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    Prologue 
 
      
 
    Finn 
 
      
 
    I’m young for a vampire, barely half a century. I look closer to twenty-five. As a born vampire, I still age, just much slower. Drake O’Reilly, my father, is nearing his hundred and fiftieth year but looks like he is in his late fifties. He’s been on me about finding someone to mate with, to continue our line, as if we’re some fucked-up royalty. I travel from country to country when I can, but enjoy living in Ireland the most—my homeland.  
 
    Dear old Father needs me in the United States, and I ignore him as much as possible. That is, until he forced his damn sire bond on me, compelling me to fulfill his wishes. As his blood child, I’m bound to him as is my little sister. Her name is the only Irish thing about her—Saoirse, pronounced Sur-sha. She’s barely eighteen, and grew up in New York in a boarding school away from Drake, thankfully. She and I are the last known born vamps, our bloodline will die with us unless we chose to have children. Knowing Drake, he will force her into an ‘arranged’ bonding to someone he wants an alliance with. Saoirse is the only reason I’m even going to his damn mating ball next week.  
 
    As born vampires, we don’t have to hide, we can eat normal food, go in the sun, drink holy water, and consume as much garlic as we dare. Being decapitated and staked in the heart are the only real surefire ways to end us, but who wouldn’t that kill? Saoirse is being brought to Drake for this ball, and I have a feeling our time away from his clutches is ending. He’s a power-drunk asshole who needs to die. Being bound to him, neither Saoirse nor I can kill him, but that doesn’t mean we aren’t both trying to figure out how to end him.  
 
    I don’t know who he convinced to be his mate this time. My mother, another vampire, he killed when I was in my teens when she found her true mate and tried to leave us. I never blamed her, I wanted to run too, but I couldn’t. Saoirse’s mother, also a vampire, he killed after Saoirse was born because he just wanted a daughter to use and control. Nannies, tutors, and teachers raised Saoirse, and I’m grateful she wasn’t close to Drake. She’s a good lass—sweet, kind, and loyal—well, loyal to her friends and me with a forced loyalty to Drake, as do I. 
 
    We have our own minds, but if Drake commands us to do something, we have no choice, it’s the ultimate compulsion. We can compel other non-vampires, but it’s more of a ‘strong suggestion’ that they usually follow. The stronger-minded individuals can fight it if they don’t want to do what they are told. However, that rarely happens.  
 
    True mates can’t compel each other at all. That’s how Drake killed Saoirse’s mother. He compelled her to kill herself, and since she wasn’t a true mate, she followed through with his suggestion. That could’ve only happened if part of her wanted to die already. And being with Drake, I imagine death would be preferable to being with him. Sick bastard loves to torture people, finding their weaknesses, and exploiting them.  
 
    The compulsion he can do with Saoirse and me as he wants is the reason I tried to stay as far from him as possible. I’m all for hurting those who deserve it, and have no problem being a bastard if needed. Being sweet and kind is my sister’s thing. I can tolerate and be semi-polite if need be, but only Saoirse gets my kindness and love. She’s the only person I genuinely care for. I’m a prick to women, but they seem to love it since I’m never without company when I need a release.  
 
    Life has recently become mundane, constantly moving and hiding from Drake. It’s pathetic. I know from certain contacts in my travels he’s up to something big. He has been working on controlling all the supernaturals in the US, getting other supernaturals to follow him. The last I heard, he has a few witches and shifters on his side. If those rumors are true, then I suspect Drake’s soon-to-be mate is part of this plan. I can’t let that happen. If taking out his new mate foils his plans, then I need to make that happen. His rule and life need to end, and I’m going to make sure that happens. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 1 
 
     
 
    Sophia 
 
      
 
    A ball! Drake’s having a damn ball to celebrate our upcoming mating ceremony. I was fine with having to meet his clan vamps and pretend I’m here willingly, but a ball, really? Does he not know this isn’t the 1800s, and I need not be presented to society at a coming-out party? I’m a doctor and shifter, not some socialite princess. The closest I have come to ballroom dancing was at a human friend’s wedding. I somehow don’t think they will consider the chicken dance or electric slide ball worthy.  
 
    Drake’s son and daughter are coming, and I’m sure they are just balls of sunshine if they are anything like their father. On top of the ball tomorrow, I have the wicked witch of Montana bothering me daily—Katrina Everly. Katrina is the bitch princess who’s just loving that she gets to go to the ball tomorrow and meet Finn, Drake’s son. She has blatantly begged. I swear she whined to Drake that he just had to have Finn choose her for his mate. I believe Drake is considering the alliance, so it will tie her witch family to his. Katrina is desperate to align herself with anyone with some semblance of power. Pathetic. 
 
    Regina and Coleen Anderson were here for a short time, but after confronting Katrina about why she killed their sister, they’ve had second thoughts on being ‘friends’ with her. From my understanding, they are still close by somewhere. They were never nice to Riley from what I have heard, so I’m unsure why they are bothered by her death, but maybe they developed a conscience. That would be nice. More likely, they realized that they were expendable, not only to Drake but to Katrina. I swear this girl is just as evil as he is.  
 
    These are my thoughts as I’m enduring the last fitting for my, ahem, ball gown. I’ll admit it’s pretty. It’s emerald green with a square neckline and black corseted waist that pushes up my pretend boobs and falls to the ground in a silk waterfall. I like that it’s not a princess girly-type of gown, but it has a little sexy edge to it. 
 
    It has been so long since I felt pretty or sexy. I’m confident enough in my appearance, but I’ve always been too busy to date seriously or get dressed up often. My birthday is in a few weeks, December 27, then my twin brothers’ birthday is mid-January. Hopefully, I can see them for the holiday and their birthday. Drake has scheduled our mating ceremony to happen in late January, and I doubt Drake cares about holidays or family. 
 
    Aria and I have had a few dream ‘chats,’ so at least I’m kept in the loop. Tristan and Londyn’s wedding plans are on hold, even against my wishes. Aria and her trio of mates are all super in love, and she’s the envy of every girl in town. She tells me the twins have almost come to blows with a couple of tourists and non-pack males who were looking at Aria way too long. They are the overprotective ones of her little harem, while Jonah is laid-back and easygoing. His tactic recently has been to grab and kiss the daylights out of Aria, to show others she’s taken. The twins later said they should’ve thought of that, but, of course, they act first and think later. That poor girl has her hands full with them, but they are all so in love with her, it makes me so happy for them. I hope to find that too, even if it’s with a vampire. 
 
    I have yet to meet anyone I feel anything other than disgust for. All the people here, both vamps and shifters, are all assholes. As much as my wolf and I want to rip everyone’s throat out, we’re biding our time, learning everything we can about the compound. The only problem I have is going outside. I’m not permitted to shift. Katrina’s damn parents put a block on me before they took off, leaving their evil spawn behind. I can’t contact anyone with the pack link, and I can’t shift. At least, they don’t know about Aria’s and my dream talks.  
 
    “You’re done,” the crisp voice of the vampire doing my final adjustments tells me. Evil bitch.  
 
    “Thank you. I’ll take it off and hang it up,” I tell her politely. She doesn’t reply, just grabs her things and leaves in a hurry. Fuck you too, then. 
 
    I hang the dress up and put my more comfortable clothes on. Drake has purchased an entire wardrobe for me. Lots of women would be enthusiastic about getting all new clothes, but not me. I want yoga pants and T-shirts. Shit, give me at least jeans, but no, Drake has fitted dresses and stuffy pantsuits. Who the fuck dresses like this? Lawyers? He told me I need to be equal to his status, and it will show my sophistication. It’s all utter bullshit. 
 
    My parents had money, Tristan raised us with money, and I made my money as the town doctor. I never had to dress like a Stepford wife to show my wealth. Comfort over quality, not whatever this is. Maybe Drake will decide he wants someone else, and I can go home. Right, like he’d just let me go!  
 
    There’s a knock on my door a moment before it’s opened because who would wait for an answer before storming in? That’s right, a person with manners of which Katrina has none.  
 
    “Sophia, Master Drake wants you in the dining room immediately,” she says with her holier-than-thou tone. Master Drake. Please, I’d not call him that no matter what he did to me.  
 
    “Of course,” I respond with all the control I can muster as if I don’t want to bash her face into the stone wall. Stars above, give me patience. 
 
    “Master Finn is coming tomorrow, and he’s going to be my mate.” Katrina keeps on talking. Why she thinks I want to have a conversation with her, I have no idea. Poor guy, he’s the spawn of Drake, and he is getting a bitch for a mate. He must have drowned puppies in a previous life to deserve that combination. 
 
    “Well, isn’t that just delightful, you’ll be my daughter-in-law!” I love pretending to give a fuck, and she knows it too.  
 
    “Whatever,” she says and stomps ahead of me. I smirk, holding in my laugh, barely. I’ll never trust her, and she doesn’t trust me, which is good. Just because I can’t kill her right now doesn’t mean we aren’t BFFs. I know she tells Drake all sorts of shit about me behind my back as if I care. Keeping my spot here is up to him, and no matter what she says, she’s just as disposable as I am. Drake has a plan for her and me. Katrina is catty, only out for herself, and she will use anyone she feels can get her ahead, including Drake. He knows this, but apparently, he approves of this quality. He should mate with her, but even I know he couldn’t stand her for that long.  
 
    I walk into the room with Drake sitting at the head of his elegant table. “Hello, my love, thank you for joining me,” he proclaims happily. I walk over to him and kiss him on his cheek without vomiting. Go me! 
 
    “Hello, dear, how was your day?” I ask him sweetly, not in the sarcastic way I talk to Katrina but in a fake and sincere way if that makes any sense. I’m just trying not to get killed until I can find my mate and get out of here.  
 
    “It was dreary, but now that I’m with you, it’s definitely looking up,” he says wickedly, and I refrain once again from vomiting in my mouth.  
 
    “Master Drake, when will Master Finn be here?” Katrina interrupts as usual. I forgot she was here for a second. I sit next to Drake as he looks over at her and says, “Katrina, stop being so exasperating. You’ll not win Finn’s affections by being so bothersome.” 
 
    Holding back my laugh, I say, “Don’t worry, Katrina, Finn will adore you just as you are.” Bitch knows I’m fucking with her but won’t say anything in front of Drake. 
 
    “Would you excuse us, Katrina? I’d like to enjoy a quiet dinner with my mate-to-be,” Drake says, effectively dismissing her. She turns with a huff and leaves. Fucking toddler. 
 
    “You shouldn’t rile her up, my dear. She may attempt to poison you,” Drake says with a smirk. Yeah, he knows I was pissing her off on purpose. Oops. 
 
    “You wouldn’t let that happen, would you?” I almost bat my eyelashes, but that would’ve been pushing it too far.  
 
    Drake laughs, “Of course not, love, and I know you can take care of yourself. That girl just has it out for you.”  
 
    “Well, she has it out for anyone in her way of getting more power, even you,” I say, being honest for once. 
 
    “Very true. You think her calling me Master is too much?” he asks with a smile. Prick. 
 
    “Just a touch. I hope you don’t expect me ever to call you Master, dear,” I say, smiling and wanting so badly to stab him in the eyeball. 
 
    “Only in the bedroom, but then you’ll be screaming it,” he purrs, and I just swallow my own puke. I can’t and won’t imagine him touching me like that.  
 
    “We shall see. We’re waiting until after our ceremony, correct? You know, I’ve never been with anyone?” I ask demurely. It’s a fucking lie, but I’m hoping to use it to my advantage in holding him off. I’ve been with a couple of guys—one in high school and one in college—both fumbling idiots. They have kept their mouths shut, and no one in our pack knows about those indiscretions, thankfully. My brothers would probably murder them.  
 
    “Yes, love, I promise I’ll be gentle, at least on our first night,” he tells me sweetly. Gag. If I must go to bed with this guy, I will hide razor blades in my vagina. 
 
    “Thank you for being so understanding,” I say, hoping we can get this dinner over with soon. 
 
    Our meal is brought in and placed before us from his bevy of servants. “Enjoy, my sweet.” I eat with gusto. I haven’t been able to shift, and my poor wolf is hungry to hunt, and I’ve neglected her while I’m here, not eating as much as I should. 
 
    “I’m so glad you’re eating more today. Do you need more meat?” He seems genuinely curious, so I decide to push a bit.  
 
    “My wolf is getting anxious and wants out, so it makes me hungrier. Do you think I could go outside and run with one of your guards or even you?” I need to ask, so he can feel that he can trust me.  
 
    “That’s an excellent idea, I’d love to see your wolf. She’s a part of you, and I need to get to know her as well I get to know you!” Well, he’s a little more enthusiastic than I expected. Even if I must shift for him, I can still get a sense of the outside layout and get more intel. 
 
    “Really? You want to see her? When can we go?” I hope I’m not putting too much enthusiasm in my voice. I don’t want him to pick up on my dread, but I need to get outside. 
 
    “How about the day after tomorrow, after the ball? There will be more guards around, and I can ensure your safety better,” he tells me. My safety, yeah, right, more like keeping me from running.  
 
    “Wonderful!” I’m genuinely excited, not to show him my wolf but to get outside. Even if I don’t get a lot of information, I’ll get to run, and I need that desperately. Even if it’s only an imitation of freedom, it’s all I have right now.  
 
    I’m bummed that I have to wait until after the ball, but at least I have something to look forward to. The ball is what I’m most anxious about being in a room with who knows how many vamps and possibly shifters who are plotting to take out my pack. All the while, I must restrain myself from killing anyone and protect myself from anyone wanting to kill me. I will have no backup, no one on my side, but I have to do this. Alone. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 2 
 
      
 
    Finn 
 
      
 
    I arrive at Drake’s castle in the middle of Montana. Who the hell has a castle in a farm state? Only the biggest asshole of the vampire world. It’s still early, and I want to check in with Saoirse before I have to see the fucker who is my father. The second I step into the castle, I feel a strange tug like a warming throb in my chest. Rubbing the area, I’m hoping it fades soon as I don’t need to appear weak in front of Drake. 
 
    I head toward the rooms where Saoirse and I usually stay, the pull getting stronger the closer I get into the bedrooms. Knocking on Saoirse’s door, she quickly opens it and excitedly throws herself at me, catching her in a big hug.  
 
    “Finn! I’m so glad you’re here!” 
 
    “Little sister, you have grown. You look beautiful, lass. How are you fairing?” I ask, looking her over. I don’t think Drake did anything to her, but you never know.  
 
    “Same as always. You still have a bit of your accent, I hear,” she says with a laugh. My Irish bleeds out when I’m drunk, happy, or pissed. I try to tone it down around Drake as much as I’m able. He likes to pretend he’s some fancy English bloke.  
 
    “I be Irish through and through. I be good ‘round Drake, don’t ye worry.” Exaggerating my accent for her, she giggles, which is what I was going for. Clearing my throat, I need to get in character for dear ole’ pa. 
 
    “We get to meet his mate tonight, poor girl. I hear she’s a shifter,” Saoirse says, almost excited. 
 
    “Why do you think he’s going for a different creature?” I wonder out loud. 
 
    “Well, I hear that he wanted a different girl who was a witch and shifter, but she has three bonded mates already, and he wouldn’t be able to break that bond. The girl he has now is unmated. She offered herself as long as he left her pack alone,” she whispers as if dishing juicy gossip. 
 
    “Where do you hear this shite, Saoirse?” I ask with a laugh. It sounds like a goddamn soap opera. I feel that tug again. Dammit.  
 
    “You okay, Finny?” Saoirse asks, catching me rubbing my chest. 
 
    “Aye, I’m fine, lass. You see him yet?” I ask, changing the subject. 
 
    “Yeah, unfortunately. He told me to tell you to see him as soon as you get here, you get to meet his mate before me.” She pouts. I just shake my head and laugh. 
 
    “Yes, I’m so lucky.” I hug her and head toward where I can feel Drake is. It’s like slime against my soul, but the closer I get to him, the harder the tug on my chest is.  
 
    “Finn, my boy!” Drake comes toward me, passing a woman in a green dress, her back to me.  
 
    “Hello, Drake, good to see you,” I answer politely, schooling my accent as I don’t want to argue already. I just can’t call him pa or father. 
 
    “Now, now, no formalities here! Come meet my mate-to-be!” Drake says in a jovial voice as though we’re a doting family. We walk toward the woman in the green dress he is with. She is listening to another woman, and from her posture, she’s not enjoying herself. Join the club. 
 
    “Sophia, meet my son, Finn. Finn, this is my mate-to-be, Sophia.” The woman turns around, and we lock eyes.  
 
    Fuck me! She is gorgeous, and she’s my fucking mate! Her eyes widen slightly, then catching herself, glances at Drake, then back at me and holds out her hand, “Hello, Finn, it’s nice to meet you. I’ve heard wonderful things about you.” I shake her hand as expected, and I feel the connection, and the tug in my chest settles as if our bodies are content to be touching. 
 
    “Nice to meet ye as well, I have heard nothing about ye.” I give her attitude and completely neglect to school my accent. How can he be taking my fecking mate? Does he know? I’m pissed, but I also can’t show any weakness around Drake. 
 
    “Finn, be polite, and speak correctly. Now come meet this lovely lady. This is Katrina Everly, daughter of a powerful witch family here in Montana.” He introduces me to a blonde cheerleader- type who looks at me as if I’m melted dark chocolate, and she’s PMSing. Ugh, please don’t tell me he promised me to this simple female. 
 
    “Master Finn, it’s such an honor to meet you,” Katrina enthuses. He does want me with her, I can tell. Feck, no. 
 
    “Pleasure, I’m sure.” I turn to Drake, avoiding looking at Sophia, my mate. Dammit. I want her, I want to pull her away from him, from this place, and bury myself between her thighs for days.               “I’m going to head to the kitchen for some blood, then to my room. I’ll see you all at the ball this evening.” Not directing my response to anyone in particular, I need to get away before I do something stupid like kiss my girl.  
 
    Turning and walking in the direction I mentioned, wishing I could run, my brain runs through the last few minutes. I need to be away from everyone. I have a fecking mate, my damn father is going to bond with her, and she’s a shifter. Can things be any more messed up?  
 
    Finding the refrigerator with blood, I grab two bags and down them quickly, not even bothering to warm it up. As a born vampire, we don’t need to drink blood as often as made vampires. We can go weeks, even months, without becoming bloody thirsty. I don’t enjoy drinking from others, it’s too intimate. I have never felt the urge to be that close with someone. Except maybe now. 
 
    Hell, I can’t even remember the last time I drank from a vein, possibly as a teen when I was doing everything I could to piss off Drake. Human blood tastes the best, but we can feed from any species. I don’t, but Drake and his followers like to show their dominance by drinking from other supernaturals. Drake will drink from anyone under his control just to show he can, just as his guards will drink from lower-ranking guards. Vampires are all about control and power.  
 
    He better not have drunk from my mate. No one should’ve been able to touch her. Of course, I haven’t been here, so I don’t know what they have done to her.   
 
    I’m so out of control right now, which is something I despise. It took every ounce of restraint not to grab Sophia and run off with her. What did she think about our mate bond? Does she want to be with Drake? Is Saoirse right, and she’s only here to help out her pack? 
 
    Deciding I need to talk to my little sister and find out how much she knows, where she was getting her gossip, and how much was the truth, I head toward the back staircase to go up to the living quarters when I’m stopped by Katrina. How did this bitch find me already? 
 
    “Master Finn, I hoped we could spend time alone. Master Drake would very much approve of a union between us. I’m a powerful witch from the Elemental Coven, and I know I could make you very happy.” This witch is going to be a pain. Even if Sophia isn’t my mate, I wouldn’t touch this power-hungry whore.  
 
    “Listen, Katrina, is it?” Her eyes widen as if pleased I remembered her name, but it’s only because I have been raised to ensure not to forget anything I’m told. 
 
    “I don’t know what Drake told ye, but I don’t want nor need a mate.” Except for Sophia. “Ye don’t interest me in the slightest, not even as a passing distraction or a blood donor. Yer a child. Go be Drake’s plaything, ye will never be mine.” With that, I walk past her and head toward Saoirse’s room.  
 
    I get there just as she comes out. “Have you come to fetch me?” she asks, confused why I’d meet her here.  
 
    “No, I need to know what ye know about Drake’s mate-to-be. Is all that ye said true?” I demand quietly. I don’t want anyone to hear, but I know we have little time before Drake summons us. 
 
    “Are you okay, Finny? What happened?” Saoirse asks, concerned. I’m losing any semblance of control.  
 
    “Saoirse, please tell me quickly,” I urge her. I don’t have time for her concern.  
 
    “Okay, Finny, okay. I have a source that Drake is unaware of, a shifter. I’ve spoken to him a couple of times over the past couple of weeks. He’s in the Hidden Park Pack, his name is James. He is close to the Alpha and the family. He seems to be a good guy. During a fight Drake started with Hidden Park, Sophia traded herself to Drake. Her friend, Aria, the witch shifter hybrid, was supposed to be the one given to Drake by an arrangement previously made by Aria’s sire, Damien. Anyway, Sophia promised to come and agree to anything Drake asked as long as he promised not to go to war with Hidden Park or the Elemental Coven.” Saoirse rushes through the explanation.  
 
    “Elemental Coven, that Katrina witch is part of that coven? Are they working with Drake?” I ask, confused. Who is on whose side? Who can be trusted? 
 
    “She was from there, but only her parents and a couple of others sided with Drake when the boy she wanted rejected her for his true mate, which was Aria. It was an enormous scandal, apparently. Aria has three mates… one witch and two shifters,” she tells me with a laugh. All of this is a mess. 
 
    “Saoirse, I need to tell you something, but you can’t let Drake find out.” I need to tell someone about my mate tie with Sophia, and she can help me figure things out. 
 
    “You can’t tell me, then, Finn. You know he can trick us to talk about each other. Keep it to yourself if you want it safe,” she urges me. We’re out of time and need to head to the ball. 
 
    “Yer right, shite. Come on, we had better head down before he gets impatient.” We both turn and head down to the party. I need to stay away from Sophia because either I’m going to steal her away or be the arsehole I usually am, and I don’t want Drake to find out about our connection as he’d no doubt use it against her or myself. Hopefully, Drake doesn’t have any control over her, and she will keep things secret. 
 
    The ball is in full swing when we get there, immediately spotting Drake and Sophia holding court as he introduces her to our clan. I study Sophia since they are both distracted. I can tell she’s not comfortable, but to any other observers looking at her, you would think she’s enjoying the party and happy being Drake’s mate-to-be.  
 
    Being in the same room with her, all I see and feel is her. Jealousy burns through me as I see Drake with his arm around her. I force myself to turn away and keep my attention on my little sister. Deciding I’ll dance with Saoirse and keep my thoughts on her instead of where they want to stray to—Sophia. I’m too confused about how I am feeling. Emotions aren’t something I am accustomed to having. 
 
    “You better stop looking at Drake’s mate-to-be, Finny. He won’t think too kindly on that,” Saoirse whispers. So much for keeping my thoughts off of her. I’m going to get her and I both in trouble. 
 
    “That’s the secret, you like her?” Saoirse asks me, and I just shake my head. I won’t answer her, unable to give her too much information, or Drake will use her against me. “James told me she’s a genius doctor, everyone in their pack loves her, never dates, always works, and keeps to herself only socializing with her family she’s fiercely loyal to. I know she can help us take Drake out.” As much as it shouldn’t, that makes me feel better. 
 
    About to tell her so, we’re interrupted by the man himself. “Finn, Saoirse, come,” he commands. We don’t argue, following along as the trained ducks we are.  
 
    “My love, you haven’t met my daughter, Saoirse. Saoirse, meet my mate-to-be, Sophia,” he introduces them with a flourish, and they say women are drama, he can put any woman to shame.  
 
    “Sophia, wonderful to meet you. I don’t mean to be rude, but you look so young!” Saoirse has a knack for insulting Drake, but in a way that seems innocent. It’s brilliant. 
 
    Sophia laughs, and it hits me in my solar plexus. She has the most beautiful laugh as if she weren’t already perfect. 
 
    “I’m twenty-two, you’re young as well, even for a vampire if I remember correctly?” she asks honestly, curious and not trying to offend. 
 
    “Yes, I just turned eighteen, I graduate this year. I attend a boarding school in New York,” Saoirse responds, sounding interested in talking to Sophia.  
 
    “My sister-in-law is graduating this year, too. Well, she isn’t my sister-in-law yet, but I’m sure it’s only a matter of time. Her mates love her so much.” I can tell how much those people mean to her, and I believe so can Drake. 
 
    “Well, we may be able to invite them to our mating ceremony as long as they can be peaceful, of course,” Drake throws out as if they are the violent ones. He’s the one who would incite a war, not the shifters or even the witches. Same arsehole as usual. I see anger flash across Sophia’s face before she quickly schools her features. 
 
    “Yes, we know how peaceful ye are, Drake, ye would never start something with others.” I can’t help the sarcastic comment that falls out of my mouth, and I know it will piss Drake off.  
 
    “Saoirse, take Sophia to get a refreshment. I need to speak to Finn.” Drake’s politeness is coating the anger I see radiating from him. Saoirse gives me an apologetic look before taking Sophia away, the latter looks between Drake and me, concern marring her beautiful face. I keep my features blank as I pretend I’m not worried. 
 
    “You seem a little too interested in my new mate-to-be, Finn. She’s stunning, is she not?” Drake asks, trying to bait me. I won’t fall for it. 
 
    “She seems okay for a shifter. Is she here under false pretenses?” I can play the game just as well as he can.  
 
    “Here, I thought you didn’t like me, son?” Drake says proudly. I’m may be getting better at my acting. 
 
    “We may not always get along, Drake, but this clan is still family, and we need to be careful of outsiders. I’m also not sure you should trust that witch, Katrina,” I tell him, hoping he will get rid of her. 
 
    “Son, I don’t trust anyone, especially witches, and I definitely don’t trust Sophia. She’s only here because she wanted to save her friend and pack, but in the end, it only serves my purpose.” He smiles diabolically. 
 
    “What’s your purpose, control of this area?” I know he wants to rule over all the sups he can.  
 
    “This area? Finn, that’s too small. The world. You’re going to help me.” His smile tells me all I want to know. 
 
    “Perhaps you should try to get close to Sophia to find out all you can, then we can have her killed. One less traitor among us,” Drake says this as if he told me to get him a drink.  
 
    “I will not influence your mind just yet. However, if you can pull it off, and I can kill her before I have to mate with her, I’ll release you and Saoirse from the sire-control bond. You can create your own little clan or live among humans, do whatever and whoever you wish. I will never call on you again. Complete freedom from me.” I don’t want to believe him. However, a part of me feels he’s being honest, but it’s always a game with him. He’d rather kill Saoirse and me than free us. I’m sure he’s playing both sides. As of now, he doesn’t know Sophia is my mate. I can’t and sure as hell won’t kill her. All of us will be free, one way or another, even if it means ending him. 
“Consider it done.”  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 3 
 
      
 
    Sophia 
 
      
 
    “You aren’t what I expected as a mate for Drake,” Saoirse tells me with a smile. For being Drake’s daughter, she’s much more likable than I expected. I didn’t expect his son to be my mate either, so there’s that. I know he felt the connection. However, he has pretended it doesn’t exist. Part of me understands he can’t act on our bond in front of Drake, but there’s also a part that wonders if he will reject me. I came here hoping I’d find my mate, help Hidden Park with intel so they can attack and be free from Drake. I have yet to find any useful information. My mate is possibly not interested in me, and I’m no closer to getting free from Drake than when I first got here. Frustrating. 
 
    “You aren’t what I expected as Drake’s daughter either. However, your brother… I can see the connection. Both are assholes.” I probably shouldn’t be so honest with Saoirse, but I feel surprisingly comfortable with her.  
 
    “Finny has Drake’s stubbornness and complete lack of manners, but that’s where the similarities end.” This both surprises me and doesn’t. At first introduction, Finn didn’t seem enthusiastic to be here, and I assumed it was because he didn’t approve of Drake having a shifter mate. He didn’t seem at all bothered that I was his mate and was soon to be bound to his father. 
 
    “Can I be honest with you, Miss Sophia?” Saoirse pulls me from my thoughts.  
 
    “Sure.” At least one of us can be. 
 
    “Finn and I dislike our father as much as I assume you do. He controls us. In most ways, we’re prisoners just as much as many of the clan vampires are. As our blood sire, we have to obey him. We may live away from him and try to lead separate lives, but if he commands us, we can’t say no. From what I understand, you have a witch’s spell on you, blocking you from being able to contact your pack or shift. Is this correct?” Her brief speech has me at a loss. I’m not even sure how to respond. 
 
    “Uh... yeah, but Drake said that I could go outside tomorrow to shift and run.” I almost forgot about the spell. Will Katrina have to undo the spell so I can shift? Will she be able to? I just grabbed onto the idea that I’d get some semblance of freedom. 
 
    “He may come up with an excuse, so it won’t happen. He likes to pretend to care, then takes away the one thing you want to have, just to be cruel. I know you already don’t trust anyone here, keep it that way. Even with Finn and me, be careful. We may not want to betray your trust, but sometimes we have no choice. I’ll try as much as I can to get you information as long as I can keep it from getting back to Drake. If you have an opportunity to kill him, take it. Decapitate him. The clan will put up a fight after he’s killed, but they will be unsure of themselves without a leader. Drake and Finn are coming back. Be strong, Sophia.” Reeling from what she just revealed, I’m more confident that even if I don’t get my mate, at least I can help my pack kill Drake. 
 
    “Ladies, so sorry for keeping you waiting!” Drake announces as if I was pining after him. Please. 
 
    “Saoirse, would you honor me with a dance?” He takes her hand without Saoirse even agreeing, but how can she refuse him? 
 
    “Sophia, I’d very much enjoy a dance with you next.” Drake gives me the creepiest smile, but all I do is smile and nod. He turns away, leading Saoirse to the dance floor, and I’m left alone with Finn. What the hell do I say? 
 
    “I heard you’re here as a replacement for Drake’s original mate.” It should be formed as a question, but Finn’s tone is as if he’s simply stating a fact. I answer him, anyway. 
 
    “Yes, I don’t have a mate. Therefore, I had no one to leave behind. My friend, Aria, just got her mates, and they wouldn’t have let her go.” I observe him, waiting to see if there are any emotions about my stating that I don’t have a mate, but nothing shows in his expression. He just looks bored. 
 
    “So, you’re just here for more power, then?” I see this is what my supposed mate thinks of me. Apparently, Saoirse is very much wrong in her assessment of her brother. He’s just as much of an asshole as his father. 
 
    “I’m here because it was what I could do to help my pack. I never wanted nor needed power. I am very aware this is a death sentence, but don’t assume you know anything about me. Excuse me.” I have no more patience for this asshole. How did I get so unlucky that this is what fate decided was best for me? I turn away quickly, unwilling to have to deal with him along with Drake as much as I have to. 
 
    “Sophia, perfect, you’re coming for our dance, yes?” Oh, fuck me, from one asshole to the next. 
 
    “Of course, dear,” I say with as much politeness as I can muster. 
 
    “Are you having a pleasant evening, love?” Why can’t I rip his throat out yet? This game we’re both playing is tiresome. 
 
    “Yes, it’s been lovely. I’m getting tired, though. Would it be okay for me to leave soon?” I hope my voice is as pathetic as I am trying to make it. Not that Drake will feel bad for me, but maybe he will let me go. I’m hoping Aria comes to my dream tonight. I need a friend badly. 
 
    “Absolutely, let me have Finn escort you to your room.” Really, I can’t escape the assholes? 
 
    “There’s no need. It looks as if Katrina has him thoroughly entertained, and I wouldn’t want to spoil his evening.” I notice that Katrina is wrapped around Finn on the dance floor. Serves him right. My mate is an asshole, and I hope she tortures the shit out of him. 
 
    “My dear, you’re positively wicked,” he says with a laugh. I have attempted to hide my dislike for Katrina, but my sweet sarcasm isn’t fooling anyone. 
 
    “I’ll take her up, Father,” Saoirse announces. I didn’t even see her, but I’d much rather have her company than Finn’s or Drake’s. 
 
    “Thank you, dear! I’m so glad you’re here,” Drake gushes at his daughter. From what Saoirse mentioned earlier, he likes to have his children in his control, so I’m sure the enthusiasm is genuine, but it’s more for nefarious reasons I’m sure than just the pleasure of her company.  
 
    “I’m definitely looking forward to my time here!” she tells him with equal fervor. “Let’s head up, Sophia!” She pulls me out of the ballroom with a wave to Drake. 
 
    “I’m so glad I had a reason to leave as well, I hate being around all his cronies. That witch, please tell me she’s not your friend. She is awful.” Saoirse is my favorite person here so far.  
 
    “No, she was awful to my pack and her coven. In Katrina’s mind, she has herself mated to your brother already. She hurt my brothers and my friend, Aria. The second I can, I’ll end her. I know Drake has some purpose for her, but I’m not sure what yet. Other than her magic, she’s utterly useless.” Hopefully, telling her this will not hurt me later, but I haven’t hidden my dislike for Katrina.  
 
    “For what it’s worth, I’m sorry you have to be here. I’m partially glad, though, as it’s nice to have someone worthwhile around besides my brother. Even he can be difficult to be around sometimes. He has too much anger.” I feel her pain. Tristan could’ve ended up like that. He could have harbored anger and resentment for all the bad that has happened and having to take care of us and lead our pack. Luckily for us, he never did, and he has Londyn now. 
 
    “I’d do anything for my family. Whatever happens to me, I know they’ll be okay.” I’m resolved that this will not end happily for me, but I’ll take some of these vamps with me. 
 
    “You think you could ever be happy with Drake if you had to go through with the ceremony?” She looks at me with worry etched on her face, and it makes me smile. 
 
    “Either he will kill me, or I will kill him. There’s no other likely outcome.” Wishing things could be different won’t change the facts. “It was great meeting you, Saoirse. I hope you’re staying for a few days, so we can keep each other sane.” I turn and go to my room.  
 
    I’m ready to get out of this dress and get some sleep, and hopefully, dream walk with Aria if she can. I hate to feel sorry for myself, but I’m already lonely here. I don’t have my work or family to keep me busy. I need some positive reinforcements.  
 
    I wash my face and brush out my hair, debating whether to sleep naked or wear one of the silk nightgowns Drake has gotten for me. They are pretty but not that comfortable to sleep in. Someone knocks on my door, and I throw on a silk robe that goes with one nightdress. Maybe I’ll just sleep in this. 
 
    Tying it tight so nothing shows, I head to the door and open it, shocked to find Finn standing there. What the hell does he want? I just want to sleep. 
 
    “Do you need something?” He’s just staring at me, not saying a word, but I’m too exhausted to deal with him. When he doesn’t answer, I move back to close the door on him. 
 
    “Wait, sorry. I was hoping we could talk?” Gone is the self-assured asshole. This Finn seems nervous. 
 
    “There is nothing for us to talk about.” I won’t make this easy for him. He has been nothing but a jerk the instant I met him. I have no clue where his loyalties lay, and I’ll not be a plaything to anyone.  
 
    “Ye know what we are, don’t ye?” His accent is strong, and the confusion almost makes me laugh. He wants to talk about us being mates, really? Now? 
 
    “Finn, I’m tired. You’re an asshole and unfortunately my mate. Honestly, you’re better off with someone like Katrina. I have no use for self-absorbed dicks with daddy issues. Good night.” I turn and close the door in his face, but not before I take in the utter shock of his expression. I should feel bad, but I really can’t right now. I must figure out how to kill Drake and get back home to my family. 
 
    I quickly fall asleep thinking of home and my family. I miss my jerk brothers, their mates, my patients, and my pack. I’ve only been here a short time, but today has me feeling as if it has been months. Thankfully, Aria shows up shortly after I’m asleep. 
 
    “Sophia, I’ve been waiting!” She throws her arms around me, and I squeeze her tightly. I need this connection so much right now. I need to remember what I’m here for. 
 
    “Aria, you don’t even know how happy I am to see you.” I never want to let her go.  
 
    “Sophia?” I hear Londyn’s voice… what? I look up shocked to see Londyn looking around confused, and I rush to hug her. 
 
    “It worked!” Aria says proudly. 
 
    “You got her pulled in, too! You’re getting awesome at this!” I smile at Aria. I needed this in the worst way. 
 
    “You, guys, I’m confused. Is this a dream?” Londyn looks at both of us, then around the room. 
 
    “Okay, catch up. We’re dream walking. I pulled you in, so we can have girl-time together. I had a feeling that Sophia needed both of us today,” Aria explains quickly. “We never know how long we have, especially if one of our mates gets frisky in their sleep, so Sophia, talk now. What’s going on?” Aria looks at me. Londyn still looks confused but stays silent. 
 
    “I’m frustrated. I am not learning anything new. Drake is giving me the heebie-jeebies lately. His son and daughter are now here with the rest of his damn clan for a ball. That’s over with now, so hopefully, most will leave tomorrow. They are both bound to him, so they must obey him, and to kill him, I need to decapitate him. Oh, and his son, Finn, is my mate and a complete asshat. His daughter, Saoirse, is actually nice.” I finish my quick summary, both slack-jawed and wide-eyed. 
 
    “Holy shit. No wonder I felt you needed us,” Aria says sadly. I think Londyn is still adjusting. 
 
    “Wait, this is real?” Londyn says. Poor girl needs a minute. 
 
    “Lon, I’ll explain better when we wake up. Yes, it’s real,” Aria answers. 
 
    “Tell me about what’s going on at home, I need some good news.” I want to hear about anything that’s going on outside of here. 
 
    “I don’t know if it’s good news, but Dillan has a mate and is as happy about it as you are with yours. There’s some drama there!” Aria says with a laugh. 
 
    “Oh, no, Dillan doesn’t like his mate? Why, is it a witch? Vamp?” Dillan is such a sweetheart. He has had a rough life, and I hate that he isn’t getting his happily ever after. 
 
    “It’s a shifter in our pack, James, one of Tristan’s guards, and someone Dillan’s dad treated more like a son than Dillan. He was also Dillan’s first kiss like four years back, then something happened. James made it seem like he was grossed out by Dill and was relentless with other boys making fun of him being gay,” Aria says sadly. “I want him to be happy, but he’s hurting so much. James, I don’t know what he’s thinking. I know he’s tried to talk to Dillan a couple of times, but Dillan wants nothing to do with him.”  
 
    “Poor Dillan. James is actually a good guy. He has always been quiet, and he’s a great guard. Loyal. I’m guessing he is feeling like shit for how he acted years ago. He’s around the twins’ age, right?” I hate that Dillan is struggling. He came to me often when he didn’t want the kids his age to know anything about him since I’m only a few years older. We’re friends. Not as close as he and Riley were, but still close. We have a bond from all the times I helped fix him when his dad beat him. 
 
    “Wait, James Reid?” Londyn asks. At least now, she’s grasping being here. 
 
    “Yes, he’s the only James I know who’s in the Guard. Why?” I tell them, confused now. 
 
    “He said he has been in contact with a vampire. He told Tristan they knew where you are. They were meeting the other day, but we needed to know a time that most of the coven will be there, so we could coordinate. I know that’s totally off topic, but my brain is still catching up being here. Lately, James is working closely with the twins on patrol and meeting with the witches. Are there any witches there?” She turns toward me at the last question. 
 
    “Only Katrina Everly. Her parents were here, but I don’t know where they are now. The Anderson sisters were here but disappeared, not sure if they left or were disposed of. I think they realized they were in way over their heads and may feel a tiny bit bad about Riley.” I look over at Aria, who’s glaring at me.  
 
    “I’m not sticking up for any of them, and I’ll gladly take them out if they aren’t dead. They should be your kills, though. They hurt you the most,” I tell her honestly. They need to be taken care of, and it should be Aria who does it after all they did to her and my brothers. 
 
    “I will so don’t touch them until we can come to fight.” She practically growls at me. I just smile. This girl is dangerous when she’s mad. 
 
    “How is everything going on a personal level with you and Tristan, and you and your boys?” I ask them both.   
 
    “Great,” Londyn says, smiling shyly. She’s hiding something. 
 
    “Great? You know you can’t hide shit from me. I feel it when I’m around you. Spill, Londyn,” Aria says with a laugh. 
 
    “Spill what? Londyn, what are you hiding?” I’m curious as hell. 
 
    “You can’t tell anyone, I haven’t even told Tristan yet, and he’s going to freak.” Something she hasn’t told Tristan. That’s a big secret. 
 
    “Oh my gosh, are you pregnant?” I blurt out. 
 
    “You guys can’t tell anyone,” Londyn whines. 
 
    “Okay, first who the hell am I going to tell, and second, why don’t you want anyone knowing?” I might tell Saoirse, but then Drake would probably use it somehow. 
 
    “Really, Soph, you don’t know why she wants it to be kept a secret?” Aria says with a laugh. “Tristan is already overprotective of her, and we’re in a war with Drake along who knows who else. He will literally lock her in a cage.”  
 
    “Exactly! I love that man, but he will freak out. There’s too much going on right now. I hate not telling him, but he doesn’t need that distraction,” Londyn says sadly. We need this war over with. They all deserve peace.  
 
    “The mating ceremony. Maybe I can get Drake to move it up. That would be the best time to attack. I’m sure he knows it as well. He’s a sneaky bastard, and I can’t find out who all he is working with because he doesn’t trust me, with good reason.” He shouldn’t trust me. I plan to kill him. 
 
    “Tristan is going to be so excited when he finds out. He loves you so much, Lon,” I tell her honestly, squeezing her hand.  
 
    “I’m so happy for you guys. I wish we could all be together and leave this bullshit behind us. There has been one bad thing after another. Tristan is so stressed out. He’s worried about you, Sophia, and he’s frantic about me. I think, Aria, with your guys, he isn’t as worried about you. But he doesn’t get a break. He has so much pressure on him. He’s starting to question everyone’s loyalties,” Londyn admits sadly. 
 
    My poor brother. He has always assumed the pack was strong and loyal to him and our family. With betrayal coming at him from every direction, it’s no wonder he’s stressed.  
 
    “He needs you by his side more than ever, Londyn. You and the boys, too, Aria. He needs family support more than ever. I think he’s right to be wary of everyone. You guys are the only ones he can fully trust,” I tell them both. 
 
    “The guys and I have been talking about that. As much as they want to be with me all the time, I told them he needs them. Cole and Xav have been trying to work more with him and the guards. Everyone is on alert. I’ve been with Jonah’s coven a lot, working on my magic so I can be better than that cunt, Katrina, and her family,” Aria spits the last part out. 
 
    “Easy, girl! You’ll get her.” I laugh at the venom in her voice. 
 
    “I know, I’m still just so pissed off at those girls. The Anderson sisters better be dead, or I’ll hunt them down.” Aria relaxes a bit. 
 
    “Give your mate a chance, Sophia,” Londyn says out of the blue. 
 
    “What?” Confused by the change of direction in our conversation.  
 
    “He has to be careful just as much as you do. Drake will have spies and guards in his home. Your mate will not be open with you, just as you won’t be open with him. There are too many people watching. Remember that before you dismiss him.” I look down at the floor, thinking Londyn’s words through. I may have been bitchy to him for no reason.  
 
    “Thanks. I needed to hear that. I think part of me was feeling sorry for myself. I feel alone, and I miss home so much. But you’re right, I may have been a little unfair to him. I hope we can work it out, though. That mate connection is no joke, and he’s so freaking hot.” I grin, thinking of Finn in a more positive light. 
 
    “I saw his back in that vision. What does he look like?” Aria asks eagerly. 
 
    “He’s tall, about six-foot-something, not bulky like my brothers but a lean, tight build. Brown hair, it’s like a mix of light and dark browns that reminds me of fall leaves, and he has the most unbelievably gorgeous eyes. They are a bright Caribbean blue with swirls of sea green. I swear one look, and I was a puddle.” I can picture Finn in all his sexiness. Now I wish I wasn’t such a bitch to him. He doesn’t deserve it. 
 
    “I think we should let you go so you can dream about your man, you’re practically drooling!” Aria pulls me from my musings. 
 
    “Shut up.” I laugh. I probably was close to drooling. 
 
    “Thank you for being here. Give my love to my bone-head brothers. Tell Tristan not to worry about me. I’m good. I’ll work on getting the mating moved up as soon as possible. Five more weeks is far too long to be in Drake’s presence.” I hug them both as we say our goodbyes. 
 
    “Things will work out for all of us. I wish I had that vision, but I can feel things will be okay,” Aria says as she squeezes me hard. 
 
    “I’ll do all I can to ease Tristan’s stress,” Londyn says with her parting hug. 
 
    “Well, you’re already pregnant, so we know you have been working hard at easing him,” I tell her with a laugh.  
 
    “Oh my gosh, shut up.” Londyn laughs. 
 
    “Congratulations. You and Tristan are going to be awesome parents. I can’t wait to be an aunt,” I tell her honestly.  
 
    With a wave, they both disappear, and I’m back in my room alone. Aria is right, I can feel it too. Things will work out one way or another.  
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 4 
 
      
 
    Finn 
 
      
 
    I’m in a small area of the kitchen pacing, confused, and angry. I open a bottle of Jameson and take a long pull, not bothering with a glass. Drake never has shite I like to drink, so I’m glad I brought this with me. She called me an arsehole with daddy issues and closed the door in my face! It may be true, but I can believe she didn’t even give me a chance to talk to her. She knows we’re mates, she mentioned it casually as if it didn’t matter. It matters to me more than I realize. I’m so confused. I have to get close to her, but not for the reasons Drake wants me to. I am supposed to kill her. Yeah, that’s not happening. She’s made for me and me for her. We’re supposed to be enemies because Drake wants more power. He’s the leader of all the vampire clans in the US, but it isn’t enough. He even still holds some power in Ireland even though he hasn’t been there in decades.  
 
    I have to hide from the leach that is Katrina. I swear that girl is part octopus, and she doesn’t take a hint.  
 
    “Why are you hiding, dear brother?” I have been located. Damn.  
 
    “Just enjoying a drink in peace, little lass. Don’t go assuming things.” I wish I could talk to someone, anyone, about what’s going on. I don’t have friends. I have Drake’s minions and casual acquaintance, and I have Saoirse, but we limit even our closeness because of Drake.  
 
    “You’re hiding. I took Sophia to her room and saw you go there shortly after. What happened?” If she saw me, then others may have as well. I guess it’s good she slammed the door in my face. 
 
    “She slammed the door in my face after telling me I was an arsehole with daddy issues.” I leave out that she’s my mate as I don’t need Drake getting hold of that information. 
 
    “Well, she pegged you spot on. I really like her.” Yes, that’s the problem, I like her too. She has spirit, she’s here for her family, not herself, and let’s not forget she is utterly beautiful.  
 
    “Saoirse, how do ye think ye would feel if Drake died?” Once he’s dead, I can be with my girl. My sister would be free, and I don’t think she will care if Drake’s dead, but I often wonder if she cares about him. 
 
    “Finn, we both know how each other will feel. I thought that was our goal in life, to end his?” Well, it always has been, but neither Saoirse nor I can kill him. Our binding won’t allow it, but someone else can like Sophia’s pack. 
 
    “Finn, you’re so late to the party. It’s sad.”  
 
    “What the hell are you talking about?” I don’t care about the ball. 
 
    “Finn. It’s already in the workings, her family will come for her.” I take a minute to understand what she’s getting at without her saying it out loud. Sophia’s pack will plan to attack, and they will choose the same day that Drake chose—the mating ceremony. Saoirse and I both will have to play each side, and she’s already working on her plans. She is right, I’m late. 
 
    “Do you…” She gives me a look that says not to talk about it. We can’t, there are ears are everywhere in the damn castle.  
 
    “How are you so clueless? Good night, brother!” She turns, waves at me over her head, and strolls off as if we weren’t just talking about taking out our father.  
 
    I want Drake dead, and I want Saoirse’s and my freedom. I also want, no need, Sophia. Not just because she’s my mate but because of who I can become with her. She deserves so much better than the person I have been, I know that. Sophia was given to me by the universe, matched to me, she’s already fucking perfect. I’m gifted with her to me to make me a better person, to make me happy, and to have a purpose and a family. A proper family, not the bullshit family Drake calls our clan. He’s all about power and not taking care of his people.  
 
      
 
    ********* 
 
    The next morning, I was up early, determined to find time to talk to Sophia alone. I need her to know that I’m not the prick with issues that I came across as. I need to work on getting to know her, not for Drake’s purposes, but mine. Our mate-bond.  
 
    “Finn, you’re up early. Perfect!” Shit, Drake is already up. I was hoping to avoid him. I want to ignore him as much as possible.  
 
    “I promised Sophia a day outside today, so she can shift and run. You should take her out with Katrina. She will have to keep her communication block up, I can’t have her contacting her pack.” Drake smirks at me as he says this. No, he can’t have her off her leash because, like any sane person, she’d run as soon as she was able. 
 
    “Why would I take her out?” I need him to think I have no interest in her, not that I’m excited to see her wolf and spend time with her. Unfortunately, I don’t miss that Katrina will be there so that isn’t the alone time I was hoping for. 
 
    “I have other matters to attend to. I want to ensure my mate-to-be is happy. Both ladies should be down shortly.” He saunters off without another word. I hope that his ‘matters’ take him all day.  
 
    A few minutes pass before Sophia comes into the kitchen where I’m waiting. She halts when she notices me. Our eyes lock for a moment as I’m drawn in by our bond and move to get closer to her. Unfortunately, Katrina interrupts. 
 
    “Master Finn! How wonderful to see you. I enjoyed our time together last night” She runs her hand down my arm, smiling seductively at me, suggesting something transpired between us. 
 
    “Ye mean last night when I repeatedly told ye to leave me alone? Or perhaps when I had to retire early to avoid your incessant presence. Ye don’t take a hint, do ye?” I don’t both to correct my accent. Her face is a mask of hurt and anger as if she isn’t used to rejection. I caught the small smirk Sophia had on her face, and that alone made my morning. 
 
    “You can’t talk to me like that, we’re to be mated.” This girl needs to have her head examined. 
 
    “Drake is not me, I’d never agree to mate with the likes of ye. Now, Drake wants ye to remove the block that’s on Sophia, so she can shift and run outside for a while.” I stare her down, so she knows I’m serious. I don’t know why she has it stuck in her head that I’m going to mate with her. No one can be that pathetic. 
 
    “Well, I want to speak with Master Drake first.” She crosses her arms and turns her nose up acting like the petulant child she is. 
 
    “By all means, go find him. When he discovers ye didn’t do as he has commanded, ye can deal with those consequences.” Smiling, I turn to Sophia. “I’ll take ye outside, whether the child takes yer block off or not. Ye need some time out of this dreary castle.”  
 
    Putting my hand out palm up, I hope she will take it. When she places her hand in mine, I feel our connection. I rub my thumb over the top of her hand, then tuck her hand in the crook of my arm, then place my hand over hers to hold her to me. I can feel her body heat along my left side as she walks next to me. Absently, I keep rubbing my thumb on her hand. It’s soothing me to feel this simple touch, only hoping it’s doing the same to her. 
 
    “Have ye seen the gardens or any of the areas outside the castle?” I ask, wondering how much of a prisoner she has been. 
 
    “No, they have only allowed me to wander the living areas and the kitchen. That’s the west wing, I think?” She bites her lip, and the action instantly draws my eyes to her soft mouth. I want to bite her lips, neck, and a hundred other places on her body.  
 
    I do hear Katrina following behind, stomping along. That girl has the gracefulness of an elephant. It also means I can’t talk to Sophia like I want to. Once outside, I take her the long way through the garden, and I watch as she takes in the view. As much as I hate being here in Drake’s house, I have always loved this garden. It has this wonderland quality to it. I wish I could get lost in it with my girl. 
 
    “So beautiful,” she whispers out, staring around in awe.  
 
    “Yes, ye are,” I whisper the words before I realize I said it out loud. Her head snaps to face me. Then she glances behind us to see that the annoying witch is right behind us.  
 
    “Well, are we doing this or what,” Katrina snaps out. Fecking cunt. 
 
    “I’m ready when you are.” Sophia holds her hands out, almost as an invitation to fight. I bet my girl is a scrappy fighter.  
 
    Katrina does some green glowy shite, and I see Sophia close her eyes and unwind. I feel as if this is the first time she has truly relaxed. 
 
    “Hurry and shift, so I can put the communication block up, so you can’t try to talk to the rest of your mongrel family,” Katrina grumbles. I know she’s mad at having to do anything positive for Sophia, and that pisses me off.  
 
    “Why don’t ye leave it off. Even if she communicated with her pack, what would she tell them? She came here by choice, she doesn’t know where we are.” I try to sound like I wouldn’t care either way, but I want to give Sophia this, something to show that I care without others being able to hear. 
 
    “Master Drake wouldn’t want that,” Katrina huffs. 
 
    “Drake told me he wanted to keep his mate happy. Go back inside,” I command her. She turns around and sulks away. 
 
    “I’ll wait here while you go explore. You can go further out since I’m sure you don’t want to ruin your clothes.” I turn my back on her, so she has more privacy. 
 
    “How are you in the sun?” Her question has me turning back to her with a smile. 
 
    “All those myths don’t apply to me, Drake, or Saoirse since we’re the last-born vampires,” I tell her, wishing I could tell her all about Saoirse and me and that we could talk for hours on end and learn everything there is to know about each other. 
 
    “Oh. Do you want to run with me? Vampires run fast, right?” I want to yell hell, yeah, but I don’t want to scare her away. 
 
    “We can. I’d very much like run with ye and see yer wolf.” Honestly, I have been looking forward to seeing what her wolf looks like. 
 
    Before I can comprehend what she’s doing, she is half-naked. I must make some noise because she stops and looks up at me as she takes off her bra.  
 
    Sophia smirks. “I’m sure you have seen plenty of naked women, Finn. Shifters don’t have your delicate sensibilities.”  
 
    She may be right, but none have been my mate, and none have been as gorgeous as her. Standing naked before me, and I don’t even try to hide the fact that I’m looking, memorizing every dip and curve of her body in the seconds I have to ogle her. Before I get a second look, she shifts. 
 
    Her wolf is as beautiful as she is—chocolate fur with a white underbelly, and her bright blue eyes look at me, almost eye-level—her wolf is large. I reach out a hand, asking permission. She nudges her snout into my hand, and I caress her nose. She makes a soft huffing noise, and I pet over her head and down her back. Our connection pulses between us as if her being in her wolf state is pulling us closer together.  
 
    “You’re stunning,” I whisper. She licks my cheek, then turns and runs.  
 
    I run after her, smiling. She runs, jumps, and plays through the forest as I chase her. I’m laughing and smiling so much. I don’t know how long we run and chase each other, but I never want it to end. This is the first time I have ever felt happy or free. I only wish it could last. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 5 
 
      
 
    Sophia 
 
      
 
    I lost track of the time as Finn and I run through the forest surrounding the castle. I should try to contact Tristan and taking in the land’s lay for strategic purposes, but right now, all I can do is relish in the freedom and fun that I’m having with Finn. At this moment, he isn’t the son of Drake, he isn’t a vampire or the enemy, he’s my mate.  
 
    My wolf is preening and happy at the attention he’s giving us. He is just as fast as I am, and from the look of absolute joy on his face, he is enjoying this time as much as I am. He has a role to play in the castle, and so do I. I judged him without cause. I was so sure he was going to disappoint me because he was Drake’s son, but I was foolish. This man here is my mate, my other half. This is just us. Our masks, the characters we’re forced to play, are shed. His smile is as radiant as he is, lighting him up.  
 
    When we first met, he was cold, hard, and distant. This moment, I see him as he wants me to see him—carefree and alive. Without words, he’s showing me that this is what he wants us to be like. We’re supposed to be enemies inside the castle, but here we are one. I know this can’t last, but I’m going to enjoy this time we have and let him see that I want him and our mating as I now feel he does too.  
 
    I knew I should’ve been paying better attention, too caught up in the moment. Before I know what’s happening, I’m pinned to the ground with an unfamiliar wolf biting into my throat. I growl and flip the asshole on his back, switching our positions, growling into his throat. This fucker thought he could pin me and make me submit. Whoever the fuck he is, I’m about to end him. Then, I hear the other whiney bitch’s voice, 
 
    “Now, what do we have here?” Katrina coos just before she hits me with a blast of magic, taking away the freedom I had with my wolf. She has me pinned to the ground in a weak magical hold. It’s good to know that I can break through if I needed to. But, I must get back into my character and not destroy either her or this damn stranger. They are under Drake’s rule. I know I can take out this traitorous pup and Katrina, but I have to hold back. I see Finn is holding back too, his distant mask back in place. But there’s a look in his eye as he stares at the wolf that I can read. He wants to kill the wolf for attacking me. It shouldn’t make me happy, but it does. I know I can take the wolf, but I’d let Finn kill him just because I enjoy the girly feeling his need to protect gives me. I allow Katrina and the unknown wolf to appear as if they have me in control.   
 
    “What the fuck are you doing?” Finn’s voice slightly betrays his cool demeanor. I know he’s angry, I can feel it radiating off him in waves. “Let her go, ye daft cow.” If I wasn’t letting her force me into the ground, I might have said ‘fuck it’ and kissed the shit out of him. His protective growls slightly turned me on. 
 
    “Master Finn… I um…” Katrina stumbles, not expecting him to come to my defense. “Master Drake advised me to locate and bring her back, she has taken advantage of Master Drake’s kindness. He expected her back well before dinner, and it’s nearly dark,” she whines, once again trying to endear him to her. 
 
    “Attacking her and forcing her on the ground is bringing her back? She was out here with me, I have been watching her. Let her up, so she can shift, then we can head back.” Finn’s in Katrina’s face now, and by her expression, she’s swooning at his demand.  
 
    “Of course, my dear Finn.” She’s so lost in him. She forgot to say, Master. It took every ounce of my control not to rip her apart for blatantly throwing herself at my mate. However, I know our characters are back in place, and I can’t show my genuine feelings, not even to Finn. 
 
     Katrina’s hold lifts immediately, and I shift, not giving a flying fuck that I’m naked. The other wolf looks me over, and Finn’s on the verge of breaking his cover and ripping that wolf’s eyes out. Katrina looks as if she’s thinking of stomping her foot like a toddler throwing a tantrum at both the wolf and Finn’s attention on me. I turn toward the direction of the castle and walk on as if I don’t have a care in the world. Katrina is doing all she can to get Finn to notice her, but I know nothing she does will turn his head. She will just continue to make a fool of herself. Before I can get far enough away, I feel the magical block settle on me, trapping me once again.  
 
    Almost to the castle, I feel rather than heard Finn behind me. “Lass, please put my shirt on,” he whispers in my ear. I withhold the shiver that wants to course through me at his nearness.  
 
    “I don’t mind, shifters are used to being naked.” Keeping my tone nonchalant even surprises me. 
 
    “I mind. I’m gonna have to kill that wolf for eyein’ ye. No one else should look at what’s mine,” he hissed. Not even waiting for a response, he has his shirt over my head and pulled down my body. I relent and put my arms in the sleeves, then turn around. I know Katrina and the wolf are closing in, only I hear his whispered demands.  
 
    Now, I’m the one about to swoon at his possessiveness. I want to tell him he needs his shirt more than I do because Katrina will now check out his partial nakedness just as I was.  
 
    I enjoy a quick perusal of his naked torso. Every part of him is perfection—strong and firm chest, toned arms, and a tight rippling stomach.  
 
    “Ye keep eye fecking me like that, lass, and I don’t give a feck who’s around, I’m gonna claim what’s mine.” 
 
    Instead of attacking him like I want to, I swallow my lust and turn back to continue into the castle, coming face to face with the asshole himself. Drake. 
 
    “My dear, you’re back! Katrina found you well?” His fake concern is annoying, but I have to slip back into my role. 
 
    “Oh, yes, I lost track of the time. I was enjoying the air so much I didn’t realize the time that had passed. I didn’t realize you would send Katrina and a rogue wolf to attack me for my tardiness, but I suppose I should feel honored that you felt both of them needed to pounce at once. I know how you like your pets, so I didn’t put up too much of a fight.” I keep my tone sweet as if I’m understanding the situation.  
 
    “Attack you? You both attacked my mate-to-be?” His tone goes cold as the others all arrive. I was a little thrilled at the pure fear in Katrina’s face, I only wish it was me, or better yet, Aria making her look that way instead of Drake. 
 
    “We… we felt she might resist,” Katrina, ever the pathetic leader, whined out. She was practically in tears, and the wolf kept his head hung low. It would be pitiful, but I just found it hilarious.  
 
    “I’ll deal with you later. Leave,” Drake bites out, and they run out of the room, leaving me with Drake and Finn. I couldn’t even look at Finn since I knew my emotions would betray me, and I had to keep my mask firmly in place. 
 
    “Why you keep her around is beyond me, Drake. She’s as useless as is that wolf. Sophia only allowed them to subdue her. I was watching Sophia, ensuring she was staying within the boundaries and safe. That childish woman is too jealous of your mate-to-be,” Finn speaks up, indifference coloring his words. Once again, I want to smile at him, see him return my smile, and feel what I know we both feel inside. 
 
    “Why are you wearing his shirt?” Drake raised an eyebrow at me curiously as if Finn and I were out in the woods procreating. I wish! 
 
    “That little wolf was ogling your mate-to-be, Drake. I’m sure you don’t want your other guards to get an eyeful, either. As you know, she doesn’t shift with clothes on. It’s not as if your pets allowed her to go back to where she left her clothing.” Finn’s tone is bored, his accent all but gone in Drake’s presence, and I’m disappointed at the loss of it. 
 
    “If you don’t mind, I can give his shirt back now. I’m sure you know us shifters aren’t shy with our bodies.” I smile at Drake as if I’m flirting with him, then glance at Finn before settling my gaze back on Drake. In the brief eye contact I had with Finn, I saw his jaw tighten marginally. I grabbed the hem of Finn’s shirt to pull the garment off, but before I could pull it up, Drake interrupted me.                
 
    “Finn is quite right as much as I wouldn’t mind seeing you unclothed.” His gaze travels over my body as if I were naked, and I repress a shiver. This time, not a good one. “I don’t wish others to see what only I’ll get to enjoy behind closed doors.” Drake’s voice is dripping with lascivious intent. As usual, I school my upchuck reflex.   
 
    Giving Drake a flirty wink, “Will it be all right for me to shower and dress before dinner? I’m famished.” I add a sultry tone to my words, hoping it keeps me from having to be in his presence any longer than necessary. 
 
    “Yes, my dear! I’ll inform the kitchen that they shall serve dinner in an hour. Will that be enough time, my dove?” His pet names are growing tiresome. He has to be as annoyed by them as I am. I know he’s playing the game as much as I am. I know he doesn’t care for me. 
 
    “Plenty. See you soon!” With a wave, I head to my room, suppressing the need to run. In record time, I’m in my room. Just as I am about to shut the door, it’s pushed open, then closed, and locked with Finn inside in with me. 
 
    “Do you want him?” His voice holds insecurity that I haven’t heard before. I want to trust Finn, but now I’m unsure if I can. 
 
    “Are we going to be honest right now?” I have to ask before I answer him. Will he be honest with me? 
 
    “Please.” That one word holds so much emotion, it almost knocks me back. Instead, I stand my ground inches away from Finn. 
 
    “No. Do you want me?” I don’t know why the question falls out of my mouth, but I have to know if he wants me as a mate, a plaything, or anything? 
 
    “Yes.” He moves closer to me, now only inches apart. 
 
    “As a mate?” I need clarification. This is dangerous for both of us, but I’m so drawn to him, I can’t help but ask. 
 
    “As my everything,” he whispers before his lips slam into mine. His kiss is punishing and electric. He buries his hands into my hair, holding me in place as he takes my mouth. 
 
    Before I know what’s happening, he’s on top of me on my bed, our bodies rubbing against each other, both of us wordlessly begging for more. He pulls back and looks at me sadly. “We can’t, he will know. I don’t want him to hurt you.” He runs his thumb in gentle circles on my hips.  
 
    “I know. I hate acting with him, but until the time is right, I can’t provoke him.” I want to tell him my plans, I want to tell him everything, and I want to hear his side too, but once again, the time isn’t right for that. 
 
    “Whatever I may say or do, know me an’ Saoirse are with ye, lass. We jus’ have to be very careful,” Finn whispers in my ear, his delicious accent strong.  
 
    I just nod my head and whisper, “Me, too.” 
 
    “I need to shower and take care of this.” He nudges his delicious erection against me, and I push back with a soft moan.  
 
    “Feck, I want ye.” He gives me another toe-curling kiss and a hard grind before he moves back. “Keep that pretty pussy covered.” Then, he gives me a small smack on the offending area making my clit throb. Then, he’s off me and near the door.  
 
    “I need to leave now.” His voice is feral as if he’s telling not only me but himself. I sit up and crisscross my legs, his eyes drop to my crotch, where I show him I won’t keep it covered around him. 
 
    He bites his bottom lip, his fangs elongating, his small bite drawing blood from his lip. I almost moan at the thought of tasting him. He takes a deep breath and runs out of my room as if his ass is on fire. I throw myself back on the bed. I’m in so much trouble. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 6 
 
      
 
    Finn 
 
      
 
    I’m milliseconds from saying fuck everything and taking my mate. Her scent, her touch, everything consumes me. Kissing her was a bad idea, but I’d do it again in a heartbeat. Both of us are in precarious positions. In a matter of hours, I went from being a cold, heartless bachelor, never wanting to settle down, to being obsessed with thoughts of being tied down in every possible way with Sophia.  
 
    We didn’t even talk, we played for hours in the forest, never speaking a word, but I know she was happy and free being with me. I’m enough, just me. Not my position in the supernatural community, not for money. I know both of us could live in a shack and be content just being together, not that either of us have to worry about that.  
 
    We both come from powerful families, and instinctively, I know she’s working on something with her pack, just as Saoirse and I have discussed needing to get rid of Drake. We need to meet to formulate an actual plan, so we can work cohesively.  
 
    I’d hate for our allies to attack them in a melee or vice versa. Under the very watchful eye of Drake and his guards, a meeting together is damn near impossible. Saoirse and I need to figure out a way to talk with her alone.  
 
    I need to shower and get to dinner. Not because I’m hungry, although I am for regular food, I just want to see Sophia again, even if we both have to put on a show. How in the hell have I been able to keep my hands off her for as long as I have? I can’t wait to have her mouth again, no matter how bad of an idea it is. She’s made for me. 
 
    After a quick shower, I dress and head down to dinner. Luckily, I run into Saoirse and Sophia in the hallway, but unfortunately, one of Drake’s guards is there, so I can’t talk freely to either of them or stare at Sophia.  
 
    “Little sister, I haven’t seen ye all day!” I put my arm around her shoulder and squeeze her, glancing at Sophia. I give her a wink unseen by the guard. 
 
    “Miss Sophia.” I give her a small head nod and reluctantly go back to ignoring her. 
 
    “Saoirse, how long before ye have to head back to New York?” I’m hoping to get some basic information from her with questions she can answer in front of this guard. 
 
    “As long as you’re here, brother, I am.” She gives me a look that says ‘you know how long, idiot.’ Well, technically, I don’t, but I know she’s working with someone in Sophia’s pack.  
 
    “Out of curiosity, do vampires sleep?” Sophia asks openly. I’m wondering are we supposed to answer truthfully or lie. I’m shite at the conspiracy crap. 
 
    “We sleep as humans do. We like to keep normal hours since the sun doesn’t bother us, it makes made-vampires weaker, but it’s not deadly as myths have portrayed. Pity, though,” Saoirse answers with a glance at the guard. 
 
    The guard clears his throat, probably hoping he can say something to Saoirse about her comment but knows not to say anything to one of Drake’s children. We aren’t supposed to let Sophia know all our secrets, but he can go feck himself. “Sophia is Drake’s mate-to-be, she will need to know his habits, so she can adjust if need be,” I tell the guard with open hostility. “Speaking of Drake, being yer mate-to-be, maybe we should see if he can move up the ceremony sooner, so both Saoirse and I can attend. I know we both get busy when we’re away.” I keep my voice even and bored. Sophia will never mate with Drake, but the sooner they plan the ceremony, the sooner I know her pack will come to fight for her, and the sooner I can claim her. 
 
    “That’s a wonderful idea, Finn. I’ll bring it up to dear papa!” Saoirse says excitedly. She’s the best damn actress I have ever seen. Truly impressive. 
 
    “What idea is that, darling daughter?” Drake’s voice interrupts our musings. 
 
    “We should have the mating ceremony as soon as possible! This way, Finn and I can be sure to attend! I need to go back to school in a couple of weeks. I’d hate to get behind and miss more school by having to return in a few months.” Saoirse pouts as if the idea of missing the ceremony or school is awful.  
 
     “I was thinking the same thing,” Drake pipes up happily. “Sophia…” He holds his arm out, and she flits to his side as he caresses her hand gently. I want to break every tiny bone in that hand for touching what’s mine. 
 
    “I know we agreed to a longer waiting period, but I find waiting is becoming difficult.” He leans in and inhales her scent, and I’m seconds away from ripping his throat out when I feel Saoirse’s hand touch me, reining me in from my rage.  
 
    “I…” Sophia starts, and I swear my poor girl looks green. She clears her throat, “I suppose a sooner ceremony would be okay. My pack would still be invited, yes?” Good girl, she’s stronger than me. Her voice is strong and sweet, betraying none of the disgust I know she’s feeling.  
 
    “Of course! We’d have to ensure no weapons are brought and have them blocked from shifting to ensure they keep the peace. I know how protective your family can be.” Drake’s smile is more snake-like. He knows her pack will fight and do considerable damage, but putting a block on everyone might not work for rescuing her.  
 
    “I’m sure they won’t mind, I am fine with it. You let me run today, and I am ever grateful.” I can almost see the wheels turning in her head on how that could work, but again, we need to meet to decide what will happen next. 
 
    “Wonderful, I’ll ensure all the details are taken care of. How about for the end of the week, Friday the twenty-eighth?” Drake looks at Sophia as if he cares for her, and it pisses me off. How the hell am I going to make it a week without killing my arsehole father? 
 
    “That sounds great. Will your entire clan stay through the holiday? Or do vampires celebrate Christmas?” Sophia’s voice cracks a bit betraying her emotions. She will miss Christmas with her family. She won’t even be able to talk to them. I know Drake, he will enjoy her suffering. Bastard. 
 
    “We don’t celebrate trivial human holidays. There’s no reason.” His tone is cool as if offended she’d even suggest such a thing. I have always hated Drake, but my hate is growing more and more with the hurt he’s causing my mate, and even more, I hate there’s nothing I can do right now. I want to take her away from here, return her to her family, and stay by her side. As against I have always been about having a mate, I can’t deny how much I want Sophia. She’s mine, and I am hers. 
 
    Ignoring the obvious pain in Sophia’s face, Drake announces, “Let’s eat, it’s long past dinner time. I rarely like my schedule being disrupted,” he says it politely. However, I can see the look he’s giving my girl as if she has inconvenienced and disappointed him. She looks down as if ashamed. I can see what she’s feeling is rage. She loathes him. She doesn’t care what he thinks but will play the dutiful mate.  
 
    I can feel the tension in the dining room as we sit, which only increases as the wonder bitch enters. As if we needed the extra drama.  
 
    “Finally, I’m famished!” Katrina announces as if she were waiting for an eternity. I am seated across from Sophia, and Saoirse is next to her, so, unfortunately, Katrina sits next to me, scooting her chair close to me. 
 
    “Excuse me, have ye heard of personal space?” I look down at her with as much abhorrence as possible. 
 
    “Finn, be polite, and speak correctly. Your accent is unrefined. I believe you should spend more time with Miss Katrina. Her family consists of powerful witches. They would be a substantial addition to our family,” Drake tells me as if I’d ever consider this leach as a mate. 
 
    “Drake, I have never wanted a mate, surely never cared for your alliances, and I will not start now. I enjoy my bachelorhood, just as you have.” I emphasize speaking without my accent, so he knows I can speak as he wants, I just choose not to. I refrain from looking at Sophia because that would be too obvious as my emotions would give me away. She’s the only mate I’ll ever want and have. 
 
    “We’ll discuss this in private,” Drake snaps at me. I don’t give a flying feck. I applaud Sophia pretending to be Drake’s potential mate, but there’s no way I can pretend to feel anything but disgust for any female other than Sophia. Pushing Katrina and her chair as far as I can with my foot, her face is pouting. Pathetic. 
 
    The rest of the dinner passes without much more drama. Katrina stays away from me, thankfully. We all start leaving when lo-and-behold, Drake stops me.  
 
    “Finn, a word.” Great, I’m not getting away from him. I might as well get this over with. 
 
    “What do you need, Drake?”  
 
    “You need to be more present in our clan. You’re a powerful vampire, and you need to take your place here. You will mate with Katrina Everly. If you refuse, I’ll sell Saoirse to the Italian Vampire court immediately.” Son of a bitch. From everything I have heard of the Italians, they are ruthless. They will torture my little sister, more than likely pass her from vampire to vampire forcing her to breed born vampires to strengthen their clan. They keep to themselves unless they want something, then they take it by force. If Drake were conversing with them, it’s possible he can send Saoirse to them for a powerful alliance. He has most likely already promised Saoirse to them—that will not happen. 
 
    “Fine. She needs to stop being a simpering eejit. It’s pathetic.” Not hiding my disgust of her, I don’t care how powerful her family is. He knows I’ll do what I have to do to save my little sister. Agreeing now will give him the illusion he has control over me. I won’t go through the mating just as I know Sophia won’t be going through with hers, and Saoirse is sure as hell not going to the Italians. I’ll keep my girl and sister safe. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 7  
 
      
 
    Sophia 
 
     
 
    One week, I can deal with Drake for that long. I hate that I’ll miss Christmas with my family. This will be the first Christmas my brothers have their mates, and I had hoped I could be there to celebrate. Knowing Tristan, he will want to reschedule the entire holiday just for me. The thought makes me smile. He’s the best brother and pseudo parent anyone could ask for.  
 
    I have a five-second pity party, and as sad as I am, I’m also excited. Finn. That man, he’s damn yummy. I’ve dated occasionally. Hell, I even slept with a couple of guys, not that any of my brothers know. They would’ve killed the guy, just on principle alone. I’m the one who never wants a commitment. I wanted a night or two for some fun, but the men, or should I say boys, were immature and annoying. They were pretty to look at, but once they opened their mouths, I lost interest.  
 
    Sometimes I feel as if I’m that guy girls complain about, the one who can’t commit. With Finn, though, he’s a man, and he is my mate. I’m already committed to him, and we have only just kissed. I know Drake is talking to him right now, and I have a feeling it has to do with mating him to Katrina. I wouldn’t wish a mating with her on my worst enemy. Well, maybe Drake. Those two would make the perfect pair.  
 
    “You and my brother need to hide it better.” Saoirse’s voice draws me from my thoughts. 
 
    “What?” I look at her, then around us, and notice, for once, we’re alone. 
 
    “You’re mates, right? I see the glances you trade with each other. Who knew a small look could hold so much fire?” She giggles.  
 
    “Do you think Drake saw?” I whispered, worried. 
 
    “Honestly, I don’t know, but he has his own agenda. He always does,” she grumbles.  
 
    “A week, I need to talk to Aria.” I thought about how I need to get the news to my pack. She needs to visit me tonight since it has been a couple of days. I can only hope if I think of her hard enough, she can pick up on my need to speak with her. 
 
    “You can communicate with your pack?” Shit, I didn’t mean to say that out loud, I don’t know how trustworthy Saoirse is.  
 
    “We’re on the same side, Sophia. I have a contact in your pack that I was giving information to before I got here. But with Drake and his guards, I haven’t been able to contact him. I’m sure he has told your Alpha everything,” she tells me, looking around, making sure no one is around. 
 
    “Who?” It’s awesome that she’s on our side. Too bad it couldn’t have prevented me from coming here, but then again, I wanted to be here to meet Finn. 
 
    “James Reid.” Well, I didn’t expect that, Dillan’s mate. I briefly wonder how their courtship is going or if it’s going at all. 
 
    “He’s a good guy. You must be where he got my location from.” That makes sense. Aria last told me they knew where I was. This is good. I’m wondering if Aria can pull Saoirse and Finn in without knowing them.  
 
    We have been standing outside my room, not realizing we already made it here. I wonder for a moment if Finn will be in the hall soon. I haven’t seen where his room is. Saoirse’s room is directly across from mine, so his might be close too. 
 
    My question is answered as he comes around the corner with Katrina on his arm. Damn, Drake must have threatened him. I’m not going to fault him for doing the same as I was. I know he despises her, anyone can see that. How anyone can put up with her simpering and manipulations is beyond me. It’s pathetic the way she throws herself at men she wants. First, Jonah, Aria’s mate, now Finn. Both have been forced betrothals. If she weren’t such a raging bitch, I’d feel sorry for her. 
 
    “Hi, guys! Guess what! Finn and I are to be mated at the same ceremony as Sophia and Drake. Isn’t that fantastic!” Katrina gushes as they approach us. Finn, on the other hand, just scowls. My poor mate. 
 
    “That’s just lovely! You’ll be my step-daughter. Perhaps we can all go shopping together for our dresses!” I exude the same high pitchy cheery tone she does. Saoirse snort laughs before she covers her mouth and composes herself. 
 
    “You’re just jealous. You’re to be mated to an old man, I get the young, sexy Finn,” Katrina coos, petting Finn’s arm. 
 
    “I am choosing to be here, Katrina. I’m not being forced.”  
 
    “I want to be mated to Finn!” She whines like the petulant child she is. 
 
    “But does he want to be mated to you? Jonah sure didn’t. You have to trap a man to mate you. Will anyone ever want you for you, or will it always just be coercion?” Her mouth drops, and before she can respond, I turn away. “Good night!” I send a wave to Saoirse and resist glancing at Finn. 
 
    Closing the door behind me, I decide on a long, relaxing bath. I want to ensure all my thoughts are on connecting with Aria. I’m theorizing that if my thoughts are on contacting her, she will pick it up and reach out to me.  
 
    After soaking for a long while, I get out, relaxed and sleepy. I throw a robe on and head to my room. I stop short as I see Finn sitting on my bed. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I whisper, not sure if anyone is in the hall. 
 
    “I wanted to make sure ye are okay with my pretense of mating with Katrina? I know I’m not,” he grumbles. 
 
    “Finn, I’m secure enough in myself that I know what’s going on. What did he threaten you with?” I sit next to him and put my hand on his arm. He looks down at it, then holds my hand. 
 
    “That he’d sell Saoirse to the Italian vampires. They are the most ruthless vampires around. They make Drake look like a Sunday school teacher.” His voice is sad, and I know he worries most about his little sister. I can understand since I have three brothers who are the same way with me. 
 
    “We’ll free all of us, Finn. Drake won’t get away with anything.” I believe we all will get out of here, and we’ll destroy anyone who thinks they can control us or any of the other supernaturals. 
 
    Finn looks from our hands up my body to my face, and only then do I realize I’m still naked under my robe. He must have realized that fact at the same time by the evidence of the heat in his eyes. 
 
    “Yer the most amazing woman. Bloody gorgeous, sexy, and so strong.” His voice flows over me like melted chocolate causing me to shiver. He leans close to my neck behind my ear and inhales. “You’re mine.” He nips at my earlobe, then soothes the bite with his tongue, trailing kisses along my jaw before taking my mouth in a scorching kiss.  
 
    His hands run up my neck, pulling me even closer to him, running his hand down to my shoulders, pushing my robe off. It pools around my waist, the tie barely hanging on. Finn pulls back his eyes greedily eating up my naked body. 
 
    “Yer fecking perfect.” He trails his fingers over my breast, circling my nipple. 
 
    “Finn, don’t start what you can’t finish.” I’m seconds away from ripping his clothes off. I don’t know if vampires can scent mating bonds, but any other wolves here would know. Of course, if we didn’t bite each other, we could still get close.  
 
    “I want to claim you and your body in every way possible.” He gives me a nip on my lower lip. “Yer right, though. The others will know. I want to bathe in yer scent. As soon as we destroy Drake, I’ll not let ye leave me bedroom for days.” He runs his hands up and down my body from my thighs to my sides and lightly grazing the side of my breasts with his thumbs. 
 
    “Maybe you should keep your hands to yourself then, mister,” I tease. His touch is sweet torture. 
 
    “Never. Are there many men who have seen your body that I must kill?” he asks, I think partially joking. 
 
    “I’m sure it’s considerably less than the many women who have seen and been with you,” I answer with an arched brow.  
 
    “Well, I have been waiting fifty years for ye. I had to keep occupied.” His teasing smirk makes me want to smack him. 
 
    “Even if you found me when I was younger, you’d be a serious pedophile. That’s kind of gross. I may have to rethink this mating.” I pull back, looking at him as if I’m disgusted. 
 
    “Woman, ye can’t get rid of me,” he growls low and menacing, and I have to laugh. His possessiveness is endearing, which was a surprise. Maybe because it’s him. 
 
    “I guess I’m stuck with you then, huh? Pity, you and Katrina make such a darling couple,” I tease him more. I laugh as he throws me back on the bed. 
 
    He crawls toward me, stalking me as if I were his prey. However, his eyes are full of lust and desire instead of malice.  
 
    He licks and kisses his way up my calf to my thigh, spreading my legs wide. My robe is open and untied now and splayed across the bed behind me. I’m spread out as a feast for him.  
 
    “Finn,” I warn. I want him to stop, but then again, I don’t.  
 
    “Just a taste, love,” he murmurs before he latches onto my wet heat. 
 
    “Shit, Finn. Baby.” I cover my mouth to keep from screaming. He eats my pussy like it’s a free buffet. Grabbing his hair, I buck and squirm under his hold as he licks, sucks, and fingers me into oblivion. 
 
    “Finn, you’re going to make me come.” Instead of stopping as I thought he would, he sucks harder and thrusts his fingers faster, moaning against my clit as I explode on his tongue.  
 
    “I want to feck ye into next week.” He climbs up to me, kissing and grinding his hard cock against me. Fucking my mouth with his tongue, his hips move in small circles, prolonging the orgasm he gave me. I rock my wetness against his hard cock that’s straining to get to me through his pants. 
 
    My hand runs under his shirt and around his back, pulling him tighter against me. He leans up and pulls his shirt off quickly before returning to my mouth. I grab his belt and frantically pull down his pants wanting to feel him against me skin to skin. He gets the message and shucks them off, barely parting from my lips.  
 
    We’re frantic like two teenage kids trying to get their fix before their parents get home. I open my legs more to feel his naked hardness where I want it most, thrusting up, my wetness coating him. 
 
    “I have to have ye, lass. We can’t bite and bond, but I need to be inside ye.” He’s kissing down to my breasts, taking my hard nipple into his mouth, nipping, then sucking the pain away. 
 
    “Yes, please, I need you,” I whimper. I can’t control my writhing, the need to be filled by him is all-consuming. 
 
    Finn pulls away from me to hold his impressive cock at my opening, rubbing his hard head between my slick folds. 
 
    “Stop teasing,” I growl at him, and he laughs. 
 
    “Lass, I promise always to give ye what ye need.”  
 
    With one hard thrust, he’s deep inside me. I gasp at the intrusion, never have I felt so full. Both of us hold still for a moment, me adjusting to his impaling and him to get control of himself. 
 
    “Fecking hell, love, I almost came. Yer pussy is perfect,” he groans as he gently pulls out before sliding swiftly back into me. With each thrust in, he rolls his hips to reach every aching inch inside of me.  
 
    “Oh yes, baby, I’m going to come again.” I groan as he starts to thrust faster and harder. 
 
    “That’s it, love, give me what belongs to me,” he growls in my ear, both of us trying to control our moans and groans from getting too loud. 
 
    Our movements are getting more frantic as we chase our ends. Finn’s mouth crashes into mine as I feel his cock getting harder inside me, and I pull him tighter into me as I fall into a body-shaking orgasm.                
 
    I scream-moan into Finn’s mouth as I continue coming.  
 
    “Fecking hell, shite, urgh,” Finn groans, thrusting in hard one more time before I feel him throbbing inside me, filling me up with his cum.  
 
    “I have never come so fecking hard, lass. I don’t know how I’ll be able to stay away from ye now.” He kisses me languidly. 
 
    “I want to stay with ye tonight, but just have to leave early in the morn to avoid us being caught. We must wash our scents off each other. Perhaps burn these sheets. But I’m staying.” He’s being demanding, but I truly love it.  
 
    “Should I put some clothes on?” I smirk at him. Both of us smell of sex.  
 
    “No point, I’ll have ye again before I have to leave in the mornin’.”  
 
    “Be right back.” He heads to my bathroom naked, and I admire his firm ass as he walks away. I get up to pull my robe completely off and turn down the bedding, so we can climb in. Finn comes up behind me and wipes a warm wet cloth between my legs in a sensual cleaning. 
 
    “Ye tasted and felt so fecking fantastic, love. Can’t wait ‘til next time,” he whispers into my neck, cleaning and nuzzling me at the same time. 
 
    “Bedtime, Finn.” I smile at him. When we can freely be together, we’re going to be trouble. I can now understand my siblings and them wanting to hide their mates away. Crawling into bed, Finn gets behind me, cuddling close.  
 
    “Good night, baby.” He kisses me softly, and I’m asleep in moments.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 8 
 
      
 
    Finn 
 
      
 
    I awake to voices. When I open my eyes, I’m standing in a room with people I don’t recognize. Are these Drake’s people? There are two men, another woman, and my girl. They haven’t noticed me yet, but they aren’t trying to whisper. 
 
    “You’re to be mated in a week? Do you know who we can trust when we come?” A tall man asks, who looks similar to Sophia. This must be her older brother, but how did they get in the castle? 
 
    “You can trust Finn and his sister, Saoirse. They want to see Drake destroyed as we do,” Sophia responds confidently, and it makes me smile. She trusts me. 
 
    “Maybe a little more than ye do, lass. We’ve had to deal with him longer. What’s going on, beautiful?” I announce my presence, and they all look at me, startled.  
 
    “I didn’t pull you in, so how did he get here?” the other woman asks as she looks at the other male I’m guessing isn’t Sophia’s brother as he looks nothing like the first man or Sophia. 
 
    “I’m trying to amplify your magic. Maybe Sophia was thinking of him, and it pulled him in,” he says, and I’m confused as to what they are talking about. Another woman suddenly appears behind her imposing brother. 
 
    “Really, Alpha? You had to try it out and pull in Londyn? Well, then, I’m bringing the twins in,” the girl announces and closes her eyes. Two other males appear, identical to each other. They must be Sophia’s twin brothers. 
I whisper in Sophia’s ear, “Who are all these people, love, and how did they get in the castle?” I wrap my arms around her waist and pull her against me.  
 
    “Get your hands off my sister,” one of the new arrival’s growls. 
 
    “Cole, knock it off.” Sophia sighs as if annoyed. “Finn, this is my brother, Tristan, and his mate, Londyn. These two assholes are Cole and Xavier, my other two brothers and their mate, Aria, and her other mate, Jonah. This is Finn, my mate,” she introduces them all as if we’re at a party and not under the nose of Drake. 
 
    “Well, looks like he isn’t the asshole you thought, huh?” the girl, Aria, says with a grin. 
 
    “So, we’ll be getting an invitation for Friday the twenty-eight for your mating ceremony?” Tristan asks, getting to the meeting. 
 
    “And mine, I’m to be mated to a witch, Katrina. But neither will happen,” I announce. Aria and Sophia’s twin brothers growl. I think I hear Aria’s other mate, Jonah, mumble ‘poor guy.’ Hmm, he must be the Jonah Sophia was talking about earlier. 
 
    “The witch will be dealt with along with Drake and whoever is loyal to him. My sister and I have no desire to be at war with yer pack or any other supernaturals. He has controlled too many for far too long. It’s also possible that he’s working with the Italian Vampire Clan. He wishes to trade my sister to them for an alliance,” I tell them.  
 
    “I have heard they are the most ruthless vampires. I have never come across them, but they have destroyed covens, clans, and packs in their territories. He also wished for me to get close to Sophia and kill her before the ceremony. Obviously, I agreed, but in no way will I follow through with that. I don’t know what he’s planning, but he’s all over the place, threatening my sister, Sophia, and me. You need to be ready for anything.” I want them to trust me and help kill Drake, and to do that, I need to be honest.  
 
    “Do you know who else he might work with?” Tristan asks. 
 
    “The Everly’s, but the Anderson sisters haven’t been seen since I first arrived. I’m not sure what happened to them. I have only seen one other shifter, but I didn’t recognize his scent. He isn’t from our pack,” Sophia responds for me, and that’s more information than I know. 
 
    “My sister may know more information. She has been planning better than I. I had hoped to come and leave as quickly as possible, but this was before I knew my mate was here. Sorry.” I look at Sophia, hoping she understands my apology.  
 
    “Next time, maybe we should try to bring her in, too. She told me said she was working with James Reid before she got here. She hasn’t been able to get in touch while she has been at the castle,” Sophia tells Tristan. 
 
    “He told us of their meetings, only he had said a vampire inside, but didn’t say her name. Are they mated?” he asks, looking to see if anyone knows. 
 
    “Uhh, no. You don’t know who his mate is, Alpha?” Aria asks, almost unsure if she should say anything. 
 
    “James has a mate? Who? He’s never said anything. He is loyal to our family and pack but very quiet.” Tristan seems concerned for his pack, and it confirms what I always thought, he’s a good leader, devoted to his pack. 
 
    “Dillan. I don’t know if he has told Dillan yet, but I’m sure he has. James announced it after the last fight when Dill got hurt bad, and I had to heal him,” Aria says. Sophia squeezes my hand, and I tighten my hold on her. That would’ve been the day she came here. 
 
    “I wish I could be there to talk to him. Dill won’t be handling it that well,” Sophia says sadly. 
 
    “He’s not. I guess James was his first kiss, and he turned on him with the people who picked on him and beat him up when it came out that he was gay,” Aria says. 
 
    “Well, shit, I didn’t know that. I thought it was just Dillan’s dad who was the problem. Why didn’t Dillan say anything to me after I moved him? James recently asked me if he could help with training Dillan since we upped our training. Dillan didn’t object, but I had a feeling he wasn’t happy about it. Why doesn’t anyone tell me shit? Y’all need to talk to me and tell me about pack members, their mates, and any conflicts that could come up. You can’t keep stuff secret from me, it’s my responsibility for our pack, especially with how Dillan was raised,” Tristan scolds everyone. 
 
    Sophia looks at his mate, Londyn, with a strange look, and Londyn shakes her head. I look back at Sophia, and I can tell something is bothering her as she gives Londyn another fierce look. Londyn takes a deep breath and lets it out slowly. 
 
    “Tristan, I need to tell you something,” she mumbles as if she fears his reaction. Would he hurt her? 
 
    “Baby, what is it?” He turns to her quickly, concern etched deep in his look. He’d never hurt his woman, just as I know I’d never hurt mine. 
 
    “Please know that I’m sorry for keeping this from you, but your so overprotective, and you have too much to worry about as it is.” She looks up at him almost rambling, squeezing his hands as if she’s trying to communicate her worry for him. 
 
    “Sweetheart, I’ll always worry about you, even if everything is peaceful. You’re my mate and soon you’ll be my wife. I hope you know you can always talk to me. I know I have been stressed lately, but I didn’t think I was taking any of it out on you. Have I?” Tristan pulls his mate close, holding her as if apologizing. Aye, his mate has him wrapped around her finger, just as I know mine will have me. 
 
    “Well, umm… I’m pregnant,” Londyn says almost in a whisper. But with my vampire hearing and all the wolf hearing they have, I’m sure everyone heard it just fine. 
 
    Tristan pushes her away from his body, looking her over as if checking for damage.               “Really?” He looks torn between crying, laughing, and yelling. Such a strange combination.               “You’ve been working at the restaurant and around the house. You should be resting!” His tone goes from worried to angry in a heartbeat. 
 
    “Tristan, this is why she didn’t tell you. You’re protective to the point of smothering. She’s your mate, your equal. Don’t talk down to her, she is taking care of herself,” Sophia snaps at him. He turns toward her with a glare, and I’m hissing. I feel my fangs draw out before I can consciously even think to react. 
 
    Tristan glances at me, his face shocked, then morphs into laughter. Loon. 
 
    “Sophia, you’re right.” Tristan takes a deep breath and looks back at his mate, caressing her face. 
 
    “Baby, I love you so much. I’m sorry for being overprotective, but I just can’t handle for anything to happen to you again. I almost lost you once. I know you’re strong and can take care of yourself. It’s just my nature to ensure you, and now our child, are safe. I can’t promise to let up. We both know that won’t happen. But know that I’m beyond excited that we’re starting our family. You make me happier every day I’m with you.” Tristan kisses her deeply, and I am pretty sure both Aria and Sophia are crying.  
 
    I have to admit witnessing their love is emotional. Now having Sophia, I understand how he feels. I kiss her on the back of her head, squeezing her tighter against me, inhaling her erotic scent. 
 
    “Finn, I’m glad you’re Sophia’s mate and are here to protect her, even from her overbearing brother,” Tristan says to me with a laugh, pulling me from my thoughts.  
 
    “Aye, I will do all I can to keep my girl safe. I’ll need help until Drake is dead. He can manipulate and possibly control me, but I’d never hurt her,” I say with absolute honesty. No compulsion from him could get me to hurt my girl. I don’t care if I had to hurt myself in the process. 
 
    “We’ll take out Drake and anyone else who tries to hurt our family,” Cole growls as he and his brother grab Aria to hold her. Her other man looks at them with happiness, no jealousy. I can’t even imagine if I had to share Sophia. He’s a better man than me. 
 
    “Princess, if you want a baby as well, we can all start trying,” Xavier tells Aria as he nuzzles her neck with kisses. 
 
    “Xav, I’d like to graduate high school and deal with this war before we even think about kids,” Aria tells him with a huff. 
 
    “Would yer kids all call ye papa?” The twins turn and glare at me with my question, but I just raise my hands, showing surrender. 
 
    “I mean no disrespect, just curious. I find yer little unit fascinatin’. Not that I’d want to share my Sophia or her have to share me,” I tell them honestly.  
 
    “I’ll cut your balls off if you think I’m sharing you.” Sophia turns her glare at me, and I just laugh and squeeze her. 
 
    “Yer all the woman I need, lass.”  
 
    “It doesn’t matter who the biological father is, each of us will be his or her father,” Jonah says with complete candor. I like that kid, nothing seems to faze him. 
 
    “Aye, lass, maybe I knocked you up tonight. We didn’t try to prevent it,” I tell her with a grin. The thought of children before revolted me, but with Sophia, I’m excited at the thought. I’d love to see her swollen with my child. 
 
    “Come on! We don’t need to hear about you being with my sister,” Xavier whines, and Sophia just laughs. 
 
    “I’ve heard about all of you from your mates, so it’s only fair!” Sophia throws back at him with a laugh. 
 
    “You talk about us?” Tristan asks, looking at his mate with almost horror, and it’s her turn to giggle. 
 
    “Of course! What do you think those girl days were about?” Londyn asks, grinning. 
 
    “Okay, okay, no more sex talk. We’re supposed to be talking about Drake,” Tristan says, trying to get us all back on track, his cheeks red as if still embarrassed by his mate talking about him. 
 
    “Ye right, lad. Although I don’t know what more to say, I’d get your allies prepared to attack sooner than the twenty-eighth. Knowing Drake, whatever is going to happen will happen before then.” I want everyone to be prepared. 
 
    “I’m going to reach out to the Italian clan. It’s a long shot, but I want to know what he gains besides your sister. No offense, but there has to more than that.” I applaud Tristan going straight to the source with the Italian vampire. I just hope they don’t come after his pack, now knowing they are good people. 
 
    “I agree. She’s a born vampire. She’d most likely be used for breeding purposes. I’ll not allow that. Can we meet again in a couple of days? I’d like to know what you find out,” I ask, looking around, still unsure where we are and how this is possible. 
 
    “I can try. I’ll need to rest. I have a feeling that with the amount of magic Jonah and I are using right now, it will drain me. Maybe I can try to pull your sister in, too?” Aria asks. So, she’s doing this. She must be a powerful witch. I hope she kicks Katrina’s arse. 
 
    “That sounds good. Sophia, come here,” Tristan says, and Sophia pulls out of my arms. 
 
    “Stay safe, little one. We miss you.” He hugs her, and she hugs him back with tears in her eyes.  
 
    “Miss y’all, too… so much.”  
 
    The twins come up behind her, and she turns as they both hug her tightly. 
 
    “You’ll be home soon. If you must, you can bring your bloodsucker, too,” Xavier tells her jokingly. I know I’ll get along with her family because they have to see how much she means to me already. 
 
    I just smile at him and flash my fangs out, then draw them slowly back in. “I go where my girl goes.”  
 
    “You’re all right, vamp,” he says back to me. 
 
    “Definitely girl day the second you’re back home,” Londyn tells her as she hugs her. 
 
    “No, you’ll not be discussing other men. We have canceled girl days,” Tristan says with halfhearted seriousness. 
 
    “Nice try, Tris, but now that she’s pregnant, she needs more pampering. So, unless you’re going to the spa and getting your nails done, it’s going to be with us,” Sophia tells him cheekily. 
 
    He just grumbles and holds his mate. 
 
    “Nice meeting ye,” I tell everyone and hold on to Sophia again. Not sure how we get back to reality.  
 
    Before I realize what has happened, I’m back in Sophia’s room sitting up in bed, her eyes open, looking up at me. 
 
    “Did all that really happen?” I ask, only slightly confused. 
 
    “Aria pulls us into a dream world to talk. It’s usually only us girls. That’s how I’m able to communicate with them. That is the first time I’ve gotten to see my brothers, though. I miss them,” she tells me with a slight sadness coating her tone. 
 
    “So, can we have sex in that dream world, be as loud as we want, and it not be heard here?” I ask her with a grin. 
 
    She laughs and smacks me. “That would be the first thing you’d think of!”  
 
    “I’m dying to make love to ye over and over and hear you scream my name.” I lean down and nuzzle her neck, glad that I could erase the sadness from her eyes. I glance at the time and know I have to leave. 
 
    “Dammit, I wanted to have ye again before I left, but it’s getting too late. I have to get out of here before they catch us. One week and ye won’t be able to tear me from yer bed.” Crushing my lips to hers, I quickly leave before my control snaps again, and I ravish and mark her as mine. 
 
    I head to my room and throw my clothes in the fireplace and turn it on. Glad it’s gas. I jump in the shower and scrub myself raw, hating that I have to wash her scent off of me. I want to smell like her and for her to smell like me. I want everyone to know we belong to one another. 
 
    I have always known that vampires can’t kill their sires. Even as a born one, I’m not able to kill Drake. But with how I’m feeling, I am wondering if my mate bond with Sophia gets stronger, can I kill him to protect her? For the first time in a long time, I’m hopeful.  
 
    Drake will die. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 9 
 
      
 
    Sophia 
 
     
 
    This is going to be the longest week. I need to get ready for the day, but as I get up, I realize this room smells like sex and Finn. Probably not a good combination. Who knows what Drake’s servants will tell him. I think about how we were last night and the way he felt. I wanted to bite him so badly so that everyone knows he’s mine, but it would blow our cover. I’ve waited this long, so a week should be easy. Then again, now that we have made love, how was I going keep my hands to myself? Would he be tempted?  
 
    I strip the bed and my robe throwing everything in the fire and crank it up. Good thing it’s winter and not summer. It might be a little conspicuous having a fire when it’s hot outside. I shower and get dressed, a little sad that the smell of Finn is gone. After finding clean bedding and making the bed, I check the fire and see only ashes are left. That’s a really hot fire. I wonder if you can burn a body in there? Morbid, Sophia, very morbid. 
 
    Deciding I spent enough time in my room, I head out to see if I can bump into Finn or Saoirse, anyone but Drake and Katrina. As luck would have it, I run into the latter. Katrina is with a regular guard preening on how Finn is to be her mate and if he will help her sneak into his room to consummate their bond as soon as possible. Oh, how clueless she is. 
 
    “Morning,” I say as I walk by. I’ll not let her vile presence ruin my good mood. 
 
    “You should’ve seen Finn all over me last night. I only sent him away to make him want me more,” Katrina says loudly to the guard as if he or I care. I’d have felt sorry for him if he wasn’t one of Drake’s lackeys. Finn was with me last night, and my goodness was he delicious! I have nothing to be jealous of. I’m lost in thoughts of Finn taking me that I don’t hear someone else approach Katrina and the guard behind me.  
 
    “Little witch, the only thing that was all over ye last night was desperation. Stop spinning lies to make others think yer something special. No one believes it anyway.” Finn’s Irish accent is thick as he puts Katrina in her place. It seems to get thicker when he’s angry and turned on. His voice alone almost made me come last night. 
 
    As much as I want to see the look on Katrina’s face, I keep walking. I wonder if Drake has sent out the invitation to my family yet or who he has planning the ceremonies. It looks like I’ll find out soon because, lo-and-behold, my asshole mate-to-be is in front of me. 
 
    “Sophia, wonderful, I was hoping to catch you.” As if I was heading out to the mall to go shopping? Where else would I be? Asshole. 
 
    “I was hoping to run into you as well,” I say with an insincere smile.  
 
    “Perfect, let’s head to the gardens. I hear you loved them when you went running.”  
 
    I do love the gardens. So far, that’s my favorite place, except maybe in bed with Finn. As a shifter, I have always loved the outdoors. Being in the forest smelling the wet earth and pine from the trees, it’s a home away from home. This garden has that earthy smell that I love, along with the floral sweetness of the flowers. It’s a sensory overload, but it’s so peaceful. Well, it would be if I were here either alone or with Finn. 
 
    “Now, my dear, what did you want to talk about?”  
 
    “I just wanted to ask who was doing the planning for our joint mating ceremonies and if invitations will go out to my family soon? I want to ensure they get them in time to make it. I miss them.” I try to seem as compliant as possible. I saw my family last night, but I still miss them, so I don’t have to fake that too much. 
 
    “This is what I wanted to discuss with you. I saw how upset you were about missing the holiday with your family, so instead of waiting until Friday, we could move it even sooner to Tuesday on human Christmas.” His voice is pleasant, but I can hear the disgust of celebrating a ‘human’ holiday. Prick. 
 
    “Oh, I’d love that. Will they get the invites in time?” I can only hope Aria will contact me again tomorrow. I know she needed to rest today. That would only give them a day to organize everything for an attack. Will they have enough time? I don’t let my worries bleed into my fake excitement.  
 
    “I could send a guard out this evening to give them the invitation. There will be restrictions. I know your family wasn’t very keen on the idea of this… pairing.” He’s planning on something, but I have no idea what. That’s what I’m supposed to do here, besides finding Finn. Finn was right to tell Tristan to prepare sooner as it looks like things are already set in motion. We need to figure it out. I know Drake doesn’t trust me. Damn him for being smart. 
 
    “They will understand this is my choice. As protective as my family is, they will concede to this mating because it’s what I want.” I look him in the eyes as I say this. I do want this, so I can kill him. I want to free Finn and Saoirse, along with any other supernaturals he has squashed under his rule. 
 
    “Our mating ceremonies will be simple with a light reception after. Since there will be a mixture of supernaturals, we shouldn’t keep them cooped up together for too long. My servants will take care of the planning and invitations, you need not have any worries, my love.” He reaches up and runs a cool finger from my temple to my jaw. If it were Finn, I might have swooned, but Drake is calculating.  
 
    “Drake, so I hear our matings will be sooner. Desperate to get your mate into bed, huh?” Finn holds his cocky smirk, and if I didn’t know any better, he’d seem to be as big of an asshole as Drake, but Finn is a good actor. With Drake as a father, he’d have to be. 
 
    “I wish my mate-to-be was a little more dignified, then I might be more thrilled to bed her, but it’s difficult to get past her whining. Insufferable. I guess I’ll just bind and gag her,” Finn continues, and I can see Drake is about to say something. 
 
    “I know, I know, I’ll still mate with the little witch. Can I be permitted to leave the grounds for a solo bachelor party?” He gives Drake his devilish smirk and wink. 
 
    I roll my eyes and act disgusted, but honestly, I know he’s planning something else besides getting laid.  
 
    “Would you want a bachelor night out as well?” I ask Drake in a voice that sounds a bit too whiney, but once again, I have to keep my role of dutiful mate-to-be. Disgusting. 
 
    “I don’t need a night out like that.” Drake seems almost annoyed as if maybe he wants to but has to be ‘classier.’ No matter how hard he tries, Drake will never have class. 
 
    “You know, now that I think about it, maybe you and your sister should take the invitation to Sophia’s pack with a couple of guards in case they attack.” Now it’s Drake’s turn to smirk. I bet he’s hoping they will attack and kill his son and daughter, but that won’t happen.  
 
    “Really? Should I leave Saoirse there as collateral as well?” Disgust dripping from Finn’s voice. 
 
    “Well, now, I’m impressed you’re thinking like me. That’s exactly what I want. She will be collateral as a sort of peace-keeping.”  
 
    “Ye can’t be serious. Who knows what those dogs would do to her!” Rage spews from Finn, and even I’m taken aback at his vehemence. Drake’s evil smile only seals it. Saoirse will end up staying with my pack. Oh, Finn is damn good. 
 
    “You and Saoirse will deliver the invitation to the Hidden Park Pack and give them your sister as a token of our goodwill. They can bring her back on the day of the ceremony. Now, go fetch her, so I can give her instructions.” Drake’s tone changes as he issues the directive. I can feel the magic of the command. This is what he does when he feels Finn or Saoirse will try to defy him. He issues his dominance, and they have to follow.  
 
    “Fine,” Finn growls, then storms away. 
 
    “They won’t try to hurt anyone at my pack, will they?” I force myself to sound fearful. I know I have to make it seem like I don’t want them to go. Drake may pretend that I can have anything I want, but I know he relishes in any suffering I have. 
 
    “No, he knows better. Hopefully, your pack will be just as magnanimous as I have been with you staying here.” I can almost see him puff up, awaiting his praise. 
 
    “They aren’t nearly as well off as you are. However, they will ensure she’s comfortable.” My family is just as well off, but I know I need to make him feel superior. 
“Perfect, excuse me. I’ll see you for dinner, my dear.” He gives me a peck on the cheek before leaving me to my thoughts. 
 
    I love this garden. When I get back home, I want a garden like this, less snobby but homier. I’m confident now that I’ll make it home. I will not let Drake or his minions hurt me or anyone I care about. That includes Finn and Saoirse. They are going to be a part of my family. I feel him before I hear him. 
 
    “I’m sorry to leave ye, baby.”  
 
    “Be nice to them, tell them I love them.” 
 
    “Do you love me?” 
 
    I turn and look at him. “Before I even met you, I loved you.”  
 
    “I love ye, sweetheart. I’ll have ye again soon.”  
 
    His mouth crushes mine, and I’m quickly lost in his kiss. I can drown in this man. 
 
    “I need to leave before we get caught,” he whispers, nuzzling my neck.  
 
    “Shit,” he whispers, “you have to push and smack me.” We must have both smelled Katrina at the same time. Dammit. 
 
    I push him away and slap him hard, inwardly wincing. 
 
    “Is there no limit to your depravity!” I yell at him and wipe my mouth with disgust. I hate that I had to wipe his kiss away. 
 
    “I’d apologize, but we both know I’m not sorry. I just wanted to get an early start on my bachelor partying.” His signature devilish smirk is in play. He turns and faces Katrina. “Oh, it’s ye. My adoring mate-to-be. Since I have to kiss ye for our ceremony, ye will just have to wait until I make it through all the lasses in town.”  
 
    Finn leaves in a flourish as only he can. Katrina stomps her foot and screams like a toddler, then runs in the opposite direction. I shake my head and smile, turning back to the surrounding garden. That was so worth it. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 10 
 
     
 
    Finn 
 
      
 
    My face is still stinging from Sophia’s slap an hour later as Saoirse and I head to the Hidden Park Pack. It was worth getting hit to get to kiss her goodbye. It’s about an hour-and-a-half drive. I’d enjoy this trip more if Sophia were with us, and Drake’s two guards were not accompanying us. I’m looking forward to meeting Sophia’s family in person. Glad Saoirse is staying, being safer with Sophia’s pack than she will ever be with Drake.  
 
    I didn’t get to hear what Drake commanded her to do while there. I hoped to talk to her before handing her over, but we’re being watched closely by Drake’s guards. I’m observing her, trying to gauge her mood. If he’s forcing her to do something she’s dead set against, she’ll get agitated and nervous. She seems relaxed and happy, so I’m hoping for the best. I know she wants to take out Drake and his followers as much as I do. Unfortunately, neither of us knows who Drake’s allies are, either in our clan or other supernaturals.  
 
    As we drive through the town, I think about Sophia. This is where she grew up, this is her home. I see her name on the door of an office we pass, Dr. Sophia Jennings. She’s away from her patients and her family, and it’s all Drake’s fault. I hate knowing that if he hadn’t taken her, we might have never found each other. I never believed I had a mate out there, especially not a wolf shifter, so I never looked.  
 
    I haven’t forgotten that Drake still assumes I’m going to kill her. It makes me wonder why take her at all. I figure it’s breeding a half-vampire half-wolf shifter. I tighten my fists at the thought of him touching her like that, of anyone touching what’s mine. If he wants to kill her, what is his end game? Who’s he after? Her friend, Aria? All this guessing is pissing me off. I want this bullshit war over, him and all his followers dead. For fifty years, I have just existed, floating through life running away from Drake, convincing myself I was content. I honestly didn’t know happiness until I met Sophia. When I first saw her, I fought the feelings she stirred in me, but how can I fight perfection? That’s what she is—perfect. 
 
    “We’re being stopped,” Jack, guard asshole one, says as we get closer to the pack lands. Saoirse is sitting next to him in the front, and I’m in the back with Devon, guard asshole two. From what I know, these are Drake’s most loyal guards. I can’t wait to kill them.  
 
    “I’ll talk to them.” Saoirse gets out of the car before anyone can say anything, and I follow. “Just wait in the car,” I tell them both, but they don’t listen. Assholes. 
 
    “Stop! Who are you, and what do you want?” the head shifter questions as we approach, so all of us halt our progress. There are four wolves behind him watching.  
 
    “We’re here to speak to Alpha Tristan concerning his sister, Sophia’s mating ceremony,” Saoirse says with confidence as if she knows they won’t fight us. I’d fight us if I were them. 
 
    “One moment,” the shifter says. He doesn’t move but just stares at us with an almost blank look on his face.  
 
    A moment later, he speaks again. “What’s your name?” His question is directed to Saoirse. 
 
    “I’m Saoirse, this is my brother, Finn. These are our father’s guards, Jack and Devon.” Even though he only asked her name, she introduces all of us. I wouldn’t have introduced the jack-hole guards, but she has more manners than I’ll ever have. 
 
    “Alpha would like us to take you to the meeting house. However, you must be blindfolded.” I just nod my head as does my sister, but Jack and Devon tense up. I have heard that shifters can communicate telepathically, but I have never seen it.  
 
    “We’ll not agree to that,” Devon says as if he has some authority. 
 
    “Stay here with the car, boys. Saoirse and I will go.” We don’t need their pathetic asses anyway, even if we were to fight. 
 
    “We have been ordered to stay with you at all times,” Devon announces as if I give a fuck. 
 
    “Be blindfold or don’t and stay. I don’t give a rat’s ass, Devon. We’re going.” Enough of this bullshit. I stand next to Saoirse and look down at her. She’s grinning. The shifter blindfolds us, guides us to a car, and puts us in. I don’t even know if Devon and Jack came. I hope they didn’t, but they probably did because Drake would rip them a new one if they didn’t.  
 
    Before long, they lead us out of the car and into what I assume is a building because of the temperature change. Once our blindfolds are removed, I see we are in a large meeting room. All of Sophia’s brothers are there along with their mates and a few other shifters who I assume are guards. 
 
    “I’m Alpha Tristan, and this is my mate, Londyn. My Betas, Cole and Xavier.” He doesn’t introduce anyone else, and I realize he’s looking behind me, which means Drake’s guards are here. 
 
    “I’m Finn, and this is my sister, Saoirse, and Drake’s guards, Jack and Devon,” I tell him even though he knows who I am. I want him to know that they are Drake’s guards and not to be trusted. Tristan looks at me, and I know he understands not to say too much in front of them. 
 
    “What do we owe the pleasure?” Cole asks with a growl. So, he’s not friendly outside of dreams as well. Good to know. 
 
    “Sophia and Drake’s mating ceremony has been moved up to Tuesday, the twenty-second, so she can have her family around her for Christmas. Drake doesn’t care for holidays,” Saoirse says kindly, and Drake’s guards' huff at her dig at Drake. 
 
    “Drake also wishes me to stay here as a token of goodwill, and I’ll return to Drake’s with you for the ceremony, sort of as a live invitation.” Saoirse’s voice doesn’t change, but I can tell there’s something she has to hold back. I need to let Tristan know not only to protect Saoirse but to protect this pack. Sophia would never forgive us if either Saoirse or I hurt them. 
 
    “That’s very… noble of Drake. We’ll gladly host your stay here with us. Will you all be staying?” Tristan looks at me. 
 
    “No, I’m an escort for my sister because I want to ensure her safety. They are here at Drake’s request to make them feel important,” I say as I wave my hand to the guards. 
 
    “Fuck you, Finn, your father will hear about this,” Jack growls. 
 
    “I’ll tell him myself, ye think I care what ye or he thinks. I care about my sister. Ye feckheads couldn’t protect a sheep from a dog.” I sneer at them, both growling in return.  
 
    “All right, then… Aria, why don’t you take Saoirse to the main house and settle her into one of the guest rooms. My guards will escort you back to your vehicle, and I’d like to escort Finn back,” Tristan announces. 
 
    “Little lass be good. Stay safe.” I give her a side hug, and she smiles at me. 
 
    “We’ll stay with Finn,” Devon tries. 
 
    “Shut yer gob. I must be jammed in the car with ye dumb fecks back. I think I can handle a few turns with the Alpha here.” I walk over to Tristan and am blindfolded, hearing Jack and Devon grumbling the entire time. Dumb asses. I’m guided outside again.  
 
    “You’ll have to feel your way. It’s a truck, so climb up.” I hear Tristan behind me, scrambling in a less-than-graceful manner. 
 
    I hear the door close, then the driver door opens and closes.  
 
    “All right, is your sister here to cause problems?” Tristan rushes out as he starts his truck. 
 
    “Honestly, I don’t know. Drake spoke to her in private. I’m fairly sure he commanded her to do something. What that something is I have no idea? She wouldn’t want to intentionally hurt anyone here, but she will have to follow his commands. Would it be possible for Aria to get it out of her without causing harm?” I ask. If she could pull us in from dreams, who knows what she can do. 
 
    “I’ll see. We won’t hurt your sister, but we’ll keep our eye on her. James said she’s trustworthy, but if she’s being commanded, we have to be careful.” Tristan’s declaration makes me feel better. 
 
    “How is Sophia?” he asks, his voice filled with concern. 
 
    “She’s holding up. She wants this shite over as quickly as possible as do I. I love yer sister, Tristan, and I’ll do everything to protect her. Can ye to protect Saoirse as well, even from herself?” I know I can trust him just as I trust my mate. 
 
    “Of course. We don’t hurt others without cause. Sophia and James trust her, so the rest of my family and I will as well. Just take care of my baby sister. I don’t want to have to kill you,” he threatens, and I laugh without humor. 
 
    “If something happens to her, I’ll end me life me self. Have ye by chance spoken with the Italians yet? I know it may be too soon,” I ask, wondering if he has had time to contact them. 
 
    “I’m awaiting a response for a meeting. Hopefully, they will call soon. The vampire I spoke with seems intrigued at my contacting them. So, I’m encouraged it will be good news. Go ahead and take your blindfold off. Good luck on your drive back, those guards don’t look happy,” Tristan says.              I take my blindfold off and see Jack and Devon with their arms crossed, both pissed. I open the door and hop out. “Ye boys miss me that much? Or were ye hoping for alone time with the Alpha, ye know he’s taken, right?” I ask them with a serious expression on my face. 
 
    “Fuck off, Finn. Your father will not be happy that you were alone with the Alpha,” Devon grumbles.               
 
    “He’s alive, I’m alive. We threatened each other with death, it was a bonding experience. Let’s git back to the castle, so we can update Drake, and I can get away from ye two eejits and start my bachelor party.”  
 
    I climb in the back of the car without another word. What I can’t wait to get back to is my girl. It’s only been a few hours, and I’m already missing her. Soon, I’ll never be apart from her. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 11 
 
      
 
    Sophia 
 
      
 
    Drake is up to something. For once, it worries me that both Saoirse and Finn are away. Whatever he’s planning, none of us are aware of what it is. I have a feeling that tonight his plan will start coming to fruition. At least, Finn will be back soon, I hope. Drake has summoned me to dinner, and as I get into the dining room, I can already tell something is off.  
 
    “Darling, I was beginning to think you got lost.” Drake reaches out his hand, and I cautiously take it. His tone is polite but inflected with irritation. I must have made him wait a whole minute too long. Asshole. For once, Katrina isn’t around, which is my first clue something bad is going to happen. Second, Drake is entirely too happy. That just means someone is going to be in pain. Most likely, me.  
 
    “Here, let’s have a drink while we walk. I want to show you something.” He hands me a glass of champagne as usual with dinner. Who drinks this much champagne who isn’t celebrating something? Then, again, maybe he is. I take a healthy swig because I need it to deal with Drake, plus it’s delicious. Win-win. 
 
    “A surprise for me?” I ask in the happiest tone I can muster. I have a feeling he isn’t buying it. 
 
    “A very delightful surprise, indeed, my dear.” He grips my hand on his arm and directs me down a hall and staircase I have never seen. My creep factor increases tenfold. As he leads me downstairs, I start feeling a little lightheaded.  
 
    “Uhh… hang on. I’m a little dizzy.” I stop when we reach the bottom of the stairs.  
 
    “Let me,” Drake says a moment before he scoops me up into his arms. I want to protest, but I find I can’t think clearly. 
 
    “Pgh meh…” I slur. What did he do to me?  
 
    “That worked swiftly. I need her alive,” I hear Drake say to someone. 
 
    “It’s going to keep her sedated, most likely won’t even knock her out. I used it on her brothers before with a minor change, and they are fine, unfortunately.” Katrina, that evil bitch.              “Yes, well, you should’ve fixed that for me back then. Now that damn pack is stronger. You were supposed to bring me Aria. I have been stuck with this useless shifter,” Drake growls out. 
 
    “You have me, you don’t need Aria. I’m a better witch than she will ever be,” Katrina whines.               
 
    “If you were so wonderful, Aria wouldn’t have been able to destroy your shield, block your attack, or heal her mate. Plus, she’s part shifter. You have been barely useful. I should’ve just kept your parents instead of sending them to that other pack. No matter, that pack will be here soon along with any witches they have been able to wrangle up,” Drake admonishes her.  
 
    He still wants Aria, shit. I need to warn them, but I’m useless.  
 
    “You and that boy shifter watch her and keep her drugged. I need to contact Matteo and deal with Finn,” Drake commands Katrina. Her voice is pathetic as she answers. 
 
    “I get to mate with Finn, right?” She still wants my man, like hell. 
 
    “Stop being pathetic and have some self-respect, witch. I might not even let him live. Saoirse is the only useful child I have because she can carry our future soldiers.” He turns and walks away. I can’t even open my eyes, my head is swimming.  
 
    “I know you can hear me, dog. Aria took my Jonah. When Drake gets her, I’ll kill her. I don’t care who’s mated to her or what Drake wants to do with her.” With that, she leaves, and I’m left alone. I roll to my side, which is the extent of my functioning. I crack my eyes open, and everything is blurry. I can surmise that I’m in a cell of some sort before I need to close my eyes again.  
 
    I’m unaware of how much time passes. People come in and out, but no one else speaks. I feel my mouth being opened, then I’m almost drowned with some liquid. I get the smell of Katrina, then nothing. I doze in and out, struggling between wanting to fall asleep, so I can try to reach Aria and staying awake to figure out how to get out of here. All I have accomplished is moving from my side to my back, then side again. 
 
    Left with my thoughts, my mind races. Is my family okay? Is Finn? He must be freaking out. I don’t know what Drake would’ve told him or if he hurt him. I never thought he’d kill him, but after what he told Katrina, I know he nothing will stop him from getting what he wants, not even his own son. At least, he won’t hurt Saoirse. She’s safe with my family. For now.  
 
    I’m coming out of my drug fog when I hear the door open. I am still unsteady but more coherent than I have been since I haven’t been drugged for some time. I open my eyes and see a very large vampire staring at me. I try to sit up fast, but it’s more of a slow wobble. I’m going to kill that bitch for drugging me and messing with my family. 
 
    “You’re spell-blocked, come with me. No fighting.” He has an accent, not Irish like Finn’s. I’d guess maybe Italian? I stand up slowly only stumbling slightly. The Italian hulk grabs my arm keeping me balanced. I expect him to be rough with me, but he’s much gentler than I imagined his hold would be for his size. He guides me out, and we walk up the stairs Drake previously brought me down. He leads me into what I’m guessing is the ballroom Drake had his party in. 
 
    Drake is here along with Katrina, another woman I can smell is a witch, two of Drake’s guards, and two other vampires I don’t recognize but would guess they are with the Italian hulk.  
 
    “As promised to Matteo, Sophia Jennings of the Hidden Park Pack. He knows where my daughter is and can collect her at any time,” Drake says smoothly, addressing the Italian hulk. He’s giving Saoirse and me to this clan? What the hell is he doing? 
 
    “Mr. Donati will hold up his end of the deal. These two guards will stay until all battles are over,” Italian hulk responds emotionless. What battles, my pack? Finn? Saoirse? Where are they? I’m looking at everyone almost completely out of my drugged haze, and I feel frantic, weak, and angry. This asshole needs to be destroyed. 
 
    “Would you like me to drug her before you travel? She looks like she might be a bit feisty.” Katrina sneers at me, and I lunge for her before I can even consciously think about it. However, I’m held back firmly. My calm, polite façade is gone. I have no reason to pretend anything anymore if I’m being traded to another clan. 
 
    “I promise, bitch, you’ll die soon,” I growl at her, a flicker of fear crosses her features before her face settles into her typical resting bitch facade.  
 
    “Your family will be dead, and you’ll be nothing more than a blood whore. You can’t touch me.” I lunge again for her, but I’m held fast by Italian hulk. 
 
    “I hope you’re not insinuating that we have to call our donors this name, blood whore? That’s insulting to my clan, and I’d hope to your Master Drake’s clan.” The Italian hulk sneers at Katrina then turns to Drake. “Deal with that, or Matteo, and I will.” I feel about half a percent better going with Italian hulk than staying with Drake. However, I’m disappointed I’ll not be the one to deal with Katrina.  
 
    Drake gives Katrina a withering look, and she visibly shrinks into herself. I smirk, way too happy that she’s digging herself in a deeper grave. I don’t know if Drake will punish her, but I’m hoping maybe Finn will be able to if he and my family are okay. 
 
    Italian hulk, I need to find out his name, nods to the other witch, and she does some chanting and waving her hands, and a golden-glow hole manifest beside her. I see Katrina’s eyes widen, and Italian hulk pulls me towards the glow, and I resist.  
 
    “It’s a portal to our home, you walk through, or I’ll push you through,” he demands, and I swallow nervously. I guess if I’m going to go through a glowing portal of death, it should be on my terms. It’s that or stay with Drake, so glowing death portal it is.  
 
    “Burn in hell, Drake, and take your witch bitch with you. You do not understand the misery you’re unleashing going against my pack and the Elemental witches.” With that parting goodbye, I walk through the portal with Italian hulk behind me. I close my eyes as I walk through waiting for the worst. I feel a tap on my shoulder and open my eyes to a beautiful modern home. 
 
    “I’m Marco, and this is our family guide, Isabella. Matteo is our clan leader, and this is his home.” Well, Italian hulk has a name. I look around and take in the house, a mansion more like it. Larger than our packhouse. We’re in what I’d guess is a foyer with huge vaulted ceilings and two staircases going to each wing of the building. Unreal. 
 
    “Where are we? Like what state?” I ask Marco, wondering whether he will tell me or if they keep it a secret like it was at Drake’s. 
 
    “Milan.”  
 
    “What state? I think there are like three Milans in the US.” Curious how far we traveled through that portal. 
 
    “Italy.”  
 
    “We’re in Italy?” I almost shriek. I’m not even in the US. Will I ever see my family or Finn again? I have always wanted to come to Italy, maybe not as a hostage, but at least I can say I was here before I die. 
 
    Marco almost smiles, I think, just a twitch of his lips. “Come, there’s much to discuss. Matteo is waiting for you.”  He walks past the dual staircase with Isabella at his side. They aren’t dragging or forcing me, but I follow, anyway. I’m brought to what looks like a huge library/office. There are books up to the ceiling with a ladder that can be rolled around the room. I feel like I’m in the Beauty and the Beast cartoon. This is gorgeous. Seated behind an enormous desk is an exceptionally large vampire. Found the beast. Are all Italian vampires this big? 
 
    “Ciao, Sophia. I’m Matteo Donati. Per favore <please>, sit, sit.”  He’s friendly and polite, so I sit down on a huge leather sofa, curious about his demeanor. 
 
    “Tell me, Miss Sophia, how well do you know Miss Saoirse,” he asks eagerly. I look him over, and if I weren’t so in love with Finn, I might be attracted to him. He has black wavy hair and mischievous hazel eyes with a sculptured jaw and full lips.  
 
    “Not very, I wasn’t allowed to converse with her often. However, she’s sweet and kind,” I respond honestly. 
 
    “Si, I have heard that as well. I understand that she’s with your family, the Hidden Park Pack. That stronzo <asshole>, Drake, thought to use her for his gain. What he didn’t know was she is my compagno, my mate. He has been trying to gain favor with us to take out your family and rule over your country’s supernaturals. I agreed that when I find his daughter, I would keep her as mine. He doesn’t know that I don’t approve of how he treats women, especially la mia donna <my woman>. I was going to contact your family to gain their assistance. However, they contacted me first. They heard that I was aligning my clan with Drake. I have told them of my plan, and they have mi compagno <my mate/partner> safe. I have yet to meet my Saoirse or talk to her, but we’ll be taking out Drake and hope to bring my Principessa <princess> home. What you do with his factions, I care not.” Matteo finishes his speech, and I’m trying to catch up with all the information he just gave me. 
 
    “Sounds great to me. I’m sure Saoirse will be interested in meeting you. Her brother, Finn, is my mate, and they both want Drake gone,” I tell him excitedly. We all may get what we want. 
 
    “Eccellente <excellent>! What’s the saying?  We have ourselves a deal!” He smiles at me, and I smile back just as happy. Yes, we do.  
 
    “You have been in contact with my family? Will you remove this block, so I can contact them?” I don’t want to push my luck, but I feel I can trust this man. 
 
    “Oh, forgive me. Isa, can you do that, per favore <please>?” Matteo asks the witch. 
 
    At least, I was right about one thing—that bastard Drake is going to hell, and I’m going to be there to send him there. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 12 
 
      
 
    Finn 
 
      
 
    The minute I walked into the castle, something felt off. I couldn’t feel Sophia anywhere, and her scent, which I used to follow her, is weak. As if she was here but has been gone for at least a few hours. I wasn’t gone that long—four hours, tops. Stalking around the castle, I try to find a stronger scent, but it’s either gone or faint. She isn’t here! I want to lash out at Drake and demand to know where she is, but I have to hold my rage for now. It’s hanging on by a thread. 
 
    “Master Finn, you’re back! I was just about to head to the dining hall for dinner with Master Drake. Come on, it will delight him that you’re back so soon!” Katrina squeals, entirely too happy. That only adds to my uneasy feeling. She tucks her hand in the crook of my arm and pulls me along. I follow along dutifully, barely withholding the cringe of disgust at her touch.  
 
    “Finn, that was a quick trip! I thought you were staying out to party your bachelorhood!” Drake is boisterous, and Sophia isn’t with him either.  
 
    “Yes, well, I’d have if ye didn’t send yer two fecking eejit guards. I would not enjoy anything with them ‘round.” My anger is rising being in his presence and not knowing where my girl’s at.  
 
    “Well, Devon and Jack told me you spent a little alone time with Alpha Tristan. What did you discuss?” Drake’s trying to make me feel as if I’m a disobedient child, and he caught me stealing cookies. Fuck him. 
 
    “He threatened that if anything were to happen to his sister while she was here, he’d ensure to destroy Saoirse, and I threatened that if he touched my sister, I’d annihilate his entire pack.” It isn’t hard to sound serious because if anything were to happen to my sister or my mate, I’ll crush whoever caused them pain.  
 
    Surprisingly, there’s an emotion that passes over his face quickly before Drake settles into his signature I-am-better-than-you look. Then, he lets out a laugh. He never laughs. I feel my stomach drop. If he’s laughing, if he is happy, others are suffering. I look at him, then Katrina, who’s smiling coyly at me as if she has a secret as well. I’m going to lose it if they hurt Sophia. 
 
    “Where’s your doting mate-to-be?” I ask with cool indifference. I’m ready to rip his throat out. 
 
    “Well, our mating will not be happening, unfortunately. Don’t worry, some of my delightful friends will collect Saoirse from Hidden Park soon.” Drake takes a drink of his blood wine, smiling. 
 
    “Why the feck did ye have Saoirse and me waste our time on the trip there if she’s going to be brought right back? Why issue them an invitation if ye are canceling the ceremony?” I’m pissed and confused. Where the fuck was my mate? 
 
    “Finn, let’s stop with the pretense. I would never mate with that dog. I need a powerful witch by my side. Katrina here is good for you, but I want that half-breed, Aria. You and your sister have been useless. Well, you have been. I have found a use for your sister. If you mate with Katrina here, we can get some witch blood mixed in our heirs. If not, then you’re worthless, and I’ll destroy you at my earliest convenience.” 
 
    Rage boils up in me. I’m going to kill him. He hasn’t mentioned where Sophia is. No way in hell am I touching that vile bitch, Katrina.  
 
    “I dunna know wha’ the feck ye did, but I’m gonna get my sister back, and I’m going to unleash the entire Hidden Park Pack on ye. I’ll tell them ye hurt Sophia or even killed her. No matter what ye did to her.” I stand up and throw my glass into the wall. 
 
    “Before you attempt to run off and start this war prematurely, you should know something. I know Sophia’s your mate. I knew before I even brought her here. Katrina’s family aren’t the only witches around. There are others who have visions.” His smug smile stops me in my tracks. What did he do to my girl? 
 
    “Where is she?” I growl at him. My fangs elongate, and I feel blood lust like never before. This isn’t a yearning of hunger, this is a desire of death, his entire demise. 
 
    “Settle down, boy. She’s alive as far as I know.” His chuckle only incites my rage further. 
 
    “You’ll do nothing. Sophia’s… hosts aren’t as kind as me. One call and they will end her. Now, you can choose to run to Hidden Park and alert the Alpha that a battle is coming to his front door. In turn, your darling mate will be killed instantly, and so will your sister, or you can bide your time. Once Sophia’s pack is eliminated, your sister will be safe as will your mate. All you need to do is protect our home here, with me, should any straggler fighters make it here. I won’t even make you mate this child.” He finishes waving his hand at Katrina, who looks crestfallen. I’m shaking with rage. Drake is casually drinking his blood wine. I want to kill him. They know where Sophia is, and that’s the only reason I’m not attacking either of them right now. 
 
    “If ye tell me where Sophia is, I’ll protect the castle.” I need to know she’s safe, but I won’t protect shit. 
 
    “I don’t need you, Finn, Therefore, I don’t need to tell you anything. As much as I don’t wish to, I can replace you and Saoirse. I can keep our lineage going and mate with as many other creatures as I desire. It takes more time to build up my family again, but I’ll do it. I’m nowhere near the end of my life. I can procreate and have a dozen children to carry on. However, I have been selective of who will bear my children. Your and your sister’s mothers were exceptionally powerful women. I wanted that strength in our family. But I can see even with formidable women, my offspring are pathetic and weak. No matter, I’ll not let you or your sister ruin my kingdom.” He stands up and crosses the room to face me nose to nose. 
 
    “Confine yourself to your room, do not speak to anyone or leave until I say,” Drake is commanding me, compelling me. My body wants to listen to him, but my mind is on Sophia and Saoirse. I can’t be put under his compulsion, I won’t.  
 
    “Confine yourself to your room!” he yells with more strength in his order, and my body is betraying me, slowly moving away from him. I’m fighting, but the compulsion is too strong. I need my mate to give me the strength to fight him. I need my Sophia. 
 
    “Once he’s in his room, ward it so that no one may enter or exit. Don’t disappoint me.” Drake’s threatening demeanor isn’t lost on Katrina. I’d feel sorry for her, but she’s just as despicable as he is. 
 
    I fight for control the entire time my body takes me to my room. So many times, Drake has done this to me—command, control, and compel me. Never have I been able to fight it, but I haven’t ever tried. For a slight moment, I can resist him, but he uses all his force behind his last command. I give up fighting and just go to my room willfully. I need to think, anyway, need to make some sort of plan. Saoirse is far enough away that I don’t have to worry for now. Disappointed in myself, here I’m failing my mate, my love, and my life along with my sister.  
 
    Entering my room, Katrina follows me. She comes up to me and wraps her arms around my neck a second before I push her away, then wrap my hand around her throat, squeezing it.  
 
    “I’m compelled to be in thi’ room, I am not deranged. Dunna think you can ever touch me,” I growl at her, squeezing tighter, cutting off her air supply. I want to kill her, but I hope I can get her to talk. 
 
    “Tell me where Sophia is, and I won hav’ to kill you,” I hiss at her. How she thinks I’d ever want her after everything, I have no clue. 
 
    “I… be mine… then… I tell you,” she gasps through my hold. 
 
    “You’re pathetic and useless.” Just as I’m about to snap her neck, she magics herself away from me and outside my door where I can’t go. Fecking cunt. 
 
    “I’ll look forward to seein’ ye kill’. Ye think ye will survive dis war? Ye are weak, pitiful, an’ expendable. I jus’ ‘ope I can be there to watch ye burn.” I spit at her through the doorway as she’s leaning over trying to catch her breath. The bruising around her neck gives me a small satisfaction. There’s fear in her eyes, though she tries to hide it. She knows she will die. She does her magic frantically, the door slams shut and glows green for a moment, then it stops.  
 
    I’m trapped. I should be rescuing my girl or my sister. I should be with her pack planning to fight Drake and whoever his allies may be. Being confined is going to drive me mad. I’m left with my thoughts and they all center on Sophia and Saoirse.  
 
    Sophia’s and my one night together will not be our last. That arsehole knew the entire time. I should’ve marked her and her me. We’d be stronger bonded. How long did he know my mate was out there? How long did he plan to use her? It makes me sick that I spent so much time and energy hating Drake, avoiding this area to be away from him, and in turn, I had kept myself from my other half. 
 
    I have yet to live, and they may take away my entire reason for living from me. Sophia and Saoirse are both strong women. I know they will fight, and I hate that I can’t be there for them, with them. I’m trapped in this godawful room. 
 
    Where would he send her? I honestly believe Saoirse is safe. But Sophia, she could be anywhere. Hell, he could’ve given her to… son of a bitch. The fecking Italian Court. Of course, he would. They are the fiercest, scariest, and oldest around. It has been hinted they are born vampires but have yet publicly claimed so. Drake threatened to sell Saoirse off to them, which he most likely already did. I know his deranged mind, he gave them my sister and my mate. He wants to be aligned with them. He wants their power and support, so he can take over here in the States.  
 
    No one messes with Matteo Donati. Matteo is around my age, young for a vampire, but he has built his empire like no other. He took over for his father, who no longer wished to be a part of the politics of our race. Dominic Donati, Matteo’s father, was known as a quiet and peaceful leader hundreds of years old. He was alive when Drake’s father was around. Drake killed his father to be in power. However, Dominic’s son is known to be ruthless.  
 
    Tristan is going to hear from them soon. Will they tell him they have his sister? Will he trade Saoirse for Sophia?  
 
    My biggest worry is if Matteo backs Drake, Drake will be unstoppable. 
 
    

  

 
  
   Chapter 13 
 
      
 
    Sophia 
 
      
 
    Tomorrow is Christmas, and instead of celebrating with my family, we’re going to be fighting. If we can take out Drake, and I can be with Finn, it would be the best present, but along with combat comes pain and death, and some of my pack could be hurt or killed.  
 
    Matteo had a preliminary talk with Tristan on the phone. We’re getting ready to portal over to my pack. Isabella could only transport a few people at a time, so we had to do this in stages. Matteo and his second, Marco, are contacting their clan and allies preparing to go Stateside for ‘war.’ However, Matteo isn’t worried about casualties. He’s confident this will be an easy takeover and assassination. I let them handle their business and seek out Isabella. 
 
    I find her in a massive sitting room reading a book. She’s relaxed without a care in the world. I walk in and sit across from her in a plush sofa.  
 
    “Can we talk?” I’m hoping to find out how trustworthy Matteo is, and if I should worry about the safety of my family, Finn, and Saoirse. 
 
    “Of course!” Isabella puts down her book and faces me.  
 
    “What’s it like working for Matteo?” I want to see if she will be honest, hoping I can read her emotions. 
 
    “Matteo is a wonderful leader as was his father. My mother was Dominic Donati’s witch guide and eventually his mate. When he came upon our coven, our leader, Andre, was like your Drake. Power-hungry and evil.” Her voice drops, emotional and angry. 
 
    “He’s not my Drake. His son, Finn, is mine,” I respond with a little anger. 
 
    “I’m sorry. No one would want to claim that bastardo <bastard>.” Isabella doesn’t seem offended or put off by my anger. 
 
    “As I was saying, Andre, our coven leader, was an evil man. He raped many of our women to produce his heirs. I resulted from one of those rapes. Andre coveted any sons born and discarded us, females. He wanted to build an army of powerful witches. We were a strong coven like your Aria’s family. Like her, I’m an Essence witch, not related but with the same powers. Andre wanted more, always more. Like Drake, he wanted to mix vampires in with us and contacted Dominic to form an alliance. Dominic agreed to meet with him for curiosity’s sake. When he came to our coven, he listened to Andre’s plan and watched how he treated his coven. Dominic agreed and took my mother, me, and a few other females and their daughters. What Andre didn’t know was that Dominic fell in love with my mother. Matteo was still very young… his mother and Dominic had an arranged mating. After Matteo was born, she found her true mate and left to be with him. She still kept in contact with Matteo, and she and Dominic parted amicably.” I’m enthralled with the story of this family. I haven’t heard of the vampire tales or families until I was with Drake.  
 
    “My mother and Dominic had a strong mating. The witches Dominic brought with him, he freed. He helped them secure homes in his community and never forced them to do anything they didn’t want to. My mother could no longer carry children because of the abuse she suffered from Andre, but she and Dominic’s love never faltered. Many years later, Andre contacted Dominic for another meeting to collect the offspring Dominic was supposed to have created for him, the hybrids. Since Dominic never did as promised, there was no one for him to turn over to Andre. 
 
    “Matteo was then in his twenties. Matteo, along with many other clan members, attacked Andre and our old coven. He was ruthless in his killing of the men who treated our women badly. There were other vampires, shifters, and witches in our region that were doing the same as Andre. Evil men and women who were power-hungry. Matteo destroyed all of those who had sinister agendas. He became known as a ruthless killer who would destroy any family that crossed him. What no one knew was he was destroying bad covens. He kept his reputation as a malicious conqueror, so he could find those like Drake and take them out.  
 
    “Dominic turned over the ruling to Matteo because he wanted to spend more time with Angelica, my mother. They are still together and live in a small farmhouse in the country. My mother has aged slower since she bonded with Dominic, but I know when she passes, Dominic will soon follow. I grew up with Matteo, and our parents hoped we’d form a bond, but he has always been like a brother to me.  
 
    “My mother sometimes gets visions as I hear your Aria does. She saw Matteo’s mate, Miss Saoirse. He has been trying to be patient due to her age. He knew Drake would eventually contact him for an alliance. When he heard of how Drake has treated his mates, it was hard for him not to go there immediately and kill him. Drake was insistent on taking out your pack. Matteo has heard how your brother leads. He’s impressed and has the greatest respect for your pack.  
 
    “Matteo told Drake to send his mate to your pack as he knew they would protect her. Matteo told Drake that once she was there, he’d attack the pack and destroy them, then retrieve Miss Saoirse and return her to Drake, giving him one last chance to be honorable. Drake told him he could keep Saoirse as payment and do what he wished to her. You can imagine Matteo’s reaction to that. It took every ounce of his control not to go straight to Drake and kill him. Matteo is working with your pack, so Drake and his allies are the only ones being attacked.”  
 
    I was pleasantly shocked. Here was this ruthless vampire that I assume many others feared, but he was nothing more than an avenging angel set to rid the world of evil and corrupt supernaturals. Finn is going to be so stunned. I’m still dazed from all the information when I feel a squeeze on my hand. 
 
    “We’ll ensure your mate is safe as long as he’s nothing like his father.” I want to argue that Finn is nothing like Drake, but it will be pointless. They will see it for themselves. 
 
    “Come, we’re preparing to leave.” She pulls my hand, and I look at her, confused. How does she know everyone is ready? 
 
    “Marco is my mate, we can communicate telepathically. Your kind does that with family, no?” She just keeps throwing shock after shock.  
 
    “Uh, yeah.” I just shake my head. Aria would love this girl. 
 
    “Let’s go get Mr. Donati and your mate, then destroy that vile man, Drake. That sounds fun, no?” Isabella says with a laugh. I just shake my head and laugh with her. 
 
    “Yes, that sounds fantastic!” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 14 
 
      
 
    Finn 
 
      
 
    I’ve tried to leave my room, but the compulsion and the spell that cunt put on my room has me trapped. Furious does not even come close to the rage I’m feeling. I don’t know what’s going on, how my girl or my sister is. Do the Italians have them both? Are they being hurt? I have never felt so fucking weak and useless in my life.  
 
    I’m pacing as usual when I hear yelling, screaming, and gunshots? What the fuck? I start toward the door when it explodes inward. I duck, barely missing getting hit with debris. Sophia’s friend, Aria, is there a moment later. 
 
    “You’re late to the party.” She turns and runs with her three mates surrounding her. I recover from the shock and pursue. The castle is in absolute chaos. Wolves, vampires, and witches are in every hall and room battling it out. I see many of Drake’s clan getting the beat down of their lives, but I’m too busy searching for Sophia or Saoirse to enjoy the slaughter. I see Katrina wielding her magic at a couple of wolves. 
 
    “That bitch is mine,” Aria growls a second before she shifts in a flutter of clothes and purple glow. She’s charging at Katrina with two of her mates in wolf form and the other wielding some crazy green glowy magic at anyone in their way. I’m still searching for Sophia when I catch a glimpse of Drake taking off down a corridor. I follow, leaving Katrina’s blood-curdling screams behind me. It disappoints a small part of me I didn’t get to see her ripped to shreds, but Drake is my target. 
 
    Deep into the castle, I follow him to where there’s little to no fighting. For a moment, I think I have lost him, but then I feel and smell him close. 
 
    “I knew you would follow me, son. You think I don’t know they were going to get you out of your room. You’re so predictable. That’s what happens when you succumb to feelings. You become weak. You’re looking for your sister and your mate, yes?” I want to wipe that smug smile off his face. 
 
    “They are fighting together against my clan. They joined to try to defeat me, and you were going to help them, weren’t you?” What did he do to them?  
 
    “Come.” He turns, and I follow because I know he will bring me to my girl. We walk into a room with a huge motherfucker holding onto both Sophia and Saoirse’s arms. I growl and start to lunge when Drake commands me, “Stop!” 
 
    I’m stuck in place, my fangs out and ready to rip that guy’s head off. I only wish I could rip Drake’s head off. 
 
    “Mr. Donati will be here shortly,” the giant tells Drake. Mr. Donati, the fucking Italian vampires. 
 
    “I know you know who that is, Finn. The fighting wasn’t supposed to come here. However, Matteo Donati is on my side, and his clan will annihilate every single one of my enemies who have come here to take me out, including you.” Drake’s words drip with power and hate. I had a feeling Matteo was on his side, but I can’t fathom what that will mean. Sophia’s pack will be killed, and what will he do to her or Saoirse? I finally look into Sophia’s eyes, and I see no fear. Nothing but love for me. I look at my sister scared to see fear or anger there, and I see excitement? What the fuck? 
 
    Drake pulls Sophia in front of him, and then I see the flicker of fear in her eyes. She feels safer with the Italian giant. That confuses and pisses me off that Drake is not only touching her but is causing her fear.               
 
    “She smells delicious. Have you tasted her blood?” Drake’s fangs elongate and graze Sophia’s neck. 
 
    “Drake, I thought that one was mine as well,” a sharp accented voice cuts through, stopping Drake before he can bite her.  
 
    “Yes, well, you were to take care of the Hidden Park Pack on their lands and not bring them here. So, I’ll take this treat back,” Drake growls out and pulls Sophia against him. 
 
    “They were already on their way here when my clan arrived. No matter, everyone is being taken care of.” Matteo turns toward Saoirse, his large body blocking Drake’s view of my sister. I see no fear in her face, just awe and love? What the ever-loving shit is going on! 
 
    “Bella Donna <beautiful woman>,” he whispers almost too quiet for any of us to hear, but we do. 
 
    “You can keep my daughter as originally agreed. Perhaps you can teach that useless whore some manners. However, due to the change of venue for this battle, I’m keeping this one. I can torture my son with her death.” Drake looks at me with a smug satisfaction as I glance over at Matteo, who’s livid.  
 
    “Let me explain something to you, stronzo <asshole>. Saoirse has always been mine, just as Sophia is your son’s. Get your mani sporche <dirty hands> off your son’s mate,” Matteo growls at him. It takes a second for it to click. Shite. Matteo is Saoirse’s mate.  
 
    “You can leave now, Matteo, this whore is mine.” Drake sinks his teeth into Sophia’s neck. Not even a second passes, and I attack Drake. No compulsion will stop me from killing him.  
 
    I have Drake pinned to the wall behind him, my nails digging into his throat. “Release me,” Drake commands, rasping. I laugh in his face. 
 
    “You no longer have control over me. You broke that bond when you attacked my mate. You’ll die by the hand of your own blood,” I growl into his face. 
 
    “Scusami <I’m sorry>. Mr. Finn, may I also partake in his demise? I feel the need to honor my mate,” Matteo asks politely. Drake’s face visibly pales.  
 
    With only a slight nod, Matteo and I work simultaneously to decapitate Drake, his blood sprays out coating both our faces. I hear twin gasps from behind us. 
 
    “Gross, Finn, now Sophia and I won’t touch either of you,” Saoirse says jokingly. 
 
    I rip off my shirt and wipe my face. Sophia’s eyes glint with lust as she checks out my naked torso. 
 
    “Speak for yourself, I’m not keeping my hands off him,” Sophia murmurs a second before she throws herself in my arms. 
 
    “I love you!” She gets out just before my mouth crashes into her, showing her how much I love her in one kiss. 
 
    “You’re my everything, mo grá <my love>,” I whisper to her in Irish. “I’m sorry I didn’t move fast enough, and he tasted you, even for a moment.” I lean down and lick the small tears in her neck, soothing and healing them. 
 
    I hear voices behind me, so lost in my love’s eyes, I forgot my sister was there with Matteo, her mate. I turn around quickly, realizing she will be mated to a monster. 
 
    Matteo has with his arms wrapped around Saoirse, looking down at her murmuring words to her. Her face is alight with absolute joy. His giant guard is holding another witch, and Aria is here covered in blood with her three mates.  
 
    “Thank ye for helpin’ me mate and her family as well as my sister.” I want to tell him to get away from my sister, but I can’t insult the man who helped take Drake down. 
 
    “We need no thanks. We’re all famiglia <family> now,” Matteo says as he kisses Saoirse on the temple. 
 
    I look into Saoirse’s eyes and see happiness and love that has been missing her entire life, but I still have to ask, “This man is who you want, deirfiúr <sister>?” I ask her in Irish. 
 
    Saoirse looks at me with only mild irritation because she knows I’ll always be protective of her. 
 
    “With all that I am.”  
 
    I nod my head and look down at Sophia. “Yes, with all that I am.” I lean down and kiss my mate. 
 
    “Soph, can you please stop sucking face, so your brothers and I can hug you. We barely got you back, and then you took off as soon as we got here. You scared the shit out of us!” Aria gripes at her, and Sophia pulls away from me to go to her family. 
 
    I give Aria an irritated growl for pulling her away from me, and her mates puff up. “Oye, like ye all aren’t the same with yer lass.”  
 
    They look at each and then at Aria and relax. One twin smirks. “Yeah, we can relate.” 
 
    Sophia is hugging Aria, then her brothers, reassuring them of her well-being. I step over to my sister and her mate.               
 
    “So ye are the famous Matteo Donati?” I ask, hoping not to offend him, and he laughs. 
 
    “Si, you would enjoy the story as I heard your mate did when Isabella here told her. I swear to you I’ll protect, love, and cherish your sister. She is my greatest tesoro <treasure>. I will ensure she’s treated as such.” Matteo claps me on the shoulder, and I hold out my hand to him. 
 
    “I expect nothing less. Welcome to the family.” He shakes my hand with vigor, then Saoirse jumps into my arms for a hug. 
 
    “We get our happy ever after, Finny.” I squeeze her. 
 
    “Ye deserve nothing less, lass. Love ye.” She hugs me tight. 
 
    “Love you. She’s good for you. You deserve all the happiness.”  
 
    I look over to my girl and smile. I may not deserve her, but I’m going to spend my life ensuring she is loved and hope to be worthy of her. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter 15 
 
      
 
    Sophia 
 
      
 
    What I can only describe as a tumultuous romance, Saoirse is off to Italy with Matteo and his clan. Finn, I can tell he is struggling a bit with letting his sister go, but since they haven’t lived together in a while, it’s easier, especially after he learned of Matteo and his family’s history. He knows Saoirse will be taken excellent care of.  
 
    We’re left with a mess of bodies and blood in the castle that is now under Finn’s command, much to his displeasure. He never saw himself as a leader, and now he only wants to get me alone and naked, which I’m all for. However, I know he needs to step into his leadership role. 
 
    “I don’t even like these feckers, why should I rule them?” he says, whining again. 
 
    “Finn, this is your home, your people need a leader, they need someone to guide them. We know your father…” He growls at that. “We know Drake didn’t lead, he ordered.” He hates when anyone calls Drake his father, which I can understand. All the vampires Drake sired now fall to Finn. We eliminated those who held loyalty to Drake—it was fun and bloody. Everyone else, we’ll have to see how they will fare. Finn doesn’t want to turn anyone against their will or force anyone into slavery under him. He discovered that Drake turned many people and then left them to fend for themselves. We’re working with Matteo’s clan to help organize cities and ensure that a rule such as Drake’s will never come to power again. Finn tried to get Matteo to take over, but he declined, saying he needs to be home with his mate. He’s helping Finn a lot with leadership but more so in guiding him and not taking over. 
 
    Aria, the twins, and Jonah are taking over for the Elemental Coven. Isabella and Aria are becoming fast friends as well since Aria learned they are both the same type of witch, which were becoming extinct because of men like Damien and Drake. However, together, they are bringing many witches closer and out of the shadows to work with both shifters and vampires.  
 
    “My home is anywhere ye are. I don’t want to live in this castle, love. I’d like a home just for our family. I plan to have ye pregnant soon.” Finn is nuzzling my neck, his erection pressing hard into my thigh as we’re trying to talk about what our next move is. 
 
    “Well, how about we build a house somewhere between here and Hidden Park, that way I can still work at my practice there, and you can check on your clan here? We can have this as a supernatural hotel. Those who may be new to our world or lost their families may need training or guidance. Not just vampires but witches and shifters. It could be the main house for the US vampire clan but also for wayward souls.” I had thought a lot about what we’d do with this castle because, like him, I want our own home, and I don’t want to live here, plus it’s way too large for us.  
 
    “This is why ye are me mate, you have the brains.” He gives me a slow, deep, and sensual kiss that has me melting. 
 
    “Now, lass, we ‘ave hosted yer family and Matteo’s for a few days. Everyone has left, and we’ve made our future plans. Enough talking, we have yet to be fully mated. No more teasing, lass. I’m ready to claim, mark, and lick every part of yer delectable body.” His voice is pitched low and deep, resonating deep into my core.  
 
    “Well, my sexy Irishman, what are you going to do about that?” I nip his ear and kiss down his neck. 
 
    “Woman…” he growls, then lifts me to his waist, and I wrap myself around him. Before I know it, we’re in his large bedroom, my back slammed against the door, and he’s devouring my mouth. 
 
    “I’ve wanted ye more and more since our one time together. It has been torture staying away. I can’t do it anymore. Yer mine. I need everyone to know it.” Finn kisses me with abandon, rips my shirt off me, the fabric biting into my skin painfully for a moment, then his mouth covers my nipple filling me with pure pleasure. I drop my legs from around his waist and rip his shirt off in the same fashion he did mine, and a small hiss escapes his lips. 
 
    “Git yer pants off before I rip those,” he growls at me as he shoves his jeans down, leaving him gloriously naked, his hard cock pointing at me as if reaching for me. I’m out of my pants and underwear in record time. 
 
    “Feck, yer gorgeous, lass. Yer mine, ye hear me. Mine.” He doesn’t give me a chance to respond as he slams his mouth to mine. I climb his body, needing to feel him over every inch of me.  
 
    “I need you, baby,” I whisper. He grabs my ass firmly pulling me up around him once more. I’m grinding against his hard length trying to get it in me.  
 
    “Yer going to make me come before we ever get started, love. I need ye, but first, I’m going to taste every inch of ye. I’ll satisfy yer ever’ need.” He drops me on the bed before I can even grab for him again, dives between my thighs, and locks his mouth on my aching clit.  
 
    “Oh, fuck, baby.” Gripping his hair as I grind my wet core against his mouth, he plunges his fingers deep in me as he coaxes an orgasm rapidly out of me.  
 
    “I’ll never get enough of yer sticky honey, love. I’ve waited too damn long for ye. It’s time to make you mine.” Finn slams deep into me in one hard thrust. I nearly pass out from the pleasure. 
 
    “Jeesuz, I nearly came already, lass. Please don’t think poorly of me if I don’ last long. I swear to ye I won’t stop until ye are thoroughly satisfied,” Finn mumbles into me, holding himself still. 
 
    “I’m already satisfied, Finn, but if you don’t fuck me now, I’ll force you to watch me make myself come and not get to touch me,” I moan into his ear. 
 
    “Watch it, girl.” He pulls out and slams into me again, swirling his hips eliciting a moan from both of us.  
 
    “Never deny yer body from me.” He pulls out and slides in again slowly, this time not stopping with his thrusts. 
 
    “Never. Damn, you feel so good.” I dig my heels into his thighs and ass pulling him deeper into me as I meet him thrust for thrust. 
 
    “That’s it, love, come for me. I love ye, lass, so fecking much.” His words and body cause me to ignite. I feel his love and ours as I reach my peak. I scream out as I fall over the ledge of blissfulness and latch onto his throat, marking him as my mate, clicking my connection to him in place, our tie pulling us deeper into each other. 
 
    “Holy fecking shite!” Finn grunts as I feel him throb inside me, filling me with his seed. He nuzzles and bites in my vein causing me to come again as he drinks from me, tasting and connecting himself to me. 
 
    “Oh my, yes, fuck, yes!” I scream as he ties me to him, now marking me as his. Our bond, love, and future binding into place as we are meant to be. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter 16 
 
      
 
    Finn 
 
      
 
    Quite a few things utterly amaze me. First, is how I can’t get enough of my mate—her presence, her love, and her fucking body. I swear I’m like a wee lad who discovers his first nudie magazine. However, she’s just as randy with me so that evens things out. Second, is how happy I am. Not just happy for not being under the rule of my bastard father but just happy to have a proper family.               
 
    Since war ruined Christmas, we celebrated on New Year’s Eve along with Sophia’s twenty-third birthday. We spent her actual birthday in bed, where I asked her to marry me, which she enthusiastically accepted.  
 
    There are still many of her pack members who are leery of befriending vampires, but only time will tell how we’ll all transition to being a more cohesive group.                
 
    The last amazing thing is Saoirse’s and my relationship. We have never been close, we love each other, and I was fiercely protective of her, but we didn’t talk often. With Drake gone, we talk or text every single day. She’s so happy and in love, as I am. For the first time in our lives, we have a genuine family—she has Matteo and his family as well as Sophia’s family and me. To top it all off, we’re all having one huge wedding in the Spring—it seems Matteo didn’t wait to pop the question either. I don’t want to think about him doing all the things I’m doing to Sophia to Saoirse, but I’m glad they are happy. 
 
    Sophia’s brother, Tristan, and his mate originally planned their wedding for May. Then the rest of the family found their mates, and we all piggybacked on their wedding and decided to do it all together. Aria won’t even have graduated from high school, but they will marry her to her three mates, who proposed together tonight. I was all for tying Sophia to me in every way possible. 
 
    I’m watching my girl while she talks to Aria and her other friend, Dillan, while we’re visiting their packhouse. I can’t get over how stunning she is, and she’s all mine. She must feel me looking at her because she turns her head and locks eyes with me. The same heat and love I know in my eyes are reflected in hers. She smiles and breaks contact, turning back to her friends. I’m trying hard not to be jealous as she wraps her arms around her Dillan and hugs him. Aria is there holding his hand, and I can feel her mates next to me tense.  
 
    “You all are cavemen, seriously. Dillan isn’t a threat. Cole and Xav, you know that, and still every time either he touches Aria or she touches him, you act like he’s trying to steal her away. He has a mate, even if that mate doesn’t deserve him,” Aria’s witch mate, Jonah, says, and we all attempt to relax. 
 
    “He has a wanker, he’s a threat,” I mumble out.  
 
    “See, he understands,” one twin says.  
 
    “Speaking of mates, James is here.”  
 
    I watch where the other guys are looking and see another shifter come into the room and looks over to where Sophia and her friends are. He frowns, then turns and goes to the Alpha and talks with him for a minute, then leaves. 
 
    “Dillan and James are mates, and they don’t talk?” I have no issues with them being gay, I just wonder why they won’t even talk or be near each other. My mate is across the room, and it’s a struggle not to glue myself to her. 
 
    “It’s complicated. Short story. James knew Dillan was his mate when they were younger, kissed him, then turned his back on him when others picked on Dillan for being a gay shifter. Dillan has had a rough time all his life with hard asses picking on him. He’s a damn powerful fighter and a good kid. James admitted to being his mate, but Dillan doesn’t trust him nor want to pursue the mating,” Xavier, I think is the right twin, explains.               
 
    That sounds like a lot of drama and bullshit. I wouldn’t care what anyone said, my mate would be my priority.  
 
    “Well, he’s a fecking eejit. I need to be near me girl, it’s been too long,” I say, then walk over to Sophia and her friends. Aria’s harem follows.  
 
    “Missed ye, beautiful.” I pull her to me and kiss her. 
 
    “I’ve been across the room, weirdo.” She giggles at me. 
 
    “Still too far,” I grumble. 
 
    “I’m gonna head out. Too much lovey-dovey shit for me,” Dillan says, giving the girls hugs and fist bumps to the guys, then disappears without talking to anyone else. 
 
    “He’s still not giving James a chance?” Cole asks. 
 
    “They are talking. Dillan’s trying to be friendly to him and forgive him for how things were when he was a kid, but he still struggles with it,” Aria says sadly. 
 
    “Love, did ye invite him to come stay at the castle? Maybe he needs a break from the pack. No offense, ye all, but from what I have heard from ye, he hasn’t had the easiest time here,” I offer. I know what it’s like not to fit in. I may not have been picked on, but I know when you’re constantly put down. Drake was never the fatherly type. 
 
    “You know, babe, I think that might be a good idea. He has too many poor memories here, plus the people who cause the memories. It must be hard on him too to be around us all the time. We’re his only friends, and we’re all mated up. James is a great pack member and guard, but he hasn’t been the best mate toward Dillan. Dillan’s father was James’s mentor for many years. Tristan helped get him in with his aunt once he found out how he was treated, but Dillan is very wary of trusting him and others. I helped treat so many of his injuries. I was still in school but would help with his breaks and sprains when he was growing up. I thought he was the clumsiest kid around. I didn’t know it was his dad who was doing it to him,” Sophia explains. That I understand, Drake was just as evil.  
 
    “So, did ye Alpha kill his father?” I ask, wondering why this kid is an adult and still harbors bad feelings for his mate and hopefully, his dead father.  
 
    “Uh, no, we don’t kill needlessly,” Cole said gruffly. 
 
    “That kid was abused. That wouldn’t be needless killing. Drake was the same. If he abused his child, what would he do to another who wasn’t his?” I respond, feeling more kinship with the kid. They all look at each other concerned. 
 
    “Tristan will only execute when we all agree, and we bring the person to trial in the pack,” Sophia says quietly. I’m about to ask what happened at the trial when she continues. “They never brought him to trial. Tristan moved him to his aunt’s, and Dillan seemed better after that.” Sophia looks ready to cry, and I hate upsetting my mate, so I keep my mouth shut. 
 
    “Wait, I’m still semi-new here, but I don’t understand why Tristan would’ve just ended it there. Is it because Dillan is a guy? Look at what was done to me by Damian. He did worse to Londyn, but he was still an abusive father. He hardly hit me, but that didn’t mean he should’ve lived.” Aria gets angrier on Dillan’s behalf. I guess she doesn’t know he’s still alive too. I’m not sure of the entire story there, and I’m sure Sophia will explain to me, but Aria is getting upset. It seems there’s an abundance of arsehole fathers who have been killed. 
 
    “I don’t mean to bring up bad blood. I don’t know everyone’s back story. I apologize for overstepping.” I say, hoping to diffuse the situation. 
 
    “Fuck that. Finn is right. Dillan’s dad should’ve been brought to trial. It doesn’t matter if they relocated Dillan.” Aria is getting very heated, and I can tell I just ruined this evening. 
 
    “Easy, princess, that was four years ago, and Tristan was a little different then. He grew up being groomed as Alpha from the elders here, and Rick was one of them. He’s more of an independent Alpha than he was then. He even took advice from Dillan’s father back then before he moved him,” Xavier tells Aria calmly. 
 
    “We all talk to Tristan and give him input. He ensures our opinions are considered, and with Londyn by his side, you know he will want to take another look at Rick, especially with all the discontent going around with us banding with witches and vampires. No offense, Finn,” Cole reassures her.  
 
    “None taken. It’s a big change for all sups. I’ll have issues with people in me clans just as ye will have issues with some of the witches. We may have defeated the most ruthless ones, but there will be others who aren’t okay with mixing lineages.” As happy as we all are, we all know this is the beginning of a very stressful time. 
 
    Most of the people who were milling about seemed to have gone home. Tristan’s saying the last goodbye, and our little group breaks apart. Once everyone else is gone and just the family is here, Sophia wastes no time talking to Tristan. 
 
    “Tris, would you be willing or able to go back and bring Rick Adler, Dillan’s father, to trial for abuse?” Sophia looks up at Tristan with slight fear, and that bothers me. She’s never seemed afraid of her brother before. 
 
    “Did something happen recently?” Tristan asks, confused. Aria isn’t happy with that response, and I pull Sophia back a little against me. 
 
    “Something happened four years ago, and you never brought him before the pack. How many years was Dillan hurt, and all you did was move him. You never punished Rick!” Aria practically screams at Tristan. Damn, that girl has balls, her mates are all pulling her back trying to calm her down. 
 
    “Whoa, whoa, what the hell brought this on?” Tristan is frowning, looking around at all of us, not mad but more confused. 
 
    “We were talking about Dillan and James, and their falling out back then. Rick was brought up because of him abusing Dillan, and Finn had mentioned a punishment, and we all realized he was never charged or punished. Dillan was just moved. Damien and Drake were shitty fathers, and we have eliminated them. Finn assumed that Rick would’ve been, too. It just got us thinking all that happened, and he should’ve been brought to trial, especially after what happened with Aria and Londyn,” Sophia tries to explain. Londyn pales a little, and Tristan looks over at her and then hangs his head. 
 
    “I… I never thought to punish him. Back then, I thought just moving him would give Dillan a better life. Rick was a strong pack member, a leader. He was a mentor to me. I think part of me didn’t want to believe he could do that to his own son. However, you’re all right, he should have been punished. Thinking about it, Rick was close with Matt Mills and Mike Jenkins. We know Matt is loyal, but Mike wasn’t. I should’ve looked at Rick again. I’ll talk to Dillan, and we’ll work on an investigation. I have always trusted all our pack members. Considering the recent events over the past few months, I think we all need to investigate everyone as much as it pains me. With this integration with witches and vampires, we need to see who’s loyal and who will cause problems. I believe Rick will be one to cause problems.” Tristan started off hesitant, but he is confident, and I think he eased not only Sophia but Aria. 
 
    “I’m sorry for yelling. I’m worried about Dillan losing Riley, then finding James, who tormented him growing up, is his mate. He’s not adjusting well. I was… I’m angry on his behalf,” Aria tells Tristan contritely. 
 
    “You’re right to be angry, Aria, Dillan has had no one on his side for a long time, me included. I should’ve taken care of him more than I did. I’m upset at myself for failing as his Alpha.” Londyn wraps her arms around Tristan. 
 
    “Sexy, you’re doing the best you can. You have more people around who will help you. Not all of us are shifters, but we all support you and this pack. Look at this family, it’s a mix of every supernatural. We’re the ones who need to show others how to co-exist without prejudices and hate.” Londyn kisses him, and I swear they are eye-fucking the shit out of each other. 
 
    “You’re the best thing that ever happened to me.” Tristan kisses her soundly. 
 
    “Good night, ya’ll, we can talk more tomorrow.” He pulls his mate down the hall to what I assume is their room. 
 
    “Well, if she wasn’t already pregnant, I bet he’d knock her up tonight,” I joke, hoping to ease some tension. 
 
    “Speaking of impregnating, let’s get you to bed, too, babe,” Jonah tells Aria with a smirk. 
 
    “Perv. Good night, you two, see you in the morning.” Aria and her mates half wave and half run to their room. 
 
    “I’m sorry, love, if I upset ye or yer friends. Ye know I was raised brutally, and unfortunately, I have the mindset of killing first then asking questions later. I just have always felt that if ye give someone too many chances to stab ye in the back, eventually they will.” I hope she won’t think I am like Drake. We’re still new, but I know I’ll do anything to make her happy, even changing my views. 
 
    “We didn’t have our parents for long. The pack raised us. For too long, we have held a blind trust to those around us. Our parents were good people, and we thought no one would betray their honor and groom Tristan to turn a blind eye to things that may have been happening. Honestly, I think Tristan needed Londyn to see that loyalty and honor weren’t a given here. Our pack may present that, but not all the members follow that thinking. Some may have their own agendas, like Rick Adler. What I’m saying, babe, is we need other’s input… yours, other vampires, and witches. We need to hear everyone’s thoughts and opinions, so we can work together, not just for our pack but for actual interspecies peace. There are too many prejudices. Dillan has been abused by not only his father but this pack. He’s a shifter through and through, and just because he’s gay, many in our pack mistreat him. Few got to know him as a person. Every male in our pack has shunned him. Tristan didn’t do it intentionally, he thought he was helping him, but they never fixed the problem. I hate that we didn’t help him sooner. He has to be hurting so much right now.” Sophia looks at me with heartbreak in her eyes.  
 
    “We’ll help him, yer brother will help ‘im. We’ll all work together for the future because we need to fix this shite before our kids have to deal with it.” I caress her face and give her a small nip at her delectable lips. 
 
    “I love you, Finn. Let’s go practice making babies.” Her flirty smile hits me in my gut. Damn, I loved this woman.  
 
    “Don’t have to ask me twice.”  
 
    I pick her up and run to her room, where I’m determined to show her how much she means to me in every way.  
 
    Another war is coming, and this time we’ll be fighting side by side as a family. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Epilogue 
 
      
 
    Dillan  
 
      
 
    I trudged through the snow away from the New Year’s Eve/Birthday/Christmas party at Alpha Tristan’s house. It was well past two in the morning, and I just couldn’t stay being the only one of my friends who was alone. Alone—I should be used it. It shouldn’t hurt anymore. Those who accepted me are few and far between. Humans are more accepting of homosexuality. A tough shifter being gay? Fuck, I might as well be a side-show freak at the circus. I had Riley for far too short of a time. At least Aria ripped that bitch, Katrina, apart for killing her. I miss her so much. She was my rock. It’s only been a couple of months since she’s been gone, and I still feel it as if it were yesterday. What the fuck am I going to do without her? Aria is slowly becoming my new best friend, but she can never replace Riley. Plus, she had her harem and will not have the time to spend with me. 
 
    What would Riley say about James being my mate? Pft… mate my ass. He was always there with every single tormentor I had. When had he ever been on my side? The only time I can honestly say he was there was when I was bleeding out, and he helped Aria heal me. He admitted then he was my mate. That gossip spread, but it was twisted around, and once again, I was blamed. Fucking blamed that I was trying to ruin one of the best guards in the pack. People were saying I was announcing to everyone that he was my mate to destroy his credibility with the pack like I’d want any attention on me. He didn’t stick up for me. As usual, he didn’t confirm or deny the rumors, but let everyone place the ‘blame’ on me. He has attempted to talk to me, and I have agreed to be civil. That was it, that was all I could give him.  
 
    I’m so fucking tired of being shit on by this pack. Tristan and his family are the only people who ever cared about me. Riley did, but she’s dead. I’m loyal to our Alpha, loyal to his family, to Aria, hell even their witch and vampire mates. But the rest of the assholes here, fuck ‘em. I’m done. 
 
    “Why are you walking home alone?” Are you fucking kidding me? I can’t escape this prick. 
 
    “Well, Guard Reid, I went to the party alone, and I’m going home alone. I don’t need a fucking escort,” I snap at James. When it’s just him and me, he pretends to give a fuck, pretends to care about me, but that’s all it is—pretend. Once others are around, he’s back to the same stoic prick. 
 
    “Dillan, when are you going to give me a chance? You’re my mate, you feel it, don’t you?” James’s voice is quiet, almost sad.  
 
    “When are you going to stand up for me? Hell, stand up for yourself? You let everyone around here blame me as if it’s my fault we’re mates. You won’t even admit it aloud, not since you helped heal me. I won’t be walked and pissed on anymore, James. You’ve had years of chances. I may be young, but I’m not weak. Just because I like dick doesn’t mean I can’t protect this pack. But I won’t protect anyone who isn’t worth protecting, including you. I’ve settled in my life enough. Don’t think because we both feel that mate connection that this is a given, mates can be rejected. If there’s a real fucking man out there who will stand by and want me without conditions and prejudices, you bet your ass, I’ll take it.” I can’t stand there anymore and hope for more with him. I’m telling him the truth, I’m done being his fucking secret bitch. 
 
    “Dillan, I want you. I do, things just are complicated right now.” James’s tone is almost frantic. Good, he knows I not fucking around. 
 
    “No, it’s a choice, James. It’s only as complicated as you make it.” I walk away knowing things are changing, not only for me but for our pack and the supernatural world. I’m nobody’s bitch, not James’s and sure as fuck, not my father’s.  
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Note From Author 
 
      
 
    Thank you for reading the third book in my series. This was supposed to be the last book, but I decided I wanted to dive deeper into the relationship with Dillan and James. Their book will be the final in this series.  
 
    A big thank you to all my readers! I started writing for me, it has been fun and therapeutic. Now I want to write for you. There is abuse and hurt in the books I have written so far, and for those of you who have personal experience in that, know you are not alone. These are for you. You are stronger and more badass than anyone, even yourself, has given you credit for. Be you, be fierce, be loved.  
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