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If you wish to read the origin series to Fathoms Deep, the order is as follows:






Eye of the Storm series

Releasing the Wolf

Cry of the Wolf

Heart of the Wolf

Return of the Wolf

Rise of the Wolf

Reign of the Wolf 


followed by





Blood Never Lies duet: Blood Shadow and Aftershock (Blood Shadow is the direct predecessor to Fathoms Deep.)
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BLOOD SHADOW (BLOOD Never Lies) really needs to be read before going into Fathoms Deep. And I’m going to assume that if you’ve read Blood Shadow, you will have read the Eye of the Storm series that precedes it. Nevertheless, below I have outlined four basic points from previous books that are important to this one. (Four is all I can really do without going into spoiler territory.)

	The Trident were a fast-expanding and brutal horde of beasts created by a man called Dr Evan Trident in the late 1700s when he attempted to create a super-being similar to the werewolf. They were one of the main reasons werewolves have been teetering on the edge of extinction. The Trident were all destroyed five years ago, their human leader, called Bab, alongside them, leaving around 300 wolves on the entire planet.

	Bab was Roman Dalton’s older brother. The two brothers come from a long line of people called The Travellers (or Human Hands) who were originally protectors of werewolves and very skilled in magic, but a difference of opinion in the late 1800s meant the family split down the middle, with one half siding with The Trident and believing them to be superior to werewolves.

	Bab turned out to be the leader of The Trident’s Head Office, and after the Alpha Trident, Gabriel, captured Selena as his mate and subsequently lost his power to her, Bab became obsessed with Selena, intent on somehow taking her for his own mate as soon as he could. Part of his delirium was caused by his injecting Alpha Trident blood into his veins daily.

	From the shadows, his brother, Roman, looked out for Selena (now called Laura), although this was not apparent to her until just a few days ago. That story is part of Blood Shadow.



In this book, Laura is referred to by all three of her names – Laura, Jennifer, and Selena – depending on whose point of view the scene is from.



Tridents are referred to as ‘a Trident’, Tridents (plural), or ‘The Trident’ when referring to their entire species as a group. The trident symbol, however (the three-pronged staff), is simply ‘a trident’ and is not capitalised.



And now onwards to Fathoms Deep. I hope you enjoy everything that comes next.



Dianna Hardy



“What is a friend? A single soul dwelling in two bodies.”



Aristotle, 384–322 BC
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Chapter One
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“YOU’RE GREEN.”

“I’m fine.”

“You look green.”

Laura scowled. “Well, excuse me if being 40,000 feet in the air turns my stomach just a little. It’s not a natural place to be.”

“We landed an hour ago.”

“And my head is still floating somewhere in the lower stratosphere,” she bit out.

Roman chuckled.

She glared at him, but kept pace, not willing to get swept away by the sea of people either side of them as they made their way to Arrivals with their luggage in tow. This was the most amount of people she’d ever been amongst, the mid-October flurry to capture the last bit of sun the Greek Islands offered, ensuring the busyness of the airport in Santorini – or ‘Thera’, as the Greeks knew it.

It was a heady experience to say the least, as if all these strangers’ thoughts and feelings bustled alongside her with their physical bodies, and she had no idea if her attunement to that was because of her habitual introversion to life, or if it was accentuated by the siren in her.

Or maybe she was just feeling sensitive. Only three days ago, she’d lain bruised and battered, praying for death, after one of the most violent attacks of her life, only to live – which she was thankful for – after being anchored to the bottom of the ocean as she experienced her first metamorphosis into a siren; not that she could remember it. A full-bodied siren according to Roman, her wolf having agreeably taken a back seat to allow the sea-creature her debut performance.

Both the siren and wolf inside her had seen to her physical healing, and with some surprise, she noted that emotionally, she felt far more calm and nourished than she ever had in the thirty years of her existence; all three of her personas – the siren, the wolf, and the element that made her human – also taking to her new name of ‘Laura’ as easily as they had taken to her transformation into an elusive mer-being no one believed existed – not even werewolves.

‘Jennifer’ – her first alias after having escaped her captivity at the hands of The Trident – had never suited her, and ‘Selena’, her birth name, felt more and more like a stranger every day – a distant memory, even. Mostly an unpleasant one.

‘Laura’, however, brought out something serene in her, although she couldn’t pinpoint why. She liked the name so much she felt almost territorial over it; or her wolf did. Yes – her wolf liked Laura, too.

She risked a glance at her accidental ‘husband’, refusing to admit to herself his presence had something to do with her near-miraculous sense of ease and self-harmony, never mind that his presence had unwittingly eased her for half a decade. Unwittingly on his behalf, anyway. She had been far too quick to seek out refuge in his anonymously written guidance when it was all she’d really had. She’d clung to the notes he had left her during her times of need, without knowing their source or the history that had created them – that had created him. By all accounts, he should be her arch-enemy.

“There he is,” said Roman, nodding to a man who stood behind a few others, his dark hair shorter than Roman’s, as was his height. “If he looks a little gormless, it’s because he is,” added Roman, although a world of affection was in his tone, “but he’s soft as putty.”

Nico was some distant relation of Roman’s – a third or fourth cousin if she remembered correctly.

“He’s the only one who knows I’m visiting and I’ve sworn him to secrecy for now. I haven’t told him about you yet. Nico!” Roman turned his attention to the man who looked like he’d drifted off into a daydream while waiting for them.

Blinking back into existence, Nico started slightly, then threw his cousin the biggest smile. “Roman!”

A flurry of excited words were exchanged between them in what Laura assumed was Greek, although she knew Roman also spoke his own birth language – one which was closer to an ancient version of Romani.

Nico looked to be in his late twenties, although it was hard to tell. Some seven or eight years younger than her falsely betrothed.

His eyes flicked towards her, widened as they took her in and ... didn’t really look away. It wasn’t a reaction Laura was unfamiliar with – her long, wavy, strawberry-blonde hair and copper-coloured eyes accentuated a classically elegant, yet strong, oval face – but to his credit, Nico’s stare held an innocent kind of wonderment rather than a lustful leer. Thank god.

Roman cleared his throat, and Nico suddenly realised he’d stopped listening or engaging. He cast his eyes on his cousin, still bewildered. His face reddened slightly under his healthy tan. “Sorry,” he apologised, switching to English and then fixing his gaze back on Laura. It must be painfully obvious she didn’t understand Greek. “You’re just beautiful,” he blurted out the way a ten-year-old might.

Laura found herself laughing despite the heat rising to her face.

“As delicately put as always, Nico. May I introduce you to my wife, Laura.”

His mouth dropped open in that non-delicate way she suspected she’d have to get used to if he was going to be hanging around. “Wife?” He literally did a double-take. “Really? You mean, willingly?”

Her next laugh was heartier, and she didn’t miss the way Roman looked away and scanned the airport’s Arrivals area, ignoring Nico’s question.

Because no, she hadn’t exactly been willing.

“Pleased to meet you, Nico.” She held her hand out and Nico took it in greeting, looking positively bewitched.

Roman placed his hand on the nape of Nico’s neck and with some light-hearted, jokey phrase she couldn’t understand, swivelled him towards the sliding doors leading outside, breaking Nico’s enamoured handshake. And if that action didn’t hold a smidgen of possessiveness, her wolf was out of practice. She knew what an itch to stake a claim looked and felt like, despite the attempt at subtlety on Roman’s part. While an old, wounded facet of her shrivelled at the idea of a male even thinking of asserting such an action over her, the way her she-wolf melted inside and whined in her head for more of Roman’s attention was far more worrying.

Perhaps he’d only done that because he was aware of her brutal history at the hands of males and how certain encounters could trigger unpleasant memories. It didn’t matter. His intention did not change her wolf’s reaction: the animal was in full submissive mode seeking the dominance he’d just displayed, fully encouraged by the fact her siren counterpart was connected to Roman’s. As far as the she-wolf was concerned, that made him hers.

Giving her head a small shake and reminding her far-too-accommodating canine that her involvement with Roman had not been their choice – or even pleasant, initially – she took a breath and followed the two men into the sweltering hot October afternoon.

She’d never set foot outside of England before. She knew it would be hotter here, but by god – she had not expected the scents. Everything smelled different to home, and caught in the thrall of a hundred new aromas, she found herself coming to a stop. The colours were different, too – the sky, bluer; the trees a different shade of green she’d never really seen before... The air was alive with the tang of olives and spices; she detected thyme, oregano, and something her wolf senses told her was a type of pepper, although she had no idea what it was called. The heat of the sun intensified every note of every scent, and she suddenly felt a kinship between her wolf and her siren: smell was akin to a song – it held its own melody within an orchestra of fragrances.

A beefy, hairy, middle-aged man collided with her as she lost herself to the sensations surrounding her.

“Oh! I’m sorry.”

He went off on a grumpy, melodramatic tirade she didn’t understand in tongue, although his body language was pretty damn clear: fucking stupid woman – look where you’re going.

She bristled, all her defences rising until Roman placed a firm hand on her elbow and his frame between her and the man.

Words were exchanged – quick, clipped ones – and then she was led away from him and away from the clutter of humans, towards a white van that Nico stood in front of.

It all happened so fast – before she could gather her logical self – that her immediate reaction was one of ire. “I could have handled that myself.” And she cursed inwardly for being so brusque because, truly, she was grateful for Roman’s intervention, still feeling so disorientated after the flight.

“I know,” he replied, then lowered his voice. “But we’re quite literally running from the law and we have an audience of one easily confused man”—he nodded at Nico—“so I thought it best to curtail a potential scene at the airport we’ve just escaped to.”

Reddening, Laura took in a breath. “Sorry. I know. I was just caught off guard.”

His tone held warm understanding, once more reminding her he was not a copy of his evil, dead brother who had held her prisoner for weeks along with her equally evil Trident mate, Gabriel. “We’ll both feel more at ease away from the crowd,” he soothed.

God, it was no wonder she balked in the presence of any male. She didn’t want to. But every one that had entered her life since the age of fifteen had been a terrible and horrific accident that had gatecrashed her body and mind.

She held her next breath in her lungs before expelling it. She was going to change it – this wasn’t the way she wanted to be. Roman had saved her life and helped her many times over the past five years – dubiously saved her life, but, nevertheless, still saved it. She knew his intentions were honest because the damn siren inside her could connect with his and understand all his currents; could flow with them. She hadn’t told him she’d figured out in the last two days how to do that because it had startled the hell out of her. It still startled the hell out of her because the connection felt peaceful in a way she’d never known.

From a total repulsion of all men in general, to suddenly being intricately and harmoniously linked to one in such a manner, was a mind-fuck to say the least. She knew if she let herself go, it would feel like living in him. And she suspected he might feel the same with the connection. He’d never said anything about it and it wasn’t a conversation she was ready for.

“Everything all right, Laura?” Nico’s smile was a brilliant one as he slid open the door of the van for her.

“Yes. I’m just tired from the flight – I’m not used to flying.”

“Only birds are used to flying.” He grinned. “And harpies.”

Harpies? There’d been something she’d read about sirens having originally been harpies that had had their wings taken.

She’d expected Roman to climb up front and sit next to his cousin, but he got into the back with her, then slid the door shut. “Has much changed out here in the past ten years?” he asked the younger man.

The driver door slammed shut. Nico took his seat, but didn’t bother with his seatbelt. “Nah – you know how it is. A quiet life and a quiet pace. Even with all the tourists, you can find a place to get away. Your house is still as good as new. I cleaned it up this week after the last guests left.”

“I’m grateful, Nico. Thank you. I don’t want anyone to know I’m back – I’m not even sure how long I’m staying for.” He turned towards Laura. “I have a holiday home here, although I haven’t visited for ten years or so. I pay Nico to maintain it.”

“Easiest job in the world,” Nico chimed in, his grin still on him. He couldn’t seem to help but express every emotion on his face. And he was clearly pleased to see Roman again. “I haven’t told a soul you’re here, but I will get a tongue-lashing for keeping it a secret once they find out.”

“I’m hoping they never find out.”

“That might be hard. A lot of the relatives are here on the island right now because there’s a big reunion planned for Saturday night.”

“This Saturday? In three days?”

He nodded. “It’s going to be hard not to bump into them when out and about – you know how big the family is.”

Roman sighed. “If I’d known, I would have stopped over in the mainland for a week or two. I take it you’ve all heard about Bab?”

Nico grunted. “That your brother died? Half of us celebrated, and the other half is still seeking revenge on werewolves.”

Laura winced where she sat.

Roman threw her a look of warning and gave his head a slight shake, his meaning clear. No one knows what you are – say nothing. His attention went back to Nico. “From what I saw he brought it all on himself. He murdered his own cousins in his greed for power, and I tried to steer him away from it all more than once.”

“I believe you. Rowena and Nanette are sorely missed by many; by those who knew they stood against Bab. That side of the family all know Bab killed them. The other side just have anger, and they hate the wolves.” Nico shrugged. “Any excuse to blame them. You know how it is – the animosity is over two centuries old.”

“Well, I’m no one’s favourite relative – my father saw to that. All the more reason to tell no one I’m here.”

“Most of the family think your father was a liar – they never believed him about the siren story.”

“And you, Nico?”

Nico half-turned in his seat to look at Roman, almost giving Laura a heart attack when he swerved the van a bit too much in doing so. “I believe in you, Roman – whatever the story is. And I’m glad you’re back.” He faced front again. “It got hard when you stopped coming here. Life’s always been better with you around.”
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The drive seemed over in the blink of an eye.

Nico pulled the van into a parking space at the foot of a hill, although it wasn’t the kind of hill Laura was used to – no grass, no thickets of trees... The hill was comprised of hundreds upon hundreds of steps that wound through masses of white houses.

“We’re here?” she asked Roman. “That was quick.”

He climbed out of the van after her, carrying both their bags. “Santorini’s a tiny island – you can walk across it in under five hours. This is the village of Imerovigli. Very popular with the tourists which is the sole reason I bought a place here.”

“To rent it out?”

“Yes. I have family savings, but this provides me with an income which means I barely need to touch it. I own another house on the island of Therasia. I prefer it – it’s much quieter there. Since I haven’t been back in ten years, that one gets rented out, too – mostly to celebrities and rich folk not wanting to be spotted so easily.”

“Roman’s the reason I have a full time job,” called out Nico from somewhere behind the other side of the van.

“So, your family live here, too?” she asked Roman.

“About a hundred and fifty years ago, a bunch of them settled on the Greek mainland. My grandparents left after the Second World War, finally choosing to permanently migrate to England. Most only holiday in Santorini every now and then – none live here.”

“I live in a town an hour from Athens,” added Nico – or his voice, anyway. She still couldn’t see him. “It’s easy enough to come out here when I need to for Roman’s guests. Most of them stay two weeks or more. He’s had a few stay for three months before.”

“Nico – what’s this big reunion about?”

Nico finally slammed the van door shut, not bothering to lock it, his small rucksack slung over his shoulder as he appeared into view. “It’s for our grandparents’ generation – reconnecting with people they grew up with or went to school with or worked with. Those who are still alive, anyway.”

“Why now?”

Nico looked at him, quizzically. “Why not?”

“Are we going all the way up there?” interrupted Laura, staring at the top of the hill and the seemingly endless steps that led to it.

“We are. It’s not as far as it looks.”

“My grandfather mentioned the eclipse that took place at the beginning of this week,” said Nico as they began their ascent. “You know how they are – all magic spells and potions. Well, I think the reunion was arranged for the first Saturday following the eclipse. It was supposed to have been a special one, or something. You know I’ve never really understood all of that.”

Laura noted the clench to Roman’s jaw. The Blood Moon eclipse had been pivotal for both of them. If others were casting spells around it or whatnot...

He said nothing, but she felt his discomfort. He was wondering what they might be blindly walking into.

“Please come, Roman. Both of you come. I have to go – I have no choice. It will be so much easier with you there.”

“That sort of ruins my plan to be discreet, Nico.”

“I won’t tell anyone you’re here or that you’re coming. You can make a grand entrance and surprise everyone.”

“That’s my least favourite kind of entrance.”

“Please. The lighthouse has been rented out for it.”

“What? The Akrotiri Lighthouse? Doesn’t the Greek Navy own that? How the hell did they manage to convince them to rent it? I thought it was never open to the public.”

“Ah...” Nico shrugged. “I don’t think we are allowed inside it for the party, but the grounds around it they have let us have for the night. The navy manage it, but I don’t know if they actually own it – I thought the government did, no? But anyway ... you know your grandfather – he rubs shoulders with some important people, so he managed to get use of the grounds – so many feel indebted to our family.”

“He’s my granduncle.”

“We call all relatives his age grandfather – family is family; it’s all the same.”

Roman let out a small snort. It wasn’t to him. If he could call Hai his father, he would.

“Please come, Roman. It’s going to be an amazing night with the sunset views, and there’s going to be a banquet, too.”

“I’ll think about it, all right?”

And because that was as close to an answer as Nico was going to get out of him, he shut up. He couldn’t hide his small smile, though.

Laura was used to climbing all kinds of terrain. She wasn’t so used to this kind of heat, though, dry and beautiful as it was, and she found herself embarrassingly catching her breath once they’d reached the top. At least, it felt like the top, standing where they were at the edge of a low, white wall that led to the front door of an equally white house.

Everything was ... so white.

Looking around her, the breath she was trying to catch disappeared for completely different reasons. “Wow...” she whispered, her eyes drinking in the sheer beauty of it all. So different from the lush green of home, but so very—

“Stunning, isn’t it?” Roman came in behind her, taking in the view with her.

“I’ve never seen anything like it.” The blue of the sky was ... deep blue. “The sky looks as endless as the ocean without any clouds.”

“You can see why so many legends of gods were written here, can’t you? Where else would a god choose to reside but in this magnificence?”

She couldn’t argue with that. The views right across the Aegean Sea were right out of a story book.

“First time here, Laura? Or first time to Greece in general?” asked Nico.

“First time anywhere in the world,” she replied, her eyes still glued to the riveting landscape.

Nico looked surprised. “So, you really have never flown before?”

She finally tore her gaze from the scenery to look at him. “No.”

Nico chuckled and shook his head. “Roman, what the hell? It sounds like you’ve whisked her away from her life and told her nothing about yours. How did you convince her to marry you?”

She had to consciously stop herself from gasping when Roman’s arms snaked their way around her waist from behind her, locking around her stomach in a hug. She knew it was just for show, but the feel of his body pressed against hers was—

“It was something of a whirlwind romance,” Roman stated. He dropped a kiss on the top of her head, then his arms – all of him – were gone as quickly as they had appeared. “Let’s get our stuff inside and I’ll show you the house. Nico, when are you heading back to Greece?”

“I’m staying with a friend here in Santorini until after the reunion party. I go back on Sunday unless you need me?” There was almost a plea to his question. His missing Roman could not be overstated.

“I’ll let you know. I’d love a bit of downtime with Laura for now. Shall we meet up tomorrow?”

Nico had an adorable disappointed face – like that of a puppy. “What about dinner tonight?”

Roman let out an almost imperceptible sigh and caved into the forlorn expression. “That’s probably not a bad idea – let me call you, okay? A few hours to rest first would be appreciated.”

“Of course.” Nico’s grin was back. “We could eat at the Sunset Taverna – Callista would be over the moon to see you!” He suddenly froze, looked like he’d been slapped, and stared at Laura, then back at Roman, guilt taking over his paling features. “Sorry ... I mean, er...”

Her she-wolf caught on way before she did, bristling at the name ‘Callista’. Once she’d cottoned on, she didn’t quite know what to say or do. The confusing array of feelings broiling to the surface was new territory for her. “Erm—”

“It’s been great to see you again, Nico.” And there Roman was with his hand on the nape of his cousin’s neck again, steering him away from his front door and back to the small pathway that led all the way down to where he’d parked the van. “I’ll give you a call in a few hours about dinner.”

“Okay ... er ... it doesn’t have to be at the Sunse—”

“We’ll sort it out later. Right now, I need a shower and to plan my stay.”

They switched to speaking in Greek, and that was Laura out of the conversation. She turned and faced the front door wondering if a fake marriage still meant she owned half of everything her husband did. Good lord, owning a house in this gorgeous place would be ... not a problem. Not at all.

In her mind, her wolf’s tongue lolled out as she gazed at her in challenge. 

Oh, you’re challenging me? she asked the animal.

Yes, I am. And so is she.

She?

My new friend.

The siren. That’s what her wolf meant. Friend. Right. She almost let out a snort; only her feeling of bewilderment at where she suddenly found herself – here, in this beautiful, mythological place – after a week of hell, stopped her. No – after fifteen years of hell. And what’s the challenge? she retorted.

For the first time in your life, you might actually have something good within your grasp – something you want. Something all three of us want. What are you going to do about it​?
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Chapter Two
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THE MAYFAIR DISTRICT of London was synonymous with luxury and prestige, and it was the last place Prisha would expect to find the offices (or one of the offices) of Britain’s secret services. MI99 to be exact.

While the Secret Intelligence Service – known to the public as MI6 – was located by the river in Vauxhall, the completely unknown Secret Paranormal Services – known to absolutely no one as MI99 – had its headquarters in a more quiet back road between Mayfair and Soho, called Coach and Horses Yard.

“This is such a commercial area – it’s full of shops,” Prisha had said, surprised when she had first been brought here.

“Yes, and everyone is focusing on shopping and having expensive, boutique lunches with their friends, with not a glance in our direction,” had been her superior, Brian Coney’s reply. “And don’t think MI6 is only situated in the publicly known building in Vauxhall. We have offices elsewhere.”

Coach and Horses Yard was a deserted road most of the time, save for the few who worked in the office buildings nestled here. No one could park on this tiny road – only the occasional delivery truck bothered squeezing down it. The pub at its very top attracted some who hung around it, but only after working hours, and the clientele were respectable, not loitering after closing.

Yesterday, Mr Coney had handed Prisha the keys to her new apartment just a few minutes’ walk from her new workplace. It had surprised her – she had intended to stay in a B&B until she had time to properly hunt for somewhere suitable to live, but apparently, this was protocol. She was wanted nearby. She could be called upon at any moment – all kinds of urgent situations occurred when the supernatural was involved, and a lot of those took place at night.

Her apartment’s exterior was fitted with CCTV cameras because paranormal events included time warps, portals, teleportation and the like. There were also cameras inside her apartment situated at all entrances and exits only – windows and external doors. Her rooms inside were still hers and private, thank god.

She’d known working for secret services would be time consuming to say the least – even life consuming. She’d been prepared for that. But to have her accommodation so thoroughly vetted and completely out of her hands was... 

She blew air out between her teeth as she walked down Bond Street, coffee in hand. She would deal with it. She had been after a job with secret services ever since she was a teenager. Granted, MI99 was not exactly what she’d had in mind.

A ridiculously gorgeous, tall woman strode past her, carrying a shopping bag with the poise of a catwalk model. She might be one.

Or she might be a werewolf.

Prisha grimaced, not realising she was holding her breath until she finally let it out when the woman was a good few metres behind her.

Scanning all the bodies either side of the road, she wondered how many of the people who harried through London’s streets, daily, were ... creatures, rather than human.

A shiver ran through her at the thought, and she found herself walking faster to her destination.

Ten minutes later, she reached it, punching in the code for the first door, scanning her fingerprint for the second, and then signing in at reception (the only room accessible from the second door) before being allowed to walk through the third to make her way up one flight of stairs to her office.

Only her third day here and she was quickly realising she’d never spend more than a few hours a day in her office. The rest of her time would be spent out in the field or in the basement of the building where all manner of strange things were housed.

Her boss was perched at the end of her desk as she entered her office. “Hi,” she breathed, wondering if she’d miscalculated and had taken too long on her lunch break.

“Ms Patel...” He smiled, his bright blue eyes shining with his sharp intellect, the sharpness somehow accentuated by his silvering hair. “How are you settling in?”

“Well, I think.”

“Good. It can be jarring for the mind, this job. It can make you paranoid. Glad to see you’re still sane.”

Shit, it was like he’d pulled out her inner-most thoughts. Now she was wondering if he’d been spying on her walking back to her office and whether she’d noticeably looked anxious at everyone around her. She smiled back. “I’m fine.”

“Excellent. I wanted to talk to you about Jennifer Warren, aka Selena Smith, aka someone else by now.”

“Ah, yes ... I was trying to pull up more information on her earlier today to find her whereabouts, but almost every single thing about her online has disappeared.”

“A precaution, Ms Patel.”

“You did that?”

“Not I, specifically, but yes – MI99 have wiped every photograph and image of her from the internet. We have a copy of everything, of course.”

“Why erase it all? Don’t we want the global authorities to help us catch her?”

“And endanger all their lives? As well as the lives of innocent civilians around her?” He stood from the desk. “They have no idea what they’re dealing with. It’s best if we handle it.” He leaned across her desk and swivelled her laptop around to face her – not really her laptop any longer. It was now the property of MI99. She didn’t seem to own much since she started working here. “I’ve brought up the CCTV footage from the karaoke night at the pub.” He pressed ‘Enter’ on her laptop and the image started to play.

Stepping in closer, Prisha watched as Jennifer got onto the stage and took the microphone. “I must have seen this about fifty times.”

“And now that you know the paranormal is not that ‘para’, can you conclude anything new from it?”

Was this a test of her intelligence? For god’s sake she was intelligent, but she’d only discovered this alternate reality existed four days ago. Her knowledge of it was not vast.

“Come on now,” he pressed when she didn’t reply. “Myths and legends are not just fiction – I want you to think about every fairy tale you ever read as a child and every fable you ever studied in school.”

She could feel her pores starting to itch. Swallowing hard, she racked her brain, trying to think of something relevant to say. “Erm ... well, she’s singing – at least we have to assume so with no sound.”

“And which creatures of grand tales sing, Ms Patel?”

Fuck. Which creatures sang? All she could see in her mind were Disney’s versions of various princesses, and what difference did this make anyway? Wasn’t it confirmed Jennifer was a werewolf? Coney had said so himself. Did werewolves sing as a super power? “Um ... fairies.”

He cocked his head at her.

“There was a poem...” English Literature had never been her strong point at school. “Byron, maybe? About a wandering soldier who was seduced by a fairy singing.”

He said nothing as he stared at her.

Her face grew hot.

“Keats,” he said.

“Pardon?” Her voice broke on the word.

“John Keats – La Belle Dame sans Merci, or A Beautiful Lady Without Mercy – and he wrote about a knight in that poem, not a soldier.”

“Oh.” Were knights not soldiers?

“You’re not wrong, but not what I was going for in this instance.”

“Mermaids!” she blurted out, suddenly, feeling stupid for having to prove herself like she was at fucking school all over again and never got her First Degree with Distinction in Computer Sciences and Cyber Security. She hoped Disney got their red-haired singing mermaid from some kind of folk tale where mermaids actually sang because it was all she had to go on.

“Better. The word you’re looking for is siren.”

“Siren?”

“Greek mythology – research everything you can about sirens. This is your homework for the rest of the day before our flight leaves tonight. Sirens lured men by singing – to their deaths. Much like the spectacle taking place here.” He waved at the still-rolling footage on the screen of all the men – only men – clutching their heads and keeling over as Jennifer sang, seemingly oblivious... “This was what happened to that friend of yours, wasn’t it? David – is that his name?”

Her gut clenched, then somersaulted. She had to battle a wave of anger. “Yes, sir.”

“Which is exactly why we don’t want global authorities involved. It seems Jennifer might be more than just a she-wolf and we have no idea what she is capable of.”

“You mentioned a flight?”

“Our system has spent two days scanning the faces of every person who has passed through every boarding gate in every airport in Great Britain since Sunday night, and we have what we think is a match – linked to a new name, Laura Dalton. And she isn’t travelling alone.” He closed the laptop and picked up a clear wallet that lay on the desk next to where he’d been sitting. He gave it to her.

She noted her passport was in there – she had handed it in to MI99 as part of her proof of identity on arriving here – along with plane tickets and a couple of other documents.

“A car will pick you up from your apartment at seven o’clock to take us to Heathrow.”

“Where are we going, sir?”

“The home of the sirens, Ms Patel: Greece.”

*  *  *
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David resisted slamming the lid of his laptop down in frustration. Every single image – almost every single trace if no one knew what to look for – of Jennifer was gone.

There was no doubt in his mind that Prisha had something to do with this. She had fallen off the radar, too – her mobile phone number now disconnected – although that made more sense with her working for British Intelligence.

“Fuck it,” he mumbled behind his hand as he ran it over his face and his far too stubbly chin. He needed to shave. He needed to give a shit about himself because he still hadn’t fully recovered from his concussion, or whatever the hell it was the doctors tried to explain he had. They didn’t seem to have a clue, to be honest.

But all he cared about was finding Jennifer, who he managed to discover was not called Jennifer after all. This was fairly conclusive having finally traced her hospital records and finding her altered documents – very clearly stolen once he knew what to look for. What those hospital records implied she’d been through made his stomach turn, but before he could delve further ... poof. Every iota of her presence – virtually gone.

If it wasn’t Prish behind that, it could only be Jennifer’s captors, and he felt terrified of what that meant for Jennifer.

Or whoever she was.

Still Jennifer. You might not know her name, but you know her and it’s her you love, not her name.

He stood from his bar stool and filled the kettle for another coffee. He should probably throw some lunch together too, although—he looked around with a half-grimace—he didn’t have a lot of food here. He should go out, but the villagers and been almost hostile with him the minute he’d arrived home. Well, some of them had. He also got pitying looks. They all believed Jennifer to be some heartless murderer, and clearly, that he’d been lucky to escape her clutches.

They’d mobbed together and turned this lovely home over, running her out of town. Those were the whispers he’d heard, anyway, and they seemed proud of the fact they’d done that. He hadn’t been here to protect her – he’d been uselessly lying in a hospital bed.

No – he didn’t fancy a stroll into the village to buy food. Maybe he’d drive into the main town later and kip in a B&B for the night. At least until his tenant vacated his flat ten days from now.

His second laptop beeped.

He flicked the kettle switch on and hurried over to it, knowing he needed to be quick to avoid tracers finding the location of his hacking every security system he could find of every major airport and sea port in Britain. He wished he could find his way into all of them, but he didn’t have the tech or the manpower, so he’d settled for the largest and busiest of them.

“Shit...” He sucked in his breath. There she is!

That was definitely her.

Quick as he could manage, he screen-captured the image from the security camera and downloaded the name, boarding pass number, and associated information, before pulling himself swiftly out of Heathrow’s database and wiping all the codes he’d used to get there. He set the details he’d just downloaded to print.

Stunned, he fell back onto the bar stool, just about managing not to take the whole thing backwards. “I did it.” Although he couldn’t quite believe it. “I found her.”

For two whole minutes, he let that sink in, then he jerked at the sound of the printer finishing its run.

Jumping up, he ran to it, and grabbed the two sheets it had produced. One contained her image from the camera at the boarding gate, and the other told him... 

“Laura,” he whispered. “Laura Dalton.”

He felt an angry heat rise as his chest clenched around her name and the ‘Mrs’ that preceded it. The boarding passes stated hers was ticket two of two. Which meant someone else had number one.

He’d been too fast to hide his tracks and couldn’t remember the look of the man he was sure he’d seen standing just behind her.

Is he the one who took you?

He glanced back down at the rest of the information on the sheet. He had no idea what the hell he was going to do once he got there, but he suddenly knew he wasn’t going to his flat, or out for dinner, or to a B&B. He was going to pack a large bag and his passport – he was going to Greece.
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Chapter Three
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“DO YOU LIKE IT?” ROMAN came up to her right as she stared out the window. “It’s the best bedroom. The doors open out into the balcony and the view is—”

“It’s the best room – of any room – I’ve ever been in. Honestly.” That wasn’t a lie.

An awkward silence passed between them now Nico had left and conversation had died. It was the first time they’d been alone since before their arrival at Heathrow airport in England.

Roman cleared his throat to say something, but Laura got there first. “It’s a shame the reason we’re here isn’t quite so pleasant.” Nothing like pulling reality in by the collar to ruin paradise.

“Indeed,” he quietly agreed. “Maybe we can have at least twenty-four hours of peace to settle in before all mayhem kicks in.”

She turned to face him. “Is that what you’re expecting? Mayhem?”

“I’m hoping not, but if my family get wind of our arrival...”

“That bad, huh?”

“They like to dig their claws into anything that belongs in their circle and not let go. By blood, I belong in their circle, even if I’m not so well liked.”

“Nico seems to like you plenty.”

“Nico is a rare gem amongst my family. I don’t really want you to meet them, but it might be unavoidable.”

“None of them know why you’re here?”

“None. And as Nico said, most of them never believed my father’s story about the siren that bit me, nor about the one that gave birth to my mother.”

“Why are you the black sheep they dislike so much?”

“I never figured that one out. Always assumed it was their dislike of my father and Bab that filtered down to me; but some of them are just as bad as those two were, so I’m not so sure on my theory. My father certainly hated me – he could have told them all manner of things about me. I’m probably best not knowing.”

“So, they don’t know about your ... siren mutation?”

“Oh, they know about it, but they don’t believe it. The ones that do – and I’m not even sure who they are – say nothing of it. I’d come here every summer as a child; no one ever said a word about it to me.”

“And me?”

“Not a soul knows about you. They’ll be just as surprised to meet my wife as Nico was. If we end up going to this reunion, I’m afraid you’re going to get quite the appraisal.”

“Guess I’d better keep the werewolf out of sight.”

“And the siren. We’ll keep it simple and uninteresting: you’re my human wife; I married you because I’m shallow like the rest of my family was and you’re irresistibly beautiful, and that front is the one that’s going to keep you the safest.”

A perplexing heat ignited in her navel at his declaration she was beautiful, no matter how aloof it was. She knew what most men thought of her – and had been told the same by some women – yet, somehow, it mattered most that Roman thought it.

He was wrong – this wasn’t safe ground at all. She took a breath and moved to where she’d dropped her large bag on the floor and picked it up. “I’d better unpack.”

“Yes, of course. Unless you need the bathroom, I’m going to shower.”

She forced away the memory of his firm body mashed against hers, bound by ropes, just a few nights ago. She might have been at death’s door, but she remembered full well the sensations that had kept her alive until her transformation. “I don’t need it. I’ll go after you.”

He nodded. “I need to make a few calls and send a few emails this afternoon – my best friend from childhood, Dimitri, may be able to contact an old acquaintance who now lives in one of the monasteries in Mount Athos. He’s hard to get hold of, though. I need to try and find a way to get you in – women aren’t allowed there.”

“Why rock the boat? If it’s a day trip, I can find something to do while you go.”

“Hmmn ... given how we left England, the number of my family members lurking around, and the rarity of what you actually are, I’m not entirely comfortable leaving you alone.”

And fuck her wolf for absolutely beaming at that protectiveness. She exhaled more sharply than she’d intended to, flung her bag on the bed and yanked open its zip.

Roman seemed to interpret that as her being aggravated at his statement. “Sorry. I’ll ... think about it.” He made towards the door.

She turned to apologise and tell him he’d read her wrong, but he was already striding down the corridor into his own room.

She sighed. This was so complicated.

Her wolf made puppy dog eyes at her.

Well, it is complicated. I’m bonded to him yet he insists it doesn’t have to mean anything – as if it ever doesn’t mean anything – we know better than that. You want in his pants, and I don’t know what the siren wants at all.

How did she get to ‘know’ her siren better? That was another question she had no answer for. While she could summon her wolf up whenever she wanted, her siren seemed to call her own shots. It made sense: she was born a wolf – not that she’d ever reached her change never having had a wolf mate. The siren was an uninvited DNA activation no one could fathom.

She did know the siren was as drawn to Roman as her wolf was. More than drawn. She just had no idea what that really meant considering he wasn’t supposed to even be a siren. Their trip here was to seek information on why they were afflicted the way they were, but Roman seemed adamant from the digging he’d done that he could find a cure for them both – get rid of the siren gene altogether. So why play on the attraction at all if it was just going to end? And where did all that attraction leave the human versions of them both? Having been human for five years, she’d learnt a lot of respect for the human side of her. She liked the human side of her, even if she didn’t understand half of why human society did the things they did. So that last question was not unimportant to her.

She heard the shower come on in the bathroom as she pulled the last item of clothing out of her bag. 

Yep. Things were definitely complicated.

––––––––
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Laura left the wet room that was the bathroom, towel around her and in a bit of a daze because after that flight and the heat she wasn’t used to, that shower was the most wonderful thing she’d felt in a while.

Roman’s voice drifted up from downstairs. His apartment was a mezzanine and very open plan – she could see him pace the edge of the kitchen, phone in hand, from where she was on the upstairs landing.

She didn’t mean to be nosy, but her werewolf hearing picked up Hai’s voice straight away on the other end of the call. Her heart leapt with joy and she smiled – she missed him, despite having only known the elderly man for the shortest of whiles. Her smile widened knowing he’d hate her calling him elderly.

“You mustn’t rush back, Hai – do what you’ve got to do; it’s far more important than anything going on here.”

“You wouldn’t tell me if something was wrong.”

Roman huffed out a laugh. “Maybe not, but it would be for your own good.”

“It’s almost midnight here. The funeral is tomorrow morning – I can leave tomorrow night. My father collated everything about his business and personals for me to go through easily. I can bring the most urgent things with me, and the rest can wait two or three weeks until I come back.”

“The funeral’s so soon?”

“He was rich and ancient – it was already prepared to the last detail. They were all just waiting for him to die.”

“You were initially planning to stay in China for two weeks. Please don’t rush here on my account.”

“It would not be for you, you fool.” But his tone was in loving jest. “It’s that wonderful wolf I can’t wait to see.”

Her heart warmed at the care in Hai’s voice.

She quietly stepped away and made her way into her bedroom. She couldn’t remember anyone ever speaking about her like that. She blinked away the sudden rush of tears, cleared her throat, unwrapped the towel from around her and went about drying her hair, eyeing her body in the standing mirror next to the wardrobe as she did so. It was remarkable, really, that there wasn’t a scar or bruise on her despite everything her body had endured the past week.

And everything five years ago. And that one night when you were fifteen...

Nothing to show for it at all. That was surely a good thing, but it made her feel a little lost, almost as if none of it mattered. Yet it had shaped her so crucially.

Her gaze landed on a strange mark on her left collar bone. What is that​? The whole area, about the size of a golf ball, looked angry.

Tentatively, she touched it with her finger. A bit of her skin came away.

She let out a small scream before she could stop herself, then a soft curse as Roman’s feet pounded up the stairs. She shoved the towel back around her just in time.

He burst through the door, eyes taking in her and the span of the room in all of two seconds. “What’s wrong?”

“I don’t know. My skin’s coming off,” she said, panicked, her words rushed.

“Coming off?”

She nodded, alarm still buzzing through her.

“Let me see.”

Grasping the towel to her with her left hand, she pointed to the weird redness with her right, then went straight for the flappy white bit of skin and pulled it with a grimace until it had detached from her body. “See?”

Roman’s look went from anxious to bewildered, and then softened to amusement. He glanced at her, knowingly.

She’d never felt more clueless. “What?”

“You ... you’re serious?”

Annoyance surfaced. “No – I screamed for fun.”

He almost barked out a laugh, then seemed to think better of it after studying her face. “Er ... may I?” He gestured towards her shoulder.

Feeling more and more confused – and pissed off – she nodded.

He grazed the red area with his thumb, not pressing too hard, but little rolls of skin still came off under his movement.

Laura’s eyes widened. “See?” she bit out, defensively.

He couldn’t hide his chuckle.

She glared at him. “What? What’s so fucking funny?” Her gaze travelled to his shoulder where she knew he carried scales under his shirt.

He caught onto her train of thought. “You’re fine. This isn’t ... look.” He spun her gently around to face the mirror as they both stared at her collar bone. “You’ve caught the sun.”

“I’ve ... what?”

“You’ve burnt a little, that’s all.”

She was stumped. Completely stumped. “Wolves don’t burn. I’ve never burnt. No wolf I know has ever burnt.”

“You never caught the sun when you were human?”

“Does the sun shine much in Yorkshire?”

He smiled. “And you’ve never seen a werewolf burnt? Not even on the tips of the ears?”

“No.”

“Have you ever been anywhere hot?”

“Wolves don’t burn,” she repeated. “We heal.”

“Well, you’ve burnt.”

“Are you sure? How do you know it’s not—”

“It’s not a mutation, and it’s not scales ... you’ve caught the sun. I promise. Come on.” He took her wrist and led her downstairs towards the kitchen.

His words finally sank in and utter embarrassment coursed through her at her idiocy.

“Don’t worry about it – how can you know something you’ve never experienced?”

“Are you inside my feelings right now?”

“No – I – it was just clear how... All right, maybe a little. I didn’t mean it. It happened when you screamed; it was reactive and just to make sure you weren’t hurt.”

“Well, you can exit my feelings now, thank you.”

“I’m ... trying.”

“Trying?”

He placed her by the kitchen table and pulled a knife out of the chopping block.

“It’s not that easy once I ... just give me a minute. I went into fight mode; my adrenaline’s still shot.”

He sliced a leaf off one of the plants on the windowsill and made his way back to her.

“What are you doing?” she asked, eyeing the mutilated plant part and the knife in his hand.

“It’s Aloe vera. It’ll take the burn out of your skin. Hold still a second.”

Not that he really gave her time to do anything else. In an instant, he’d pressed the open part of the plant onto her damaged skin.

She gasped at the chilly sensation.

He squeezed the puffy leaf until gel oozed out of its wound, then smoothed it all over and around her burn.

“That’s definitely cooler,” she whispered. Although she hadn’t meant to whisper – he was standing way too close. His scent was heady. To her wolf? She wasn’t sure. Everything had gone very quiet inside, in the space her animal resided.

“It’ll help your skin heal.” He’d actually whispered that back, his voice a little thicker than it was a few seconds ago. “It’ll probably heal completely within the hour given the wolf in you.”

Was he still in her feelings, or was it her in his? She could feel his desire. And god, his scent... Her eyes fluttered shut. Not for one second had she intended to lose control of herself like that, but one minute she was battling annoyance at her stupidity, and the next—

It happened so fast she didn’t notice – not at first. Her siren sped to the surface of her being; past the wolf and past her reason, grasping at her prize – at her mate. It made no bloody difference what animal you had inside you, the call of a mate still felt the same in any language, and she damn well knew what it felt like, for better or worse.

“Laura.” Roman’s voice was now an urgent whisper – and hoarse. “Open your eyes.”

They were closed?

“Laura...”

But she couldn’t ... move. Had lost all sensation apart from the need to—

“Selena.”

That jarred her. Her old name went straight to her wolf, although she wasn’t sure the outcome was what Roman intended because her wolf seemed to be in utter agreement with the siren, the aroma pulsing off the artery in his neck all but food for the mutt.

She did finally manage to open her eyes, though. The rest of her senses came back with her sight – sort of. She was pressed up against Roman – had him pushed right against the edge of the table with the force of her body, and she didn’t feel weak. She could feel every curve of him against her, including his hot erection against her abdomen, because her towel had been forgotten, hanging loosely around her waist.

With a small moan, she lunged for his mouth with hers, making a point of rubbing his hardness against her as she did so.

A groan escaped him followed by a swear word or two. Aloe and knife discarded, his hand grasped the side of her face and held her at bay.

Her siren almost screamed; the wolf growled.

“Your eyes are black – you’re not yourself. Come back. Come on.”

Oh, she was completely herself, swaying between the ocean and the forest, in peace ... in contentment... And she still wanted his mouth on hers.

He held her back with a bit more
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