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The Lycaeus Pack series is a passion project that was first written in 2015. For the last six months, it has picked at my mind, wanting to be brought to the world, and I have finally given in.

 

Each of the five books are written with multiple POVs (points of view) within each chapter and there is a bit of what we in the writing community call head hopping. I have left the stories just as they were written—excluding a bit of editing and proofreading.

 

I hope you enjoy the world of the Lycaeus Pack!
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I struggled with my muse over the scene that takes place at the beginning of Chapter 15 because, as a survivor of SA myself, I know how reading about it can affect a person. If there is a risk of triggering a PTSD episode I urge you to either skip the first two POVs ( this book switches POVs throughout the chapters) or don’t read the chapter at all. Yes it might make things a little confusing when going onto the next chapter, but one's mental health is more important. I write as my muse demands and as such this scene plays out exactly as she has decreed.

 

 

In Chapter 24, Aria discovers she is pregnant from the rape and chooses to terminate the pregnancy instead of waiting until the change caused a miscarriage.
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Aria

 

 

Aria Kinsley was an old wolf. Not as old as some but she was older than most of the wolves in the North London Pack. Many speculated about her heritage because she didn't talk about it much. With her fair skin, eyes more gray than blue, and black hair that hung in thick curls past her waist, she could have come from almost anywhere in Europe. 

She was a perfect blending of her parents with her father's fair skin and her mother's hair and eyes. Edward Blackwood was an Englishman holidaying in Athens when he met, wooed, and married Octavia Theodopolus and moved her back to England with him. Her parents had been gone a long time now but Aria still thought of them fondly. She was the only one of their six children who'd never had children of her own. She'd had to leave her family behind when she was attacked and changed, but she kept tabs on the descendants of her siblings. 

She'd had a mate once. Jacob Kinsley. He'd been her entire world, the wolf who'd helped her come to terms with her attack, and helped her to understand what she was. He'd been third in the pack until thirty years ago when he was challenged by the wolf just beneath him in the pack hierarchy. For the European wolves challenges were to the death, and when her mate lost, a light had gone out in her world. Losing him had nearly destroyed her and she'd been alone ever since. She'd had unmated wolves sniff at her from time to time but neither she nor her wolf was interested. 

As often happened with older wolves, Aria found herself becoming increasingly unstable. She'd thought long and hard about it before she'd decided to approach her Alpha about ending her life, but she'd not gotten the chance to. 

When word reached Europe that Colin O'Shea, Lycaeus of the North American werewolf packs, was bringing the wolves into the open there was an uproar. Not every pack lived in an area where coming out wouldn't put them at risk. Delegates from many of the packs went to the US to meet with him. 

Aria's Alpha was one of them, and due to events that none of the London pack saw coming, he was killed. Aria knew the new Alpha, a man she'd known for many years, would never honor her request even if she begged him. Winston Frost cherished his friends and he didn't have it in him to kill her. He'd been Roderick's second and when Roderick died it threw the pack into turmoil until he stepped in to take over. So far no one wanted to challenge him for control.

It didn't take long for news to spread. The Lycaeus was allowing any wolf who wanted to migrate to one of the North American packs within the next three years to do so without all of the usual requirements. The only requirement was they had to obey the rules laid out for all of the wolves under the Lycaeus's rule, and none of them could be lone wolves. They had to join a pack. Even whole packs could migrate and would be given land where no pack was set up yet. Anyone who migrated would have both the protection and aid of the Lycaeus. It came as a shock because everyone knew Colin O'Shea had strict rules for migrating into his territory and some wolves who asked were turned down because he felt they would be detrimental to the safety of his wolves.

As soon as she heard about the offer she started thinking about it. She'd not been truly happy for a long time. That was part of the reason she'd considered asking to have her life ended. The more she thought about migrating the more she liked the idea. Maybe this was what she needed. Maybe she just needed a change in her life to ease some of the instability she felt.
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Aria waited until the pack was together preparing for a run under the new moon to approach her Alpha. “Winston? Can I speak to you for a moment before we go?” she asked softly.

“Of course Aria. What's on your mind?” he replied. “And don't tell me you want me to kill you because you're tired and want to die, because I can't do it,” he added.

Aria smiled a little. “No, that's not it. I've been thinking about the offer that Colin O'Shea made to the European wolves due to his decision to bring the wolves out into the open. I want to go to the US. For good.” She knew her request would come as a shock.

Winston stared at her. He'd not seen that coming. “Are you sure about this Aria? London's been your home for a very long time. I'd hate for you to leave and come to regret it because you miss it too much.”

“I know, and believe me I didn't come to this decision lightly.” She sighed softly. “There are still too many memories here, painful memories. Every time I look at Nick all I see is my Jacob's blood all over him when Nick ripped his throat out. If I'd had a gun with me that night, with silver bullets in it, I would have killed Nick, consequences be damned.

“If I'm completely honest, Winston, lately I've been fantasizing about doing exactly that. You have been a good friend to me, you and your Sarah have been my rock for years, but I need to stand on my own two feet again. And I know if I don't leave I'm going to end up doing something that I can't be forgiven for. I won't damage our friendship like that. I won't be that selfish, because we both know, if I kill him, you'll have no choice but to punish me, and the punishment for that is death. That is the only way you wouldn't end up being challenged. It would haunt me even in the afterlife if something I did took you from Sarah.” There were tears in her eyes at the very thought of it.

Winston hugged her and held her for a moment, because he knew she needed it. “Why didn't you tell me it was that bad?” he asked.

“You know me, I don't want to burden others with my issues. Besides, you've had so much to deal with since taking over as Alpha, getting the pack in order and things moving smoothly again, I didn't want to add to the stress.”

“You could never be a burden, luv,” he chastised. “I'll make some calls. Do you have a pack in mind? Or are you open to going wherever they decide you'd best fit in?”

Aria gave him a look that said 'You should already know the answer to that, silly man'. “The Lycaeus Pack, of course,” she replied. “If they'll have me. I know the reputation of Colin O'Shea's pack. Many are wolves who are struggling with adapting to the world, or those like me who are older and have become a bit... flaky, shall we say. That way, if I ever do become a danger to others, I will be where I need to be in order to be dealt with swiftly.”

Winston shook his head. “I should have guessed that. You'd never let yourself get that far gone Aria. We both know it. That's why you've come to me now. I'll call and let you know as soon as things are settled. Now, let's go for that run. The others are waiting.” He moved to where his mate waited, her wolf watching them closely, and undressed to shift. 

Aria felt lighter than she had in a while. With the decision made she stripped and shifted to join her pack for what could possibly be her last run with them. Nick got too close to her and she snarled at him. He'd been after her for months now. He'd never felt the mate bond before so he didn't understand why she still hated him all these years later. True she could have requested a relocation to the South London Pack, but she didn't know many of the wolves there and she would have still risked running into him while out and it wouldn't have mattered. When Nick started to snap at her Winston growled and the other wolf left her alone. Yes, she needed to get away before she killed Nick and signed her own death sentence.
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Aria

 


Aria was getting restless. It had been three weeks since she'd talked to Winston about her decision and so far nothing had come of it. She wondered if he was dragging it out because he was reluctant to see her go. They'd been friends for a lot of years, it would make sense if he was reluctant, but she knew her sanity would not last much longer if she was forced to see Nick all the time. 

They were having a pack meeting that night and she decided she would ask about it then. Maybe there was a reason it was taking so long. She did know that the US liked to make it difficult for people to relocate there, maybe that was the hold up.

To distract herself she spent the entire day sorting through all the things she and Jacob had acquired together over their long lives, deciding on what to take and what to leave behind to be distributed to anyone in need, be they pack or just a member of the community.

It would be hard, she knew, but if she wanted a fresh start she would need to finally remove her wedding ring. The heartache of that decision was a physical pain and tears spilled down her cheeks as she slipped it off. It went into the jewelry box with the precious heirlooms she had that once belonged to her mother and then placed the box into one of the large boxes she would be taking with her.

She ate a quiet meal surrounded by boxes and then took a quick shower. As she walked past the wall safe she stopped, opened it, and removed the gun she kept there. It was loaded with regular bullets, not silver, although there was a small box of them in the safe as well. She wasn't sure what compelled her to take it with her. Was it premonition or just paranoia? Nick had become increasingly aggressive in his pursuit of her despite her continued refusal. If she was completely honest with herself, she was afraid of him. Yes she was a werewolf, yes she was dominant, but she was also female and males naturally had more muscle mass and strength. In a physical challenge he would overpower her.

When Aria arrived at the building that was built out of the city for the pack to conduct business she noticed that only a few members were there. Unfortunately Winston wasn't one of them but Nick was. She tried to slip in without him seeing her and quickly headed to one of the smaller rooms. But Nick was watching for her. He knew she always arrived early and he made sure he was there first. He followed her on silent feet and slipped into the room behind her. She didn't hear him but she did hear the lock clicking into place.

Aria spun around at the click and backed away from him. Not exactly a dominant thing to do, and definitely not smart when the other person was a dominant male wolf, but she couldn't help her initial reaction to him. So she tried to ignore it and sound like she wasn't bothered by him even though she was certain he knew she was. “Go away Nick. I've told you repeatedly I will never be interested in you. This isn't a case of a dominant wolf fighting against another dominant. You murdered my mate and just looking at you makes me sick.”

Nick growled and crossed the room. “I didn't murder anyone and you know it. I challenged him for third and I won. It's not my fault your mate got weak as he got older. It's time to get over it, Aria. It was a long damn time ago, luv. And you're too good to be at the bottom of the pack order. You deserve to be in a place of power and I can give you that. 

“With Roderick gone and Winston taking over, it moved me into second. I don't want to lead the pack, that's a headache he can have, so don't go thinking I'm going to challenge him. But second is a damn good place for a woman like you. You know the other males aren't going to leave you alone until you tie yourself to someone who can protect you. Like me.

“Eventually they'll start pressuring you, and there's only so much Winston can do to stop it with you being unmated. Besides, I can do things to you in bed that will blow your mind. Ask some of my conquests.”

Aria tried to remain polite. “Yes, you challenged him, and you could have been an honorable man when he tried to yield to you. He would have willingly bowed out and given up his position of third to save me from the total devastation of losing the other half of my soul. But you wouldn't accept anything but total defeat and you killed him. I'm not interested in having anything to do with you. Ever. Why can't you get that through your thick skull?” she growled. Bad move, she knew it the instant she saw his wolf in his eyes. She'd just essentially issued a challenge of dominance to a very dominant male.

Nick had had enough of playing games. When she growled, it caused his wolf to rise at the challenge in her voice. He was faster than she was and before she could run to the door he was on her. He grabbed her and pinned her against the wall. Then he kissed her, roughly, and for a moment he lost himself in the sensation of her lips.

When she was grabbed she froze then started struggling to get away. Or to get her arms free to fight back. Something. She screamed when he ended the kiss and managed to get her hand into her bag. Without thinking about it she curled her fingers around the handle of her gun and squeezed the trigger, shooting him through her bag and ruining it. It was just lucky for him she'd not switched out the bullets. He wouldn't die but it was going to hurt like hell until he healed. Gut shots were extremely painful.
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Winston saw both Aria's and Nick's cars in the lot and inwardly groaned. He had a bad feeling he was going to have a mess to clean up. As he headed inside he turned to his mate. “Sarah, stay here.” He didn't want her in harm's way in case things got bad. “Has anyone seen Aria?” he asked the wolves already there once they'd entered the large meeting hall.

“She went down the hall just a few minutes ago with Nick on her heels. I thought she hated him,” one of the others said.

Before Winston could reply there was a scream and the sound of a gun going off. “Oh bloody hell,” he growled and tore off down the hall.

 

 


[image: ]



 

 

 

Aria stood frozen in place staring at the wound in Nick's stomach and the blood pouring out of it. She'd reacted to him refusing to let her go, she hadn't been able to attack physically so her mind latched onto the only thing she'd had. The gun. But she'd never shot anyone before. Never even attacked anyone before, and seeing the gaping wound and blood, she was numb. She barely registered the sound of the door rattling before it was kicked in. 
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When he found the door locked Winston knew he'd found the right room. He kicked it in and rushed inside, several wolves following him. He took in the scene and hoped to hell she hadn't just ruined all of her plans, all of the plans he'd worked for three weeks to iron out for her. “Please tell me you didn't shoot him with silver.”

“I didn't shoot him with silver,” she replied woodenly. “But part of me wishes I had,” she added.

“No, no you don't, because then I would have to kill you instead of getting to put you on a plane bound for Missoula, Montana.”

She actually slumped against the wall at that. She didn't even register the other wolves coming in to help Winston tend to Nick's wound. Nor did she at first realize Sarah was there trying to get her out of there so she didn't have to look at the blood anymore. She let Sarah take the gun from her and hand it over to Winston before being led to another room.

“Shh, it's alright now Aria,” Sarah cooed. “Winston worked as fast as he could to make the arrangements that will take you to Montana and your new pack. Don't worry about Nick, he'll heal and with any luck he'll think twice before he tries to pressure a female wolf to accept him again.” She snickered softly. “I can just imagine the look on his face when you shot him. But where on earth did you get the gun?” she asked.

Aria blinked and then laughed softly. Leave it to Sarah to put things into perspective. “I'm going to miss you Sarah. I got it several years ago, when we were having those break-ins in my neighborhood. Since I couldn't very well use my wolf to subdue anyone who might break in, I got the gun as a deterrent. When things settled down I put it in the wall safe. I had silver bullets Sarah. I almost loaded it with them... it would have ruined everything if I had. I don't even know why I brought it. I just felt... compelled to.”

Sarah hugged her. “You'll be missed too, but you better keep in touch, you hear?” She looked thoughtful for a moment. “I remember that. Winston and I were worried about you being in that house all alone. Sometimes our instincts know when there's danger coming even if we don't realize it ourselves,” she added. “Don't fret over it too much though.”

“Of course I'll keep in touch,” Aria promised. “And if I decide I just can't do this anymore, that I'm just too tired to go on, I'll call and say goodbye first. I would never leave you and Winston to find out after the fact.”

“Oh please. As if you'd really do that. You're too bloody stubborn to give up like that,” Sarah replied. “After losing Evelyn like we did... you know it will be hard letting you go too, don't you? You know that we all loved her and you're loved just as much by this pack. You've been a part of it longer than almost every one of us. You, Jacob, Roderick, and Winston, you were the original four, all the others have left us one way or another. So you better stay in touch or I will personally come to Montana and kick your arse,” she said.

Aria laughed. “Yes ma'am.” She knew Sarah would do it. “I know I'll be missed, and I'll miss almost everyone too, but.. I have to do this, for the sake of my sanity.”

Nick was taken to one of the safe rooms to heal where he wouldn't endanger anyone if his wolf took over for a time, and after collecting his mate and Aria, Winston ushered everyone into the meeting hall and called it to order. “I called everyone here to share some news that will no doubt sadden all of you. A few weeks ago, our dear Aria approached me with a request to relocate to the States. I have spent the last three weeks ironing out the details, and assuring her new Alpha, the Lycaeus, that her request is genuine, not a ploy to get back at the wolf who killed Roderick, and tonight we will be saying goodbye to her.” The news shocked all of them and there was a lot of 'why?' being asked.

Aria stepped forward to explain. “I know I have been here for a very long time. I was there when all of you were brought into the pack by Roderick, I was there at my mate's side to help some of you to control your wolves until you learned how to do it yourselves, and I am going to miss all of you. But... if I stay I will lose my sanity. If that happens, no one will be safe, not even pack. And it would force Winston to do something that would damage a part of him.”

She paused before continuing. “If I'd put the silver bullets in my gun tonight, like I'd considered before leaving, he'd be forced to do that now. I will never forgive Nick for killing Jacob. I saw the look he gave Nick before the final blow. He was submissive toward him, he'd been beaten and he didn't want to die and leave me, but Nick refused to give even a little. It wasn't enough to break Jacob, he'd always been jealous of him for his position, he wanted Jacob gone. Whenever I look at him, I see my mate's death. This relocation is for the best, for everyone.”

She was overwhelmed by the hugs and well wishes she received, by the mournful way her pack howled when Winston performed the painful ceremony severing her tie to the pack, and by the time she left she was overcome with emotion herself. It was done. She was finally closing a painful chapter in her life and looking forward to what may lie ahead.
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Colin

 

 

Few people would look at Colin O'Shea and think he was the most powerful werewolf in North America. He could give off this laid-back vibe that almost made him seem submissive, and then he'd turn around and rip your throat out in a second if it was warranted. He did it deliberately and enjoyed keeping people guessing.

He was sitting at the desk in his study, going over some minor issues they'd had with one of the packs in Georgia and debating on whether or not it was something he would need to send Rhett out to look into. When he received a call from London on his private line he was perplexed. The number wasn't familiar so he knew it wasn't the Alpha from the London pack that hadn't attended the meeting. If it was the new Alpha from Roderick's old pack seeking retribution he was out of luck. “O'Shea,” he said when he answered the phone.

“Greetings Lycaeus of North America,” a male British voice said. “I am Winston Frost, Alpha of the North London Pack that was, until recently, controlled by Roderick Gray. But his death is not why I am calling you. I am calling on behalf of one of my wolves. She's an old wolf, as dominant as her mate had been before he was challenged for third and lost several decades ago, and she wishes to relocate to the states. To your pack, specifically.”

Colin listened until the other man was done talking. It was interesting that the man seemed undisturbed about Roderick's death, but then they did make sure that everyone knew exactly what happened, including that Roderick was plotting to try to kill him as well as his sons to try and take over the North American packs. Unfortunately, the man’s wife had ended up a casualty during the attack. “Why my pack?” he questioned.

“I'll be completely honest with you. Aria has had some moments of instability. We all know it happens sometimes with the older wolves. Just look at what happened to Roderick. I've known Aria a long time, too many years to count. When her mate died it was my mate and I who helped her through it until she was able to be on her own again. I don't know that I could bring myself to do what needs to be done if she ever snaps for good. She chose your pack because she knows if she ever loses all control of her wolf it can be dealt with before anyone gets hurt. She's a good woman, it would break her if she ever hurt anyone and remembered doing it. I'm asking you, one Alpha to another, take her in.”

“Make the arrangements. She will have to fly into Missoula, it's the closest commercial airport to us, and tell her to be sure to bring warm clothing and a coat. Winter is just starting but we've already had a good bit of snow with more on the way. I will have someone meet her and bring her the rest of the way here. We will cover the cost of the flight as well as shipping of anything she wants to bring with her. Call me back when you have all the information.”
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Three weeks after the call he received the flight information for the woman, along with shipping information for her belongings to be sent over. He wired the necessary funds to cover everything plus a little extra for the London Alpha to disperse to his members as he saw fit. Why the extra? He couldn't really say why, he'd just done it. He sent Rhett and Paige to meet her. Rhett flew to the private airstrip outside of Missoula then rented a 4-wheel drive SUV to pick her up. He would fly them back once they'd gotten her.

They already had a house for her to move into when she arrived. It had been empty for several years after the family moved away when one of their sons attempted the change that Colin allowed human residents of the town to attempt once a year and he didn't survive. Most families stayed, but Colin had assisted them in their move and they would never want for anything. He took care of his people.

It was opened up to air out and cleared of dust before borrowed furnishings were put in the house until hers could arrive. With the weather, her things could end up sitting in storage for a few months while they brought them a load at a time via pickup truck.
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Aria

 

 

 

After the ceremony ended Aria returned to her home and finished her packing in earnest. Two days later the things she was taking with her were loaded into a moving van and taken to the freight yard where they would be packed into large crates and then shipped to Montana. Everything else was given away.

She took one last look around the house she'd called home for so many years and felt... peace. This was the right decision. Winston and Sarah drove her to the airport and waited until she had to go on to her gate. Tears were shed as she bid them goodbye. When her flight was called she felt a spike of panic and then it was gone. There was no turning back.

The flight seemed to take forever, which was rough on her wolf. She had to force it down several times when she started to feel claustrophobic. Fifteen and a half hours, with a stop in Denver to switch planes, had her feeling jittery by the time she landed in Missoula. At least she'd been in first class, where it wasn't as cramped, but she practically ran down the gangway to get away from the plane.
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Rhett

 

 

Rhett and Paige arrived at the airport half an hour before Aria's flight landed. It gave them time to get inside and get to the baggage claim where they were to meet her. They'd been sent a text with a blurry photo of the woman that showed a riotous tumble of dark curls and the side of her face. It wasn't perfect but it gave them an idea of what she looked like.

“At least we have a photo,” Rhett said. “I remember the last time I went to meet a woman at the airport and all I had was a first name,” he added with a playful smirk at his mate.

“And you looked right past me thinking the little waif with the fiery red hair couldn't possibly be the wolf who’d called the Lycaeus seeking asylum,” she fired back.

“I am eternally grateful I was wrong about that,” he growled and pulled her close as they waited. He spotted Aria before Paige did but only because he was 6’5”. “There she is now.” He guided his mate toward the other woman and let Paige do the talking.

“Aria Kinsley?” Paige asked, her voice gentle as if she knew the woman's wolf was already straining at the close confinement it had had to deal with on the long flight.

Aria was startled because she hadn't sensed their approach. “Bloody airports,” she grumbled. “How is a werewolf supposed to smell anything at all in this blasted air?”

Rhett chuckled. “I like you already. I wonder the same thing every time I have to be in one. I'm Rhett O'Shea and this is my wife, and mate, Paige. Let me get your bags for you. We'll be flying to Bexley Falls in a private plane. It's better than driving the hundred miles from Missoula in this weather, trust me. It would take a lot longer than flying will. You have a winter coat with you, right?”

Aria nodded. “Yes, I was informed I would need it. The winters in London don't get as bad as they do here but I've been in the Swiss Alps in the dead of winter. I came prepared.”

“Oh, the Swiss Alps, I'll bet it's beautiful there,” Paige said.

“It is, especially in the winter when everything is covered in a layer of white.” Aria looked at them both for a moment. “I'm sorry for what our old Alpha tried to do. When we found out... I want you to know none of the wolves back in London have a grudge against you for it,” she said softly.

“Thank you for that,” Paige said sincerely. “I admit, I was worried about hard feelings, even if this guy wasn’t, or that they'd expect Rhett to take over as Alpha since he was the one who killed him,” she added.

“Don't mention it,” she said after a moment. “When we heard what he’d been plotting we were all stunned. He was truly lost to his delusions. The pack is in good hands though, so no need to worry they'll want you two to relocate there and take over.”

“It sounds like you were really close to your old pack, why did you want to leave?” Paige asked as they headed to the SUV.

“I'm old and tired and I keep fantasizing about killing the wolf who challenged my mate for third thirty years ago and won. I shot him in the stomach a few nights ago. Of course, we were both at fault. He kept pursuing me even though I told him repeatedly to go to hell and then, like a bloody fool, my wolf challenged him to a battle of dominance. There was no way his wolf could resist. He had this crazy idea in his head that if he got my wolf to submit then I'd accept him. Don't worry, I didn't kill him or I wouldn't be here. The gun was loaded with lead bullets, not silver. The next time it might have been though.”

“I don't blame you,” Paige replied. “If Roderick had killed Rhett, I'd have killed him for it,” she growled.  She was an Omega but that didn't mean she wouldn't hurt, or kill, someone who threatened her mate or the people she cared about.

“She'd have made him beg for it too,” Rhett said, glancing at his mate. “She can be vicious. Roderick wouldn’t have stood a chance,” he added proudly. “But it all worked out. Once we get back to Bexley Falls we'll take you to the Lycaeus first, then to the house we've cleaned up for you. It belonged to one of our people who didn't survive the change. We do things differently in Bexley Falls. The whole town knows who we are, what we are, and we keep them safe. Every November we allow those men and women who have reached adulthood and want to risk it, the chance to be changed. Some make it, some don't, and we all mourn the ones who don't.”

Aria listened quietly. “Why do they try when they know they could die and leave their families to grieve?”

“For some of them they feel the risk is worth it. If they survive then their families are set, financially, for life. They become pack and that opens them up to pack finances.”

“Ah, so for some it is the promise of money. I suppose I can understand that.” She fell silent on the short drive to the private airstrip, her thoughts on the coming changes in her life with her decision to move there.
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Aria

 

 

All too soon they were airborne again. This time she was more comfortable with just her and Paige in the passenger area of the plane, since Rhett was flying. Of course part of that could be because it was Paige, and she naturally had a calming effect on other wolves. They talked a bit and when they got close Paige looked out the window.

“See down there, that's home. Bexley Falls. It's not huge, we have a population of roughly 700, with150 of them werewolves, but the people will welcome you with open arms because you're pack.”

Aria watched the tiny town as they got closer and closer. To the untrained eye it didn't look like much—just four buildings—but she could see the homes nestled in the surrounding trees to give the entire town a secluded feel. Everything she could see, including the trees, was covered in white.

“It's lovely,” she admitted. She was suddenly anxious to land and meet the legendary Colin O'Shea. She and her mate had talked about the man once. They'd wondered what kind of man he must be to have that much power. Looks like I'll get to find out she said to herself.

“So, a few things you need to know,” Paige said, interrupting her musings. “First, we have a number of older wolves who found themselves struggling with dealing with the world and all its changes and they've come to Bexley Falls for refuge. Which you probably already knew that part. However, you might not know that one of those wolves is Amir. Some call him The Spectre.”

Aria turned her attention to Paige and her eyes widened. “The Spectre is one of your pack members? It seems I will be meeting two legends instead of one.” At the look Paige gave her Aria explained. “Colin O'Shea is a legend among the European wolves just as much as The Spectre is. Many wonder what kind of man he is to be able to keep so many wolves under control.” Colin O'Shea had to be one hell of a dominant wolf to keep The Spectre in line.

He was called The Spectre because he moved so silently he could kill you and you’d never even know he was there. He was rumored to have been the one behind many assassinations throughout history.

Paige laughed. “You should see the look on your face. Such awe,” she said. “Colin is... it's hard to explain. You'll understand what I mean when you meet him,” she added then sobered. “One more thing. Colin's mate, Lydia. She can be... difficult.”

She heard the noise her husband made and rolled her eyes. “To be completely honest, she's selfish, self-centered, shallow, and prone to tantrums. She hates me with a passion because I'm the only one she can't make cower. Well, me and Thea. She's the other Omega in our pack. That's a story for another day though.

“Anyway, the more dominant you are, the more she'll try to put you under her boot heel. If you were a male you could easily be an Alpha's second or third—I can sense how dominant a wolf is when I meet them—and Lydia will zero in on that. She knows if she wasn't Colin's mate she wouldn't have the power she does because by herself she's not very dominant.
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