this didn’t happen again.

“Vex.” He felt his brows climb at the unexpected answer. He knew that Vex was an on again and
off again ally for many, it was why he’d agreed to allow him the use of his doctor. He hadn’t
however thought him enough of an ally to cross lines for something like this.

“Why did the mesmer come to you?”

“Everyone else was gone, sir. He wanted to stay in our good books but he didn’t want to lose
too much in the exchange so he wanted to talk to someone he thought could give him the best
edge when this all shook out.” Maybe he would let that small lesson in humility be enough of a
lesson for him. To be the choice of last resort for the mesmer would be humbling all on its own.

“What was your plan to stop them, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Since I didn’t know what they were planning, I had Vex keeping an eye on them and listening to
their planning sessions. When we realised they were spinning their wheels we had a few of the



Fae that worked in the bar gossip about you being gone where Lauren could overhear them.
After that we sat back and waited for them to take the obvious bait. We figured that they would
trip the security in the compound no matter how they went about it and I didn’t want to go too
deep into Light Fae business with Vex as my only ally at the time. If they still hadn’t made a
move by the time you came back we would have shifted to plan B and told you everything so
you could handle it how you saw fit.” Since his plan, or at least the one he was admitting to,
involved telling him at some point he was willing to let this lapse go for now. He had done the
best he could while backed into a corner by the succubus, something he was intimately familiar
with himself.

“Very well.” Getting up he walked out without another word. He had a busy day ahead of him
and the Siren no longer served any purpose to it.

He had a mesmer to parlay with.

xxxxxxxxx

Vex was not a stupid man, no one could make it as far up the hierarchy of the dark side doing
stupid things. So when his secretary announced the leader of the Light had come by to have a
bit of a chat he didn’t waste any time at all letting him in. He even tried his hardest to be on his
best behavior, this little meeting had the potential to go very well for him. Games were all well
and good, but there was a time and a place for such things.

“Well, well, well this is a nice little surprise. What brings you by?” He knew that by now the Ash
knew at least a bit of what he and Hale had been up to with the doctor lady, word had already
leaked about her new accommodations. Now it was just a matter of feeling out his mood, was
he happy that they had at least tried to step in or did he feel they had fallen short of the mark.
Either way there wasn’t much he could do to him, he would just have to satisfy himself with the
Siren as whipping boy if that was the way this was spinning.

“I heard you were very helpful during my absence. You kept a very close eye on our
tempestuous doctor.” The opening gambit was friendly, but they always were. You can’t stab
someone in the back until you get them to turn for you.

“Of course I did. Poor little dear thought she was here to spy on me, I had to keep her in my
sights to make sure she didn’t stumble over the wrong threshold.” The last thing any of them
needed was the doc getting eaten or whatnot while in his custody. That would have been
beyond embarrassing.

“Humans can be so very ill informed.”

“That they can.” They both knew it for the surface lie it was. Lauren had likely been told to look
around as much as she could, but a spy that both sides knew was a spy wasn’t really much
good now was it. This had all been a test, now it was time to see who passed and who failed.



“The Santiago heir told me that you and he worked out a bit of a deal with one another in
regards to the good doctor.”

“That we did.” He waited a beat for the Naga to pick up the thread of the conversation but he
simply sat back and kept his silence. “He gave me his word that if I kept a sharp eye on the doc
and her super charged Bo then when it all shook out I would get a bit of a surprise in me
stocking from good old Saint Lachlan.”

Normally he would offer to sit in his lap after a line like that, but now wasn’t the time to push it.
Maybe later.

“Did you have any particular present in mind or did you want me to choose for you?”

“Dealer's choice.” Either way had its highs and its pitfalls, if he named something he risked short
changing himself or driving himself out of the bargain entirely. Best to let the chips just fall where
they would and see where everything was after the fact.

“Very well, come by the Dal at noon tomorrow and we’ll discuss terms.”

“Deal.” Watching that tight ass sway out of his office he sat back and basked in the glory of
being him. Sometimes like could be grand.

xxxxxxxxx

Lauren was waiting in the holding cell, holding herself together with both hands. She was so
scared she couldn’t think straight and that was something that had never happened to her
before. When things went wrong her mind was the one thing she could always rely on but now it
was just blank.

She knew she was in trouble but she didn’t know what was going to happen now, she had never
been this deep down before and no other human she had ever met had ever been given so
many chances before the hammer came down. She was so screwed. She should have listened
to Hale, but she’d been so blinded by Bo and her desperation to find Kenzi and her own desire
to make things right after how she messed things up between the two of them before by running
her mouth. She should have kept her head down and done what she was told!

Hearing the slat in her door slide open she looked up expecting to see Ruby again but was
startled by the masculine face staring at her.

Lachlan!

He was back from wherever he had been and he knew what she had done. She felt her body
begin to shake as tears pooled in her eyes. The last time she’d been relegated down here by



him she’d been able to hold onto her anger enough to keep everything else at bay, this time fear
was ruling her emotions. She felt herself start to slide off the bed and towards the floor without
any real plans to move, she was still trembling as her knees found the hard concrete. Kneeling
facing the door she bowed her head and begged the Ash for mercy, an emotion she knew he
wasn’t moved to often.

“Please let me out.” She couldn’t stay here, it was so isolated and cold she wouldn’t survive
here alone.

“Why would I do that? You’ve broken my rules repeatedly, you are where you belong.”

She had no defense she could make, even blaming Bo wouldn’t help her now. Not only did
everyone already guess at Bo’s involvement, but Bo was unaligned. She was a human of the
Light Fae, she had broken faith with the Ash, she was the one in danger here not Bo.

She wanted to castigate herself for even thinking about giving her lover up in exchange for her
freedom but the cold of the cement had already started to seep through her clothes and deep
into her skin and she couldn’t find it in herself to feel sorry. Bo had been the one to push her to
this point!

“You will stay here until I have the time to deal with you.” The sound of the slat slamming closed
echoed against the walls until she put her hands over her ears to drown it out.

“Please!”

There was no answer.

xxxxxxxxx

Trick was just finishing getting things back where they belonged after his short time away. His
people did love to move things around in the name of efficiency when he was gone. He always
had to move it all back when he returned. Things were the way they were for a reason, and
some traditions were best left alone. This generation needed to understand that, and one day
hopefully they would. Seeing Lachlan march towards him with a frown on his face was enough
to make him pause and try to guess at what could have happened in the less than a day they
had been back to make him so angry.

Bo.

It had to be Bo. He loved his granddaughter but she had a way of getting under the skin of every
Fae she came across. The previous Ash and Evony had been in agreement nearly from the
beginning that she was trouble, and as much as he hated to admit it they weren’t wrong. He
tried to help steer her towards an easier path, but he had made the mistake of trying to control



her mother and he was trying to be more relaxed with her. He wanted Bo to make her own life
choices, but some days it was a hard promise to keep to himself.

“What happened?” They hadn’t been gone long, she couldn’t have done much damage.

“While we were having our little sojourn in the woods the succubus talked her doctor lover into
breaking into my office to try and find the location we sent Dyson and Kenzi to. Apparently she
thinks she should be the one to decide when they return to civilization, or maybe she just
wanted to join them at the cabin. That part wasn’t clear.”

He knew that the consequences for their actions would fall mostly on Lauren as the claimed
human of the two, it wasn’t fair but it was the way things were. Bo would be a trickier mess to fix.
Since she was unaligned technically her attempt to gain access to the Ash’s inner office could
be seen either way, as a breach and thus a punishable offense which would automatically
declare Bo as Dark no matter what she wanted. Or as a simple misunderstanding on her part
having been human raised, where Bo would suffer no lasting consequences beyond the
humiliation of the facts becoming public gossip.

“What have you decided?” If Lachlan sought retribution he would do his best to mitigate the
damage, but he wouldn’t be able to do much and what little he could do he knew wouldn't be
seen as nearly enough in his granddaughter’s eyes.

“Hale and Vex worked against them to what could be claimed to be the best of their ability so
I’ve told the Mesmer to meet me here tomorrow to talk compensation. The doctor has been
locked away until I can give her fate the proper thought, and Bo I am leaving to you.”

“Me?” While he would be pleased to be in charge of her punishment, giving him the necessary
control to help her he knew better than to trust such a kind offer.

“Yes I am calling in that favor you owe me.” Lachlan looked smug as he leaned forward with a
look of near manic glee in his eyes.

“What favor?”

“We were both there, you heard Dyson admit to his feelings just as I did. You lost the bet Trick
and I’m calling in my favor. Deal with Bo.” Now Trick understood his game, he wasn’t handing
over the punishment for this one offense he was putting Bo onto Trick permanently. As long as
Bo committed no capital crime where her execution would need to be ordered he would be the
one in charge of reining her in. A task he wasn’t sure anyone besides Kenzi would have any
success with.

“That’s not-”



“Are you trying to welsh?” The words alone were a slight against his honor, he had never gone
back on his word in his life and he would not start now. He would deal with Bo as requested.

“Never.”

“Good I would hate to lose my good opinion of you over something so trivial.”

“Trivial my foot.” If Bo continued to go against convention and make waves then whatever
punishment she earned would be handed down to him as her new unofficial keeper. He would
then have the option of handing that punishment down to Bo herself or absorbing it himself. This
was not a kindness done to him, but he understood why Lachlan felt he had to do it; he might
have done the same in his place.

“Ta ta for now old friend. I have so much to do being the Ash.”


