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Dedication

If you’re reading this, then this message is for you – you are loved, you are appreciated more than you could ever know, and somewhere in the wilds of New Zealand, this author is smiling because you’ve taken the chance on another one of my stories. I do hope you enjoy it. 

To Julie Schrader, thank you so much for your editing skills. I probably left mistakes, but then my readers tend to enjoy my quirks, but I appreciate your stellar work. 

To PJ, yes, you should be writing. 

To JP, you challenge me every time we write together.

To my Patreons, you have all helped me so much, thank you for your continued support. 

LOVE WINS.

Hug the ones you love, my friends. 
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[image: ]


“Doc, please. Come on. I’ve been going through this for ages, and all you keep telling me is cryptic shit that doesn’t make sense.” Farness Bonham Duncan, known to his friends as Ness or Nessie, ran his fingers through his auburn hair, the frustration that he’d been feeling for what felt like forever bubbling up inside of him yet again. There were times it got so bad it made it almost impossible for him to speak, and this was one of those times. He was so overwhelmed and tired of feeling like he had no control over his body. 

Doctor Nathan Faraday, known to everyone simply as Doc, seemed equally frustrated although he was better at hiding it. “I don't understand why none of your kind ever explained to you the facts of life and the differences you might go through during your lifecycle, as compared to other shifters. Your kind is exceptionally rare, that’s a given. But that is even more reason for any of them to understand the importance of passing the information on to their younger generations.” Doc was an old shifter as far as shifters went, but nobody was as old as Ness in the small shifter town known as Arrowtown. 

Put simply, the reason why Ness was in Doc’s office in the first place was that for the first time in his more than three-thousand-year existence, he was having trouble coping with the day-to-day functions of life. 

He’d get on his plane and then his animal side would decide he wanted to stay home. 

He’d go stomping down the street as if he had somewhere to be, but after two minutes Ness would realize he had no idea of his destination and usually ended up at the bar or the bakery. 

He’d forget what he was saying during meetings, and his dick, that had been a perfectly compliant part of his anatomy for centuries, appeared to have a life of its own. 

None of those things had ever happened to him before, and being a sensible man, Ness went to the doctor. And he kept going to the doctor until the point where it could be considered harassment. At least, that’s what Doc was likely feeling, not what Ness felt himself. He just wanted answers. 

“Look, Ness. I’m not being cryptic, I’m just not sure what you want me to say. I can’t be more blunt. There’s nothing wrong with you. I realize what you’re going through is frustrating right now. But all of the symptoms you’re describing - the agitation, the restlessness, the constant boners...” 

How Doc managed to say that with a straight face, Ness had no idea, but he felt his own cheeks flush at any reference to his crotch region. 

“The symptoms you’re experiencing are all your body's way of signaling that you are ready to start finding a mate or a bond partner. It’s all perfectly natural – nature’s way of ensuring a species survives. That’s why you have the urge to copulate, or to have sex, which is what most shifters instinctively feel when they get to this stage of their development.” 

“I know all about randy shifters when they’re young. I have no doubt regular shifters are happy to copulate their way through their teenage years and no one seems to have an issue with that,” Ness interjected. “This is different. It has to be. What I’m going through should not happen to someone who measures their age in the thousands of years. It’s undignified.” 

“But clearly for your species, these symptoms are perfectly normal regardless of your age,” Doc explained patiently. “You didn’t feel like this at all when you were an actual teenager, did you?”

“No.” Ness shook his head. “I was studying with my father from the time when I could walk, learning about trade and bartering. I was an only child, very common for our kind, and my parents wanted to make sure I could be independent from a young age.” 

“There you go. Going through puberty is a natural part of every person’s development, even if for you, it’s not on the timeline most shifters experience. Your body is gearing itself up to procreate. That’s why you keep thinking about sex.”

“I don’t,” Ness muttered. He wasn’t going to mention he didn’t have a clue how that worked, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to know. His parents’ warnings from when he left home still rang in his head centuries after the fact. 

“That’s why your dick is hard for no apparent reason,” Doc carried on, clearly ignoring Ness’s comment. “At the moment a stiff breeze or seeing someone eat ice cream will probably set you off. That’s just the way this phase of life is. It will continue to be that way until you start letting off some steam – one way or another. These feelings do settle down for everyone eventually, and they will for you, too.” 

“But when?” Ness complained. “When do they start to settle down? When does a person start to feel normal again?”

“That I can't tell you because none of your kind have ever been very forthcoming and documented your species life cycle for me to reference,” Doc said. “Believe me, I’ve checked every database known to shifters. I’m not saying anything bad about your forefathers. It’s likely most of your kind alive today were born before medicine became accepted in fact.” Twiddling his pen, Doc asked, “Is there any chance you can speak to somebody, your parents perhaps, or a relative, who could give you a better idea of how long these symptoms typically last?”

“I tried that after my last visit here,” Ness said, his cheeks heating to the point he was sure they were glowing as he recalled that pointless conversation. “I’d barely managed to get a list of my symptoms out and all I got was laughter from my father. Then my mother informed me that the issues I was asking about were not considered polite conversation and I should have more control over myself than to ever mention any discomfort in public. After that, I called my uncle on my mother’s side, and basically said I wasn’t feeling good. He asked me how old I was, I reminded him.” Ness sighed. “He laughed, told me to have fun, and hung up on me.” 

Doc looked like he was trying to hide his own damn amusement. “All right then. So clearly you've come from a more puritanical branch of being than most shifters and that must be frustrating for you, too. I’m sure you’d rather hear about your kind’s procreating methods from someone with direct experience in those matters. All I can tell you is what I’ve been saying all along. What you’re going through is normal for you. 

“The fact that you are going through puberty at your age is simply a byproduct of the way your species evolved. You are so exceptionally long lived when compared to other shifter types, that over the thousands of years your bodies have evolved for some reason in such a way that puberty, which most people go through in their teenage years, has been put off for a considerable length of time. A reason, I might add, that might not even apply in the modern world. But that evolutionary trait still exists. Remember too, that being a non-furry shifter, it is possible for you to be the one who could get pregnant, which I am sure you are aware if your partner turns out to be male.” 

“Really?” Ness’s eyes widened. “I don't have anything against male on male partners,” he said quickly in case Doc got the wrong idea. Doc’s relationship with Deputy Joe was an integral part of Arrowtown lore. There were countless other male-male matings in town as well. “It's just I never thought I would get pregnant either. I think I’d worry I didn’t have the right bits.” 

“I thought the same thing, and yet it all works out in the end. Besides, at the moment I think we're putting the cart before the horse. You don’t have to concern yourself with that right now. What you’ve got at the moment is a dick with nowhere to go, alongside the frustrations that might bring, and hormones your body is getting used to. In my experience with humans and other shifters, their hormones seem to settle down in about three or four years, once they move into adulthood.” 

“Three or four years?” Ness pounded the bed he was sitting on with his fist. “I can't put up with this for that long. My brain is complete mush. I have no idea what I’m doing. One minute I'm on a plane, then I forget where I was going. I go to a meeting, and I can barely function or even speak straight...” 

Doc held up his hand, stopping what would’ve probably been a lengthy rant. Gods. Mother was right. I have to get myself under control.  

“Have you ever considered that maybe you should just have sex with someone? You're an attractive man. I’m sure you get no-string type offers all the time. Just accept one of them. Once you’ve gone through your first time, and okay, there might be a bit of embarrassment because it is for most of us for our first time, but after that it will get easier. The release would help your agitation.”

“Our kind do not have sex outside of mating. It's too risky.”

Doc frowned. “Risky how? Physically, in your human form, you're no different from any other shifter. I wasn’t suggesting your beastie give sex a try. Why should it be difficult for you?” 

Swallowing a lump in his throat at the very idea, Ness tried to explain. At least the doc wasn’t outright laughing at him. “Our beast is very large, therefore our strength in our human form is very intense. It requires - at least from what I've heard in those odd raucous stories overheard during occasional family gatherings - an awful lot of control to be able to engage in those types of activities and not hurt anyone. Right now I rip my pants trying to get them on in the morning, I’m so fumble fingered. I wouldn’t trust myself...” he trailed off. Doc was shaking his head. 

“Believe it or not, a person's animal size has very little bearing on the amount of strength or force a person might exert when they're having sex.” Doc probably thought he was being reasonable, but Ness had heard some horror stories when he was growing up, and he wasn't inclined to listen. 

“The thing is,” he said firmly, determined to get Doc to see having sex with a non-mate was out of the question, “if any of the stories I have heard are remotely true, even one tiny percent of them, the possible danger to another person...”

Doc held up his hand again. “I can see you don't want to heed that particular piece of advice and that's fine. I am not going to insist you go against what you believe are valid fears. No one should ever be forced to have sex for any reason if they don’t want to. You are hormonal. Your body is moving into the next stage of your development. It takes a while, but your body will adapt. 

“In the meantime, I suggest masturbating, working out at least once a day, and keeping busy will also be helpful. If you’re forgetting things, then keep lists and maintain a daily routine because that will help as well. Spending time in your shifted form, especially because you are so big, will also use up a lot of energy, and that in turn will reduce the anxiety and frustration you’ve been feeling in your human form.”

Ness nodded. Those were good ideas and things he could do. 

“I can give you a shifter-safe sedative if you like, something to help you sleep if that’s an issue.”

“I don’t want to take anything unnecessarily. I just need for this phase, this stage of my development as you call it, to be over so things can get back to normal.” 

Doc chuckled. “In the grand scheme of things, five years is barely a blink. Are you heading out of town again?” He pointed to Ness’s overnight bag.

“Yes.” Ness sighed. “At least my beastie will get a swim while we’re away this time. I’ve got to make a flying stop in Nevada to sign some papers, then onto Scotland to do my bit to keep our legend alive up there.” 

“You’re kidding me. There really is a Loch Ness Monster?”

Ness shrugged. “It was my granddad’s idea. None of us have lived in the loch for decades, but the people there rely on tourists for their income. Everyone in the family takes turns. I’ll be up there for three to five days, swim in the mornings and late evenings, giving any of the believers a chance to get their blurry photos, then onto...damn, I can’t remember what I’ve got to do after that, but I’m sure there’s something.” 

“I actually think that’s a really cool thing to do. I remember reading when paranormals came out that there was a big hue and cry that the Loch Ness Monster must’ve been a shifter, which was why none of the scientists with their submarines and drones could ever find one, but none of the locals there wanted to believe that.” 

“The problem is when the paranormal world did reveal itself their presence explained a lot of the legends non-paras seemed to love.” Ness planted his feet on the floor and stood up, picking up his bag. “Some people, they miss the days when they could tell stories about the mysterious shapes they saw in the night sky or on a loch when it’s covered in mist, without some random shifter or something else holding up a hand and saying ‘That was me, guys. Sorry.’ They like the mystery. My family and I do our little bit to keep that one particular mystery alive.” 

“I’ll keep an eye out for the news articles.” Doc laughed as he stood up, too. “Safe travels. I’m sure we’ll see you back here when we do. In the meantime if anything else happens, you’ve got my number. Just keep busy and keep yourself open to the idea your mate could be just over the next horizon.” 

Ness was on his way to the door, but he stopped. “Why would you say something like that? Have you added being a seer as one of your doctor’s skills?”

“Nothing like that.” Doc laughed. “It’s just that in my experience our animal sides seem to have a sixth sense about a lot of things, including meeting a mate. With your body on high alert like it is, maybe your beastie is readying you for the idea that your mate isn’t far away.” 

“Well, they don’t live in Arrowtown, that’s for sure. I know everyone here.”

“Which is why it’s a good idea you travel so much.” Doc grinned. “Maybe a sweet lady Nessie will already be at the loch when you get there.”

Ness snorted as he shook his head. “If that’s the case it means I’ve got my roster dates wrong. Any lady up there will not be sweet, especially if they catch me shifting. It would either be my mom or my aunt. I knew a long time ago my mate would be a different species.”

Doc was still laughing when Ness left his office, but as he got into his car, parked conveniently outside, tossing his bag in the back, Ness had to adjust his dick in his pants, again. There are times when being a legendary shifter is a plain pain in the butt, and this is one of those times, he thought as he started the car and headed for his private airstrip. Knowing what was wrong didn’t bring Ness half the comfort he thought it would, but it was a start. Face it. I wouldn’t know what to do with a mate if I did find one. I haven’t even been on a date. And that was another anxiety Ness did not need. 
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Chapter Two
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“Mr. Greg Sheffield, you really don’t expect me to sit here and just listen to your shit as though it was the gospel, do you?” Cyrus Marinus didn’t have to snap. If anything, his words were calm and measured as the man himself. His pose was casual as he sat behind his vast desk, his chair back far enough he had plenty of room to rest an ankle over his knee. Cyrus regarded the sweating hulk in front of him, keeping his face expressionless. 

“You asked me to explain.” Greg scratched behind his ear, tugged at the lapel on his ill-fitting jacket, and then glanced around at the door. He’d find no salvation there. Jon and Roman were like two statues framing the door and just as immovable. “I just had a run of bad luck. I’m sure you see this a dozen times a day. I just need a bit more to...”

Cyrus held up his hand and the man’s mouth snapped shut. “You are right. You are one of many who think it’s acceptable to sweat your desperation all over my brand new carpet. It’s becoming tedious. You’d think after all these years gamblers would understand how Lady Luck is fickle. It’s part of her charm. One night she places you high on the mountain and kisses your feet, and then the next, she plunges you into the abyss with no way out. My issue with you, the issue that has you sweating all over my carpet, is your lack of money problem is not the only baggage your brought to my hotel, is it?”

“I’m not sure what you mean, Mr. Marinus. Your men have been holding me for hours, from the moment I left my room. I thought you wanted to see me about the money owed the casino and I’m good for it, I just need...” 

The urge to wrinkle his nose at the stench of Greg’s lies and fear was strong, but Cyrus would never show a weakness like that. Instead he clicked his fingers, stopping Greg’s lies midstream. 

“You made a deal with my floor manager for two of my girls to attend you in your room last night. Correct?”

Greg was running out of places to look. He must’ve decided the carpet was the least likely to be glaring at him. “I’m not sure I remember,” he muttered. “I’d had a lot to drink. I vaguely recall saying something to one of the men in a suit, but by the time I got to my room I was exhausted and just crashed on the bed. If anyone knocked I didn’t hear them.” 

“You are in room 2214, yes?” Leaning forward, Cyrus picked up a piece of paper and leaned back in his chair. 

“Er...yes, I think so.” Greg fumbled in his pocket and pulled out a key card. “Room 2214, yes, that’s it.” 

“You are aware we have cameras in every hallway in our hotel, aren’t you? The information about that was indicated on the registration printout you’re given when you first collected your key.”

“Oh, I didn’t read that. I mean, I was in a hurry to get onto the casino floor when I arrived.” Greg’s gulp could be heard by everyone in the room. “I figured that was just fine print and no one reads that stuff, am I right?”

“The information is provided for all clients as a safety precaution for all guests and staff when they check in.” Cyrus sighed. “You’re really going to make me spell it out for you, aren’t you Greg? Unfortunately, I don’t have the time.” He stood up, buttoning his jacket. “Don’t concern yourself though. The gentlemen behind you, Roman and Jon, are family, and they have a lot to say to you. You might have heard their names mentioned last night in fact.” 

Walking around the desk, Cyrus stepped into Greg’s personal space, his animal flashing in his eyes, causing the man to step back. “Roman and Jon are the brothers of Tina and Chloe, who crawled from your room two hours after they were seen entering it on the hallway cameras. If you’re at all concerned Tina is currently in hospital being treated for internal injuries, and my dear Chloe will likely never work again due to the scars left on her face.”

“I... er...it was an accident.”

“Don’t say another word,” Cyrus warned. “The money you owe me is a drop in the ocean to me. We could’ve made an arrangement about paying that back. I make deals like that every day of the week with schmucks who don’t know when to walk away from the tables. But when a scumbag like you dares to lay your hands in acts of violence against the people in my family, the people I protect and care for, any chance of a deal you might have had just went flying out the window. At the moment you’re a dead man walking, and you won’t be doing that for long.”

Greg might have whimpered, but if he did, Cyrus wasn’t moved. He made his way to the door. “Roman, tell them I will want the same carpet pattern when you get it replaced,” he said as Roman let him out. “You know how to contact me if you need to. When you’re done, both of you lay low, standard procedure. You know the rules. Spend some time with your parents.” 

“Yes, Boss.” Roman nodded, and Cyrus heard the room door lock behind him as he made his way down the hall. The office was soundproofed, and Cyrus nodded and smiled at a few guests he passed as he made his way to the elevator. They would never hear a sound coming from his office even if they pressed their ears against the door.

/~/~/~/~/

Two hours later, now dressed more casually in jeans and a button down gray shirt that matched his eyes, Cyrus wandered through the Harry Reid International Airport, the gateway hub for anyone wanting a fast and easy way to get to his casinos. His meeting had gone well. Cyrus didn’t expect anything different. He had been a part of Las Vegas since the place was shacks alongside a dirt track. He’d long acclimatized to the dry desert heat, although he’d signed up very quickly when air conditioning had been invented.

Cyrus’s huge animal was edgy, which was why Cyrus walked. Every local knew him, and many people ducked their head respectfully as he went past. I know you didn’t get a bite in this morning, but think of the mess, he reasoned with his animal as he walked. They’d both been agitated, seeing the state of Tina and Chloe the night before – both covered in blood and visibly upset. Everything in Cyrus’s nature demanded he break down that fucking door of room 2214, and tear the pathetic bully limb from limb. 

But we’re better than that. Roman and Jon have proven themselves to us before. They deserved the right to take vengeance for their sisters and restore their family’s honor. 

Keep walking. Cyrus almost tripped over in shock. His animal half rarely spoke to him with words. They had a long history with each other, and the most effective communications were done without words ever needed. Giving his animal side just a little more leeway, Cyrus let his steps be guided by his animal’s instincts. It was almost as though his animal spirit was hunting, but Cyrus didn’t see any dangers around them even though the place was busy. 

He ended up standing by a large window, looking out over the area where many private planes were parked, including his own. Is someone messing with our plane? But no, his other half wasn’t reacting to that. Taking his time, Cyrus scanned the view again. There were very few people in what was a secure area. 

His eyes focused more intently when he noticed a visiting plane he remembered seeing before. An Arrowtown plane in Vegas? I’m sure that thing was taking off when we landed there on our last visit. From the looks of the activity around the plane, it was clearly due to take off again. The refueling truck was there, and two other people with clipboards were checking every inch of the outside. 

There. Look there. His huge beast was so agitated, Cyrus could almost feel his tail swinging from side to side. Looking where his animal side directed, Cyrus’s eyes widened. A huge man, clearly a shifter, was striding across the asphalt making a beeline for the plane. 

Ours. He’s ours. Get him. 

Cyrus looked around. It would take him too long to get to the plane before it took off. The shifter was already climbing the stairs into his plane. Reaching into his jean pocket, he hit a speed dial number. “Have the plane ready to take off in the next ten minutes. I’ll inform you of the destination when I get there,” he said before hanging up. He had good staff, and his plane was always ready to leave at a moment’s notice. 

Sauntering back to the closest booking station, Cyrus smiled at Lucy, the woman tending the desk. “You look like you could do with a coffee, pretty lady,” he said sliding the hundred dollar note he’d palmed over the desk. “Any idea where that private plane, number six-four-two on the tail, is going?”

“You’ll get me into trouble, Mr. Marinus,” Lucy said clicking a few keys on her keyboard. “Flight six-four-two is on its way to Inverness in Scotland. The flight has four crew members, and the only listed passenger is Mr. Farness Bonham Duncan, the plane’s owner.” 

“You deserve a steak meal, my lovely lady.” Cyrus added another hundred to the first. “Alas, I have to make a trip to Scotland, did you say, and can’t take you personally. I’m sure you and your husband will enjoy a meal on me.” 

“Have your pilot file the flight plan, Mr. Marinus. You’ll be sixth in the queue to take off.”

“You’re the best.” Blowing Lucy a kiss, Cyrus hurried to the exit, pulling his phone out of his pocket again as he power walked. “File a flight plan for Inverness, Scotland.” 

“Yes, Boss.” 

By the time he was on the plane, doing up his seat belt, Cyrus had already located accommodations,, apparently it was the quiet season wherever this Inverness was, and a hired car in case he needed it. Sitting back as his plane took off, Cyrus chuckled quietly. This has to be the most ridiculous version of winging it I’ve ever done. But he couldn’t deny his, or his animal’s, excitement as the plane took to the air. 
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Chapter Three
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Ness hadn’t been born in Scotland, but he couldn’t deny the impact of the eerie beauty around the lake just before dawn. It touched something deep in his soul. There was a sense of timelessness in the place and as he prepared to shift, Ness felt a glimmer of peace – something missing from his life in recent months. 

His trip had been uneventful. He answered business emails, double checking everything before he hit the send button. According to his schedule, after Scotland he was due back in the States to visit his candy making factory, something he always enjoyed. The company had started when Ness started experimenting with sugar decades before, and now he had a whole team of scientists/candy makers who were still experimenting on new tastes and textures in the candy industry. 

The car was waiting when his plane touched down, allowing him to drive straight to the house his family owned, with very few people aware he was even in the country. Ness never worried about the arrangement his family must’ve had with the authorities at the airport – he just knew it worked. He didn’t even have to show his passport. His crew had accommodations booked for them in Inverness, knowing they were free to have fun and enjoy their stay. Ness knew they’d be back at the plane in three days’ time. 

There was comfort in routine, just as Doc had suggested. Ness could see that as he made himself
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