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Savannah

“Oh, my word, March, he is so beautiful. He is like a complete mix of Bear and Ivy,” I gushed as I looked down into the face of my newest nephew, Hiro. March had, had so much trouble keeping a pregnancy. He’d had so many miscarriages, and with every miscarriage, his depression gripped him harder.  But now, he had three beautiful children. All strong and healthy.

“He is our last one,” March said with a sigh.

I nodded and reached out my hand to link my fingers with my brothers. “I know. I’m sorry, March.”

March shrugged his shoulders. “I keep thinking how I should be looking at the good side; I’ve three healthy and happy children. But I feel like this dark cloud surrounds me, pointing out that I’d only ever have three children.”

“Have you told Asher and your doctor how you feel?”

March bit into his bottom lip and shook his head.

“You need to, March. You might need a little bit of help with your mental health. That is nothing to be ashamed of.”

Tears welled up in March’s eyes. He angrily swiped at them with the back of his hand. “I’m so fucking sick of crying,” he growled.

“March,” I started. Worry crept into me. Having a baby should be a happy event, but I could see March wasn’t feeling it. I also knew that if I didn’t speak to him before our sisters got here, they would be all over him, making everything worse.

March sighed. “I know. I don’t understand what is wrong with me. I love Hiro and all my children, but I just don’t feel happy. I don’t want to do the things that Hiro needs. I can’t even face it when he starts crying. Then I feel like shit because I’m supposed to be his Papa and enjoy doing it all.”

I frowned and nodded my head. “You need to speak to Asher and your doctor about this March. You’re right. You shouldn’t be feeling like this; it sounds like depression to me. But I’m not a doctor. Please tell me you will talk to Asher.”

“Talk to me about what?” Asher asked as he walked into the living room.

March looked up and sighed before looking away. Asher frowned and watched March; I could see that he was trying to figure out what was happening. I wondered how long this had been going on for. This wasn’t just affecting March and his relationship with his children; it potentially could destroy his mateship.

“March isn’t coping,” I exclaimed.

March sneered, and I knew he’d be pissed with me for letting Asher in, but I couldn’t sit back and watch my brother sink into his depression further. I needed to do something. Not just for March’s sake but the children too.

Asher nodded his head. “Yeah, I’d gathered that you were struggling, baby, but what are you struggling with?”

March sighed, and when he looked up, his eyes were wet with tears. “Everything. I’m struggling with it all. I don’t want to be a Papa anymore. I don’t want to be a mate. I don’t want to do any of it; I want to go to bed and never climb out again.”

My eyes widened, but when I looked at Asher, his face was stoic; I could tell from his eyes that what March said stung, but he was also mature enough to see past it.

“How long have you felt this way?” Asher asked quietly.

March shrugged his shoulders. “Since I had Hiro and the doctors told me my body wouldn’t cope with children anymore. When the doctors started telling me that I would need to have my birth sac removed.” Tears started tearing down March’s cheeks, and the hurt he was feeling threaded his voice.

“Oh, sweet boy,” Asher said as he walked towards March and gathered him up in his arms. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“I didn’t want to put it all on you. Asher, you have already do so much, between running the club and the time you spend helping with Bear and Ivy. I didn’t want to add this on to you as well.”

“March, that is what I’m here for. I’m your partner. I’m here to pick you up when you aren’t strong enough.  Baby, I love you. You never have to burden this on your own.”

Tears prickled in my eyes at the beauty of the moment. I thought about Donte and wondered whether he would ever be the same towards me. I smiled as I realized that Donte was the same. He might not have grown up in the same loving household that Asher Rigby did, but he still had worked out how to show his love. 

“I will go to the doctors,” March said with a sigh.

“I’ll make an appointment,” Asher responded.

“In the meantime, I’m going to stay and help you care for the children. You aren’t alone in this March,” I said. “Hell, you’ve got nineteen sisters willing to help you. Not to mention all the Rigby’s. The club and the Devil’s Advocates. You’ve got a lot of people who would be willing to share some of the burdens.”

March breathed in deeply and looked over at me with a small smile. “Thank you, Savannah. I love you.”

I leaned over and kissed my brother’s cheek. “I love you too.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Donte

“Alright, what have we got on,” Boden asked as he strode into the shop of Obsidian Mechanics. I glanced down the list I had in my hand and looked back at the warlock.

“We’ve got Mrs. Newton’s brakes to finish; Atticus is working on the ford over there. I’ve got a service to do on the Mazda, and I know that Lynx was bringing in a couple of bikes with Jai from the Devil’s Advocates to get looked at. From what Jai told me this morning, they are rattling. He said they are going ‘rattle, rattle, bing, bang.’ Whatever the hell that means.”

Boden chuckled. We were all well versed in Jai’s technical talk now that we went with the flow, but when I’d first met the MC member, I wasn’t sure how to take him. In fact, since meeting all the Devil’s Advocates and everyone around Lalbert, I’d changed so much. 

I fucking hated the idea of my brother-in-law being mated to Rigby. I never thought I’d see the day I would be working for one, in the MC of another and calling them all my brothers. I grew up rough. We never had any money. Dad and Papa pissed most of it away; whatever was left usually went to paying other people they’d borrowed money from throughout the week.

Then when they ran out of booze, that was when the violence started. I was usually their punching bag. It caused a real chip on my shoulder. When I met Asher for the first time, and he just oozed wealth, I instantly hated him. It didn’t take long for the bear shifter to put me back in my place, though. He offered me a job in Lalbert with Obsidian Mechanics; technically, it belonged to Asher’s brother Obsidian, but Asher owned a stake in the business so he could offer me a job.

After a few harsh words from my mate Savannah, I pulled my head out of my ass and agreed to take on the job. We were also given a place to live on one of the Devil’s Advocates compounds. At first, I wondered if we were just a Rigby family charity case. But it didn’t take long before I realized they were genuine and a fantastic family. Since then, I’ve never looked back.

I didn’t tell Dad and Papa I was leaving Lancaster. I just up and left. Not that they’ve ever tried to contact me. As far as Dad and Papa were concerned, I was dead to them when I mated with Savannah. They didn’t hold much value in a family unit. 

It shouldn’t surprise me when I looked at where they came from. My Papa was born in a wolf pack. One of the biggest in Australia. The Wild Claw Pack. My Papa’s father was the alpha of the pack; from everything Papa ever said of my grandfather, he hated omegas. Even the one that he was mated to. When Papa was born an omega, the moment he turned eighteen, he was outcasted from the pack. 

I never knew how real the story was or if Papa had done something to cause him to be kicked out, but that was the story Papa told me. From there, he moved to Lancaster, where he met my Dad. 

Dad was different. He wasn’t raised in a pack like Papa. He had always been rogue. His father was a wolf shifter, but his mother was a vampire. Generally, those that came from more than one species weren’t welcomed into packs. I didn’t know much about Dad’s upbringing and had never met my grandparents from either parent. When I asked Dad about them, I usually got slapped or punched, so I quickly learned that it was a subject not to be spoken about. 

The day I met Savannah was the happiest day of my life. She was my everything. The only thing that could have made our life better was if Savannah was able to get pregnant. It wasn’t like we weren’t trying. But no matter how many doctors told us there was no reason she couldn’t get pregnant and how many healers we went to, Savannah and I never had a child.

I knew it hurt Savannah, the one thing she desperately wanted, and I felt like a complete failure that I couldn’t give her a baby. Doctors had checked us both over and said that we were fine. We’d gone to the witch coven here in Lalbert, and they said they couldn’t find any reason why we weren’t falling pregnant. We even asked Arcadia, the dragon shifter that worked with the AJE authority, and she couldn’t find the problem.

I might’ve given up on having children somewhere inside me, but Savannah was much more positive than me. She lived in the hope that maybe one day, we would be blessed. I hoped so. But I was doubtful.

I sighed and shook my head, washing away the depressing thoughts that surrounded me when I thought about the babies and my family. I glanced over at the Mazda and sucked in a deep breath. There was work to be done. Everyone was hard at it. Obsidian was back at work now that Pitt and Juniper were healed after their traumatic birth. Now it was back to business as usual.
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Sable

“We found him,” I said as I ran into the alpha house on the pack lands. Connell gasped and looked up from the paper he was scouring.

“I’m hoping you are talking about my son,” Connell growled. I rolled my eyes at the old bastard. Of course, I was talking about his son. We have searched for him for the last twenty-seven years since Serge and Kragen took him from the pack.

“He grew up in a town called Lancaster. Serge and Kragen are still there,” I explained.

Connell leaned forward, looking more interested. The baby had disappeared straight from his crib the first night after birth. It was quickly discovered that the one responsible for his abduction had been Serge. Connell’s brother. Unfortunately, during the kidnapping, Connell lost his son and his mate. Harley had taken her life only months later. It had almost destroyed the pack. Connell sunk into a depression determined to find his son; as the years went on, we thought all hope was lost. 

I wasn’t born when Connell’s son was taken. The baby hadn’t even been named yet. Our pack didn’t name our children until the first full moon after their birth. When the moon was at its highest, goddess Selene spoke to the parents. It was then that the child would be named. That meant searching for the child was like searching for a needle in a haystack.

Over the years, many had taken on the role of trying to find the son, Serge or Kragen, but every lead we had, fell short. There seemed to be no trace of them until recently. It was just by chance that Kragen’s name came up in a google search. He’d been charged with assault on a man in the town of Lancaster.

“What do we know?” Connell asked as he sent a text, which I knew would be to the other three alphas of the pack, Ward, Fenris, and Herrick. Our group was large; Wild Claw was known over Victoria, Australia, for their size and ferocity. We weren’t ferocious. We protected what was ours. Hidden in the valley of Trentham, we tended to keep to ourselves. But the times we had to come into town, people gave us a wide berth. It probably had to do with the fact that most of the alphas looked like they had just stepped straight out of a Vikings ship. But really, they were big softies. 
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