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  This book is dedicated to anyone waiting for their second chance at love…

Or to anyone who just wants to read about a sexy older Alpha getting his butt zapped by a fairy princess.








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Ten
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Eleven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Twelve
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Thirteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Fourteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        Fifteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        Sixteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        Seventeen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        Eighteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        Nineteen
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        Twenty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        Twenty-One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        Twenty-Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        Twenty-Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        Twenty-Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        Twenty-Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        Twenty-Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        Twenty-Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28.
        
        Twenty-Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        29.
        
        Twenty-Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        30.
        
        Thirty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        31.
        
        Thirty-One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        32.
        
        Thirty-Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        33.
        
        Thirty-Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        34.
        
        Thirty-Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        35.
        
        Thirty-Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        36.
        
        Thirty-Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        37.
        
        Thirty-Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        38.
        
        Thirty-Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        39.
        
        Thirty-Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        40.
        
        Forty
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        41.
        
        Forty-One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        42.
        
        Forty-Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        43.
        
        Forty-Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        44.
        
        Forty-Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        45.
        
        Forty-Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        46.
        
        Forty-Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        47.
        
        Forty-Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        48.
        
        Forty-Eight
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        49.
        
        Forty-Nine
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        50.
        
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        51.
        
        About The Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter one
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Thyra 

It’s been years. Decades in the human realm, since I’ve gone back to check on the livelihood of Joseph’s family. I haven’t needed to check on them for any reason. Lucy survived, and Katherine, Joseph’s daughter, was changed into a vampire by the Northern vampiric lord. 
There was no reason to continue checking on them. They were the end of the celestial line….
That was what I thought, but it appears that the vampiric lord wasn’t as forthcoming as he should have been. I didn’t directly ask if Katherine had any children, but I thought that was an obvious thing to disclose. 
I guess that is what I get for being over eager about returning to the fae realm. My exile for dishonoring my brother had finally been lifted, so when I thought that the last of the goddess’s line had been saved, and I got the vampire’s word that he would not be having any more children, I returned home. 
My brother still will not permit me to go back to the courts, or his castle grounds, no matter how much I begged and pleaded. I didn’t want to return for any other reason than to be reunited with what was taken from me, and the reason for my exile in the first place, but that was the precise reason he didn’t want my return. He had already claimed what was mine as his, leaving no place for me. It had now been almost three years in Alfheimr, the fae realm, but on Earth, nearly thirty years had gone by. So I was living as a commoner in a small village when I felt the continual urge to return to Earth. 
I was exiled for twenty years, the whole time wishing I could go home. Now that I was home, I felt a pull to go back. Like I was missing a fundamental part of my soul. Plus, my exclusive time in the human world changed me more than I had thought. I don’t exactly fit in with the fae races as I did before, and the friends I once held dear knew of my exile and shunned me upon my return. I thought that was the reason I felt like I needed to return to Earth, so I planned on going back to fulfill my promise to my good friend, Joseph, and check in on his family.
Visiting Lucy’s home, I told myself I was only going to check on her welfare, but when I found her house deserted, and discovered the deed was under a new name, I had to find out what happened to her. 
It was strange. The new owner’s mailing address was the same as the forwarding address for Lucy. When I went to investigate, I found her and Katherine living together in a werewolf pack, and learned that Katherine had given birth to a human child before being turned into a vampire. 
I saw the child Lucy was raising before I left for Alfheimr, but with the adoption papers filed in the city court system, I thought the child was adopted from the human foster system. I didn’t know she was Katherine’s daughter. Lucy was always the motherly type, and I merely thought she was sharing her home with a pitiful child now that Katherine was out of her house. I didn’t know she had adopted and raised her own granddaughter.
Again, I blame the vampire. He should have told me. He knew. He was there when the curses were laid upon the races. 
Original vampires, having traded their humanity for eternal life, were cursed with needing living blood to maintain their undead lives. They would need to take fresh blood from their former brethren as payment for immortality. 
Fae, being the original ones to tear the veil between worlds, giving not just us, but also deities and demons access to Earth, were cursed with shortened lives. The more time we spend in the human world, the shorter our lives become. A lifetime on Earth is about ten lifetimes when we stay in our own realm. Before we tore the veil, we didn’t die. We had eternal life and were life gods ourselves. Our own inferiority is what led to our demise. 
Werewolves' history was a sensitive topic for many centuries. Because of our impact on Earth by tearing the veil, demons and other monsters were able to cross over into the human world. The werewolf race was not started out of selfish ambitions, like the vampire races, and many of the demonic and fairy hybrid races. 
Werewolves were created to protect and survive. Rieka did what she did, made the deal with the deity, to save her small nomadic village from the monsters that plagued them in the wilderness. She tried to save her people, and took all of the curse upon herself to do so. 
Her daughter, then her daughter’s daughter, all the way to Lucy’s daughter were the result of that curse. Their lives were all doomed to be cut short long before their time to make up for Rieka’s cursed eternal life managing her creation. 
To her credit, she utilized the curse to create shifters and werewolf villages all around the globe to help combat the growing demonic threat, eventually eradicating the demonic invasions, but even after that was complete, and there was no more threat to humanity, she and her lineage were still burdened with the curse. She was cured of managing her creations for all eternity all alone in her own realm created for her by the gods who handed down the curses, and her daughter, her daughter’s daughter, all the way down to Lucy were cursed with the opposite, soon facing death after finding their own partners. 
Not only did Katherine have a daughter, her daughter was mated to a wolf. Not just any wolf, but the Alpha of Rieka’s original pack, her first creation. 
I peeked into the house that was designated as the alpha’s house, and that was when I saw pictures of children, and I knew I had failed my friend. I knew that in my selfish desire to return home and not fully investigating the facts around Katherine and Lucy that I had let Joseph down. 
The daughter of Katherine appeared to be fine for now, though I fear for her now that she has had a daughter herself. It is a blessing that her first child appeared to be a son, or the curse may have already started to take effect. After catching her in the packhouse with her mate, fornicating no less, I went to observe the children. The great-grandson of Joseph, who was a humble yet powerful witch, also being the son of an alpha, would be quite powerful one day. It was more curiosity than anything else that drew me to the children, but that was when I saw him. The most….alluring man. His bulging muscles and rugged appearance were in such contrast to the gentle and tender way he handled the children calling him grandpa. 
That wasn’t the end of it either. His eyes. Those beautiful and icy blue eyes called to me, and I felt an energy or maybe it was a spell like I had never felt before. He was the perfect man, but if those kids were calling him grandpa, that meant he likely had a mate already. 
Werewolves are extremely loyal and faithful. I didn’t have a chance. 
That shouldn’t be my focus anyway, but it irked me none-the-less. Instinctively, I felt like that man was mine. I can’t explain it, but I was suddenly furious at the thought that he could belong to another….
Until I heard the wolves. That snapped me back to reality really quickly.
I had no reason to run, but I did. I teleported my way back to my rented car on the outskirts of the pack, confused by the strange spell I was just under while staring at the man.

      ***Four Months Later
“Lord Antonio,” I sneered as I finally worked up the nerve to enter his coven’s territory. It feels like it’s only been a few years since I last saw him, though it will be decades for him. 
I went back to my realm for only a few days to retrieve what I had left of Joseph’s research and the spells we cast to take the burden of the curse onto him. That was when a guard from the Southern Fairy Kingdom of Queen Aisling showed up at my cottage with a message that Lord Antonio had been looking for me. 
I came back immediately, but a great amount of time still passed in the human world.
“Princess Thyra,” he drawled in his familiar accent. All ancient and original vampires have the same way of purring their words in their fading ancient accents when they are trying to sound imposing. He sounded like a snake to me. 
“Seems you have some explaining to do,” I muttered. 
The bastard has the nerve to smirk. I hate this man’s smug attitude. He was very dismissive of me after he had changed Katherine to prevent the curse from taking her. 
Katherine’s drug and substance abuse would have killed her. I saw the effects of the curse already taking hold on her before she was changed. I knew turning her into a vampire was essentially killing her, fulfilling the curse, but I should have known back then that she had a child since the curse was already affecting her so strongly. 
Alyssa was a rare occasion of not having a daughter before the curse destroyed her. Lucy and Alyssa’s mother died during childbirth with Alyssa, and then Lucy had Katherine shortly after Alyssa was born. I was always curious as to why Alyssa died without having a daughter first. She left home and died in the same pack that her great-niece is the luna of now. There has to be a connection to that pack, the original pack, and the moon goddess’s distant daughters being mated in it. 
I was told that the daughters of the moon goddess could not be influenced by supernatural forces to impede the curse. That was why Katherine did not inherit her father’s witch abilities. Seeing that young boy, though, I felt that same strong, familiar magic in him as I did Joseph, even at a distance. 
There is so much I needed to research, and I didn’t have time to play games with a damned vampire with a god complex. I need to find out what the connection is between that pack and the moon goddess. Why does she keep pairing her daughters with men from that pack?
“I have been looking for you for quite some time, Princess,” he purred.
I grimaced at him. He surely knows I no longer hold that title. It was stripped from me by my brother when I…..did what I did. I have no regrets, but I don’t like to hear the title any longer. It’s painful. 
“Are you mocking me?” I huffed, “You can’t be that ignorant.”
“I apologize if I offended you. I’m afraid I was that ignorant, which is why it took so long for me to find you. I kept sending word for Princess Thyra, not knowing there was no longer a woman that went by that name in your realm. It wasn’t until an….acquaintance reached out to the Southern Queen as a favor that I learned of what happened. Would you be more comfortable with me addressing you as Dame Thyra?”
I huffed and rolled my eyes. “Thyra. You can call me Thyra and I’ll call you Fang Fucker. Okay?”
His jaw ticked at the mild insult, but he knew better than to say anything. He asked me to come here, not the other way around. I may be a disgraced Fae Royal, but I’m still a royal by birth. 
“Fine. Thyra. I need your help.”
I scoffed, “Yeah. Okay. Why would I help you when you lied to me back then? You knew your partner had a child. Why would you not disclose that as I was helping you to keep her? Why would I help you with anything again?”
“Because it has to do with Katherine’s daughter,” he said solemnly. “I suppose you already found out about Bailey, but so did Katherine. I lost her because of my dishonesty, and I’m trying to make it right.”
“So you don’t want me to help Katherine’s daughter for any other reason than so you can selfishly reclaim your lover?” I scoffed, turning to leave. “No thanks. I will visit Katherine and Bailey myself, since you already revealed that Katherine is aware of everything. Does that mean Bailey is as well?”
He grimaced, then, after a few seconds, nodded. 
Good to know. There should be no reason I cannot simply visit the pack myself then. I would rather work with the wolves directly than work with this jerk. 
I thought that, then those piercing blue eyes and heated gaze filled my mind with the memory of that impressive man. Maybe working with the pack directly won’t work. If he has a mate…..
No. It doesn’t matter, Thyra. Snap out of it. He had markings on his neck. I saw it myself and know what that means. There is no reason to be having those thoughts or…..those cravings for a mated wolf. 
Will I be able to work with them like this, though? And I did run away very suspiciously when I was discovered. Maybe it isn’t such a good idea to go waltzing into the werewolf pack and start talking about curses and other realms.
I stopped walking at the doors just before I left Antonio’s great hall. My shoulders sagged and I sighed deeply. 
“Okay, Fang Fucker. But you won’t lie to me again. You are to be forthcoming with everything this time, and if you leave anything out, I’ll be telling Katherine all about our first few encounters and the things I witnessed you partaking in. Understand?” I turned and gave him a hard look. 
He grimaced, recalling those same memories from centuries prior in human time, when he was wild in all aspects of life, before having a daughter, as a result of his endeavors, tamed him down. I was a bit wild myself in my younger years, which led to my banishment in the first place. Never with him, but we crossed paths many times.
“I more than understand, Thyra. I want only the happiness of my love and her family.”
“Good,” I muttered. We want the same. 
I couldn’t help my thoughts going back to that man, though, and his intensity. I wonder what it is that makes that kind of rough but tender man happy? He was such a contradiction and I can't help myself but to wish I could one day figure him out. 
Not your place, Thyra. Focus on not letting your first decent friend in this world down. You made a promise to Joseph. Thinking about a mated wolf is only asking for more trouble, Thrya. You’ve had enough trouble for a lifetime. You don’t need more. 
…..No matter how much trouble those rough and tender hands and hypnotic blue eyes could be worth it all.






  
  Chapter two
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Max 

“No sign of her?” I asked Nate, both of us just getting back from runs deep in our territory, into the wilderness. 
“No, but I did find something interesting,” he mused, scratching his chin, standing butt-ass naked still as I was slipping back on my underwear.
“What?” My excitement rose, thinking he finally caught a scent of her. The beautiful mystery fairy woman from all those months ago.
We found her scent in random places all over the pack, mostly in places Bailey and the kids frequent, which raised all of our alarms, especially Axel’s. It wasn’t until Katherine visited me and hesitantly suggested that she might be the fairy woman we had spent years looking for that our worry turned into hope.
We’ve been sending out search parties in hopes of finding her again, but haven’t discovered anything new yet. 
Well, unless Nate found something…
"What did you find?" I asked again.
He shrugged, a smug look on his face.
“What the hell did you find, you infuriating motherfucker!?”
“Wow, such a potty mouth,” he snickered.
“Put your damn pants on and just fucking tell me. Did you find her scent?” My former gamma was one more smartass statement from getting punched in his shaggy nutsack. 
“Does my nudeness offend you?”
“Everything about you offends me, cunt-face motherfucker,” I growled. “Talk.”
“Hold on,” he bent down slowly, making a show of waving his hairy ass in my direction. “I don’t want to offend you too fucking much. Let me just-”
I planted my foot against his ass-cheek, hard enough to knock the asshole on his face, making him scream like a bitch. “You better get your mouth out of the dirt and kiss my sister goodbye, because your about to get yourself a year-long trip to the fucking mining plots in Alaska if you keep this shit up.”
Nate spat the mud and dirt out of his mouth, wiping it off his face while cursing under his breath. “So fucking touchy. Geez. you would think this fairy chick owed you money with how hard you’re looking for her. Even Axel isn’t as worked up about her as you.”
I turned around while he proceeded to get dressed, not because I was trying to give him his privacy, but because I don’t want the asshole to see me blushing like Taegan during the she-wolf training classes at the mention of how desperate I was to find this woman. 
I don’t know what it is about her, but I need to find her. I haven’t been able to get her out of my fucking head since I saw her all those months ago, and I want to know what kind of spell she cast on me. 
She can’t be my mate. That ship has sailed. But the feeling I got from her was the same feeling that came over me the first time I saw Alyssa. I have already met my fated mate. That woman is not her, but the beast in me is restless to find her. 
Shit, I need to focus on something else for a bit. I need my Aly girl. This cunt needs to hurry up and talk so I can get my cuddles in.
“So, as I was saying before you so rudely planted your foot in my ass, I caught a scent out there by the bluff with the small waterfall. Peaked my interest so I checked it out,” Nate finally started talking. 
“What was it? What did you find?” There are caves all around there. Maybe she is hiding out in one of them since we couldn’t find any trace of her in town.” 
“It was like you described. Earthy, grimy, but sweet in a way. Made my heart flutter for a second.”
“Grimy?” I wouldn’t describe her scent as grimy. Maybe she hasn’t showered or bathed since she is surviving in the wilderness. The water was probably too cold now that it's fall. 
“Yeah. Filthy nasty. Like, I wanted to puke, but couldn’t look away because it was so fucking intriguing. It was sweet, but in a nasty, filthy, gross way.”
“What the fuck are you talking about?” I growled, not in the mood for his riddles. 
“It's moose mating season. They were going at it like, well, me with your sister- OUCH! Hey, I’m just kidding!” he hid his face as I knocked him in the back of the head, then landed my fist in his stomach. 
Douchebag. I should have known he was going to say some shit like that. “Back to the mining plot for you. Only youwon’t be kissing my damn sister goodbye. Ass.”
“Ah, I was just playing,” he snorted, walking ahead of me as we neared the packhouse. “I fuck your sister way better than-”
He didn’t finish his sentence as he took off running, squealing like a bitch after a fierce growl left me. He’s fucking dead this time. I’m tired of hearing about him fucking Fiona. My sweet, kind sister would be better off without a crude prick like him. 
I should have kept him out at the mining plot for the entire season, but with the search for the fairy woman, and then Courtney getting herself pregnant again, I had to bring him back home. She’s due next month and her dad and mate become sops whenever she is this far along. 
Can’t fault them for that. I got pretty damn protective of my daughter-in-law when she was pregnant too. Hell, I’m protective of that girl all the damn time. She's a great gift to not just my son, but this entire pack. Her level-headed thinking and humble personality is exactly what we all needed after….after our last luna.
Shit, I need some Aly cuddles. 
I sent one more empty threat to Nate, who was racing in the direction of his house, laughing like a fool, then I started striding towards my son’s house. 
Before I was even to the porch steps, Aly managed to open the front door, her little arm extended as far as it could go to reach the doorknob, and a huge grin on her face. 
“Gi-paw!” she ran to me, leaping off the top step with total faith that I’d catch her. I’ll always catch her. She knows that. I twirled her around while she squealed, both of us laughing when Taegan came running out, sighing in exasperation. 
“Aly, you can’t open the front door by yourself! Mommy said no,” he put his hands on his hips, trying to look tough. 
Aly pouted, turning her face away from him with a huff, and his face fell like he was worried his sister was mad at him. Poor kid. I’d be heartbroken too if my Aly girl gave me the cold shoulder like that. 
“Aly, baby. Your brother is right. I’m happy you came out to see me, but wait for me inside next time. You have to listen to your mama and big brother.”
“TayTay mean,” she huffed, nuzzling her face into my chest, and my heart swelled. 
Taegan sighed, then turned to walk inside, looking defeated. 
“Aly, you hurt your brother’s feelings. He just wants you to be safe and not get in trouble.”
Aly’s bottom lip jutted out, and her eyes got big and glossy. I’m defeated. I’ll let her parents, well, her mom, correct her behavior. Axel was just as wrapped around her finger as me and her brother. We are all putty in her hands. Bailey is the only one with enough backbone to get onto her for anything. 
Speaking of Bailey….
“Hey, munchkin. Where’s your mama?” It's very unlike Bailey to leave the kids unattended like this. She would usually be the one to run out after Aly and tell her to wait inside. 
“Bed-bye,” Aly said. 
“Beddie-bye? She’s in bed?”
Aly nodded. That’s weird. It’s early afternoon. 
“Taegan?” I called out to him as I was walking in the house. He was at the sink, filling up Bailey's favorite tumbler with water.
“Yeah, Grandpa?”
“Your mom’s in bed?” 
Taegan made a face, and alarm bells started ringing in my head. 
“Yeah.”
“Where’s your dad?” 
“Daddy wurk-ing,” Aly exaggerated the word ‘working’ so she could say it right. 
I set Aly on the ground in the living room with her dolls, then walked over to Taegan, who had Bailey’s water and a couple of tylenol in his hand. “Watch your sister for me, squirt. I’ll go take this back to your mama.”
“But mommy said for me to do it. She said-” he bit his lip, like he almost said something he wasn’t supposed to. 
Okay, something is definitely going on. “Axel. Where are you?”
“At the lumber mill. Why?” The alarm in my voice must be noticeable, because he answered back in a worried tone. 
“When are you heading home?”
“Soon. Why? What’s going on? You sound like something is wrong.”
I sighed, taking the pills and water from Taegan. When he tried to protest, I gave him a look that made him stop, then nodded towards his sister. He grunted, but listened, walking over to Aly who was playing with baby dolls. 
“Bailey is taking a nap, and the kids are watching themselves. I’m going to check on her now, but you should start back home now.”
“On my way.” He cut off the mind link. He’s close enough to mindlink, but still a good forty-five minutes away if he speeds, which I’m sure he will. 
This is very unlike Bailey. Something is up. 
Walking back to their bedroom, my speed picked up when the smell of vomit hit me. She’s sick. That’s for sure. I wasn’t prepared for how sick she was, though, as I walked into her darkened room. 
Her face was ash-white, and the vomit was dripping all down her chin, onto the sheets and bed. I rushed over to her, checking her pulse, instantly thinking the worse. 
She had a pulse, but her skin was burning up. I set the water on the nightstand and rushed into their bathroom, got a towel to clean her face, then lifted her in my arms to take her to the clinic. 
“Taegan. Grab your sister and go straight to your cousin’s house. I’m taking your mom to the clinic.”
“But, mommy said not to tell anyone she was sick,” Taegan whispered, staring wide-eyed at his mother who was passed out in my arms. “Is….is she okay, grandpa?”
“I don’t know,” I responded as we both rushed out of the house, him with Aly in his arms, me with his mother. “When did she start feeling sick, Taegan?”
He made a face. “A couple weeks.”
“A couple of weeks!? She didn’t tell anyone?!”
“She said not to. She didn’t want daddy to worry.”
“Shit,” I cursed, picking up my speed. “Straight to Courtney’s house, Taegan. I’ll come get you later.”
“Son. Head to the clinic,” I mind linked my son. 
“Why? Dad, you’re scaring me. Is she not okay? I can’t mind link her or get her to answer her phone.”
I stared down at Bailey, looking like death in my arms. “I don't know what's wrong, Axel. She was passed out and covered in her own puke.”
“Fuck,” he sneered, and I could feel his anxiety. I kept the link open until I got to the clinic, letting him know we are there and I’ll be with her until he gets his ass here. 
Bailey. What the hell is wrong with you? And why would you not tell anyone you were sick?
The nurses, seeing their Luna being carried into the clinic, rushed to get her on a gurney and two doctors started working on her right away. I was pushed to the back of the room as she was stripped, cleaned, and put into a gown. They got her on an IV, took samples of her blood, and did all sorts of other shit while I just stared at her, praying she’s okay. 
“Alpha, she’s stable, but we need her mate. We can’t do some of the testing or transfer her without consent because of the baby.”
“The baby?” I asked in bewilderment. Aly should be at my niece's house right now. What does she have to do with testing on Bailey?
“The Luna is pregnant, Alpha. I told her before, CT scans are risky while pregnant, and we do not have an MRI machine here. I tried to refer her to a hospital close by, but she refused. With her suffering this severely now, I think the Luna needs one or the other immediately.”
“No,” Bailey mumbled, her eyes fluttering awake. “I won’t hurt the baby. I’m fine. It’s just morning sickness.”
“But, your white blood-cell-” the doctor started, but Bailey cut him off. 
“NO! I’m fine,” she tried to push herself up in bed, her elbows buckling. I pushed past the doctor and nurses, helping her up into a sitting position in bed. 
“Bailey,” I whispered softly. “You’re pregnant? Why didn’t you tell anyone? Does Axel not know?” 
She pressed her lips together, then slowly shook her head. “I’m fine. I just had to get past the morning sickness, then I was going to tell him. I don’t want him to worry.”
“This is more than morning sickness, Bailey. This is-”
“I know,” she murmured, knowing I was about to say the curse, “I won’t let my mate sacrifice himself for me, and I’m not giving up this baby, Max.”
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Bailey 

Imessed up. I was planning, hoping, that I could hide this pregnancy until the second trimester, knowing that with my other symptoms my overprotective husband and father-in-law would run themselves ragged trying to save me, or even convince me to terminate the pregnancy. 
Axel suspected, but when I came back from the doctor and shrugged off his concern, he let it go. With the businesses being in their busiest seasons, and Max searching so adamantly for the fairy woman he saw by the chicken coop all those months ago with the theory that she was the Thyra woman we had been looking for, I’ve been spending more time on my own with the kids. Axel was usually at the lumber mill or visiting the plots for logging and mining, spending all day away, and even taking overnight trips for work more frequently. 
Max stayed with me and the kids when Axel was gone, but he is so wrapped up in the fairy encounter that, luckily, he hasn’t noticed anything off with me yet. Well, until now. I thought he would be gone until late again.
My sickness had never been this bad. I really just thought it was intense morning sickness and cramping at first, as well as migraines. The doctors wanted to do all these procedures to find out the source of the pain, but deep down I knew. I knew that it was that damned curse that had been hanging over our heads for the past few years. I knew that all the tests would be useless and would only harm the child growing inside me. 
Plus, it would ruin the peace my family was currently living in. Axel was thriving as a strong alpha. As a result, the pack was thriving. My kids were happy. Well, except when I would get struck with a migraine or stomach pains. Taegan would worry about me, but the pain never lasted for more than half an hour. I never passed out or got that sick. It seemed the further along in this pregnancy I am, the sicker I get. 
I won’t terminate the pregnancy, though. If the curse is going to get me, it won’t matter if I’m pregnant or not, but deep down, I feel like this won’t be the end of me. I won’t let it be the end for anyone else either. 
“Bailey, how could you? How could you keep this from us? You know how fucking messed up it is to tell Taegan not to let us know you were getting like that?”
I rested my hand on my father-in-law’s cheek. “The way you are acting right now is why I didn’t want you guys to know. If it’s going to happen, I want you guys to stay happy as long as possible, and I’m not getting rid of the baby.”
He gave me that stern, disapproving look that made everyone else submit to him. I just chuckled lightly, scratching my fingers in his beard. 
“Even if you look at me like that.”
“Bailey,” he sighed heavily, gripping my hand in his. “Axel’s going to flip the fuck out. You know that, right?”
I laughed, then winced when laughing caused my head to throb again. Seeing me wince, Max hopped up and started fretting with his hands, wondering about me, like he was searching for some way to make me more comfortable, then yelled at a nurse to bring me some damn tylenol. 
I was about to tell him to be nice, but before I could, Axel came running into the clinic, his yelling echoing out in the halls, demanding to know where I was. When he frantically came running to the bed I was in, his eyes wide in surprise and panting like crazy, trying to catch his breath, I was tempted to hide behind his father, feeling his anger in the bond. 
Seeing me, lying weakly in bed, probably still looking like a mess and reeking of my own puke, his anger dissipated, quickly replaced with anxiety. 
“What’s wrong? What happened?” he asked, coming to the side of my bed. 
The nurse Max barked at earlier came back in with Tylenol and the doctor trailing behind. She handed the water and Tylenol to Max, who helped me to sit up and take it while Axel was still waiting for an answer. 
“I could give you something stronger, but you already refused all prescriptions for narcotics because of the pregnancy,” the doctor stated. Axel’s wide eyes got even wider, and he took a step back as what the doctor just said sank in.
I wanted to slap the doctor. I ordered him to not let the news of my sickness or pregnancy leave the hospital, and now that Axel and Max were here with me, I could tell he was taking advantage of the loophole in the order. He’s been worried about me as well, but I’ve been stubbornly refusing everything he suggested, knowing it would be fruitless in the end. Only breaking the curse will cure me, and I’m not willing to break the curse at the expense of my family or my mate. 
“You’re pregnant?” Axel asked breathlessly. 
“Maybe,” I lifted Max’s hand, hiding my face behind it. He huffed in amusement at me using him to hide my transgression from his son. 
“Bailey. Come on,” Max rumbled deeply. “How can you face off with me about this, but not your own mate?”
Max won’t spank me. Axel will, then I’ll be tied up in bed and not allowed to do anything but rest and recover.
Axel must sense my thoughts, because he groaned, then knelt beside the bed, gripping my chin and forcing me to look at him. “Baby, why didn’t you tell me?”
The pain in his eyes made a silent whimper leave my lips. I could feel it. Feel his pain from my dishonesty. 
“She’s not just pregnant, son. Tell him, Bailey,” Max said firmly but still tenderly gripped my hand. 
“Tell me what?”
I cringed back in the bed, then looked at Max, pleading with him to help me explain, even though I had no right to. 
“She’s sick. Not just from the pregnancy,” he said, his face softening while staring at me with solemn eyes.
“Sick? Sick with what? What’s wrong?”
“That’s what I’m trying to find out, but she won’t consent to any testing,” the doctor interrupted again. I’m going to send Taegan to him with a spoon in both hands if he doesn’t stop running his mouth. “I think she may be having an issue with the pregnancy, and we may need to eliminate it, but she won’t allow me to confirm or check her beyond an ultrasound and blood testing.”
“It’s not the baby,” I sneered at him, giving him the meanest look I could. He didn’t look intimidated at all. Not until Axel and Max both growl at the doctor after throwing me a smug expression. 
“I’m sorry, Luna. But I’ve been forced to stay quiet for too long. I don’t want to lose my Luna when there could be an easy fix.”
My heart softened for the doctor then. I have been putting him through the ringer to hide my pregnancy and symptoms. I even ordered him not to tell Courtney while she worked. Luckily, she's been on maternity leave since last week, or she would have caught on. I should cut the guy some slack, though I am going to keep the threat of sending him Taegan and his spoons in the back of my mind just in case. 
“It’s not the baby, doctor. I know it’s not, right?” I looked to Max for confirmation. He grunted deeply but nodded, and Axel was rubbing a hand down his face, looking extremely tired all of a sudden. 
“It’s not the baby,” Axel confirmed too. “It’s the damn curse shit, isn’t it?”
I bit my lip nervously, then nodded. “I think so.”
“Why didn’t you tell me you were getting sick? I thought something was up, but you told me it was nothing. Just tummy issues.”
I look down at my hands, one gripping Axel’s hand, the other in Max’s still. “I don’t want you to try and sacrifice yourself for me. I don’t want you to try and do what my grandfather did.”
He made a grim face. “You can’t decide that, Bailey. I am not going to just sit back and watch you die. You can’t stop me.”
“No, but I can,” Max roughly whispered. “If it comes down to that, Axel, I’m the one who will make the sacrifice for her. I won’t let my grandbabies grow up without both their parents, and I won’t let my pack lose their alpha or luna. If it comes down to it, I’ll be the one to make the sacrifice.”
I gasped, my heart wrenching in my chest. Shock filled the room, slowly being replaced with terror at the realization of what he just said sets in. 
“Max….No. I won’t let you,” I whispered brokenly.
“You should just focus on growing my next grandbaby and resting for now,” he smiled reassuringly and kissed my head. “Axel and I are going to work on finding another way, so don’t worry. I need to go check on my grandkids,” he looked up to Axel. “Get her checked in and I’ll be back with the kids in a bit.”
Their eyes glazed over, and I groaned, wanting to know what they’re saying. 
Max chuckled, squeezing my hand one more time before leaving. 

      ***Max 

Shit. Shit, shit, shit. 
"Don't let her leave, Axel. She looked dead when I found her. Stay firm and make her stay here and rest. I'll find that fairy and figure this out." That's what I told my son confidently before leaving, but I felt anything but confident now.
Walking past a tree, I punched its center, cursing the moon goddess for putting this burden on my family and my sweet daughter-in-law. She is the daughter I always wanted, and now she might be on the verge of death. 
Just like Alyssa. 
I don’t want my son to go through what I did, and I sure as hell don’t want my grandbabies to lose their mother. 
I would gladly lay my life down for Bailey. There is no question about it. But, we still don’t know how to do that to where it will save Bailey. I don't know how to sacrifice myself without this Thyra woman who helped Lucy's husband to save her.
The tree fell with an echoing crack and thud as I punched it a second time, then I continued on in my emotional tantrum on the way to my niece’s house. 
“FUUUCCKKK!” I screamed, pulling on my hair, stomping the decaying earth beneath my feet. Not Bailey. Not now. This pregnancy is what is going to do her in. I know it, and she obviously knew it too. That’s why she refused to tell us. 
I had myself more pulled together by the time I reached Courtney’s. Courtney let me in, then waddled back to the couch to read a book. Aly was in her living room, napping on the floor next to Conner, looking like they passed out while watching a movie. Taegan was in the dining room with Calum and Casey, all of them with a tangled strand of Christmas lights in their hands. 
“Grandpa!” Taegan popped out of his chair and ran for me, wrapping his arms around my thighs. “Is mommy okay?”
I fought hard to keep the grim expression off my face. “Yeah. She’s fine. She has to stay at the clinic for a few days, though, so you and your sister are going to stay with me.”
“Everything okay, Alpha?” Casey asked. “Taegan looked like a fucking wreck when he showed up carrying his screaming sister. I’m glad I was the one to answer the door and not Court. I got them calmed down before Courtney woke up from her nap, or she would have waddled her pregnant ass to the clinic to check on Bailey herself.”
“No,” I sighed, ruffling Taegan’s hair and trying to smile reassuringly at him. “The curse.”
“Fuck,” Casey said, then groaned out loud. 
“What?” Taegan asked. Looking between us suspiciously, knowing we were mind linking. 
“Nothing,” Casey sighed. “I just think we aren’t going to get these Christmas lights untangled. How about we throw them away and buy new ones?”
“No!” Courtney yelled from the other room. “You try that every year. Untangle those lights. You were the one who shoved them in the box without rolling them back in the spool so they wouldn’t tangle. You could be the one to untangle them.”
“Ah, baby. I’ll get you twinkles while I’m out, though?....”
Courtney was silent for a few seconds. “And snowballs?”
Casey chuckled. “Sure. As many as they have.” Courtney was only ever unhealthy when eating when she was pregnant. It almost made me laugh.
“Shit, I forgot about pregnancy craving. I should go get Bailey her cinnamon rice cakes and those gross mustard pretzel things,” I muttered, remembering how much she ate of both while pregnant with Aly. 
“Wait, why would you need to get Bailey her craving snacks?” Casey asked. 
Taegan made a face at me. “Mommy said not to tell, grandpa.”
“Well, the cat’s out of the bag now. Your dad knows,” I told him. 
He breathed a sigh of relief. “Good. Daddy and you will fix it. I don’t like it when mommy is sick.”
“Bailey is sick?!” Courtney came waddling into the dining room. 
“She’s pregnant,” I smirked at her, trying not to laugh at the excitement on her face from hearing that. This is how a pregnancy announcement should be. Full of excitement. Damn the moon goddess for this curse. 
“Hey, Court, why don’t you call your parents or Quinn to come watch the babies with you while me and the Alpha run to the store for the snacks?”
“Yay! Snowballs and twinkies!” she cheered, waddling back into the living room for her phone. 
“Seems like we got some shit to talk about,” he mind linked to me.
Yep. Seems we need to be more vigilant in our search for the fairy woman. We have a time limit now, and I would be damned if I let my daughter-in-law die now. 
Little did I know, I wouldn’t have to wait for long to find her….
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Taegan and Calum came with Casey and I to the store, and I went ahead and got easy shit for me to cook for the kids since I would be taking care of them for the time being. I know my son, and know his ass will be with Bailey as much as possible, as he fucking should. 
I can’t believe she was trying to shoulder all this alone. That girl. I know why she did it, but it still irritated the hell out of me. She's our fucking Luna and my fucking daughter. It infuriated me to think about her suffering on her own, and neither Axel or I noticed, since we were so busy with other shit.
“Grandpa?” Taegan asked from the backseat as I drove all of us back to the pack. 
“Yeah, kid?”
“Could I help mommy feel better with my magic?”
Casey looked back at him and shook his head, answering for me. “You don’t have a way of storing that much energy yet, kid. Remember what Xiomora said? You have to be able to draw energy from somewhere to use a lot of magic, and you aren’t ready to do that yet.”
Taegan made a face, “But, she told me I had to wait for my mate to get the most energy, and Rosie won’t be eighteen for a long time.”
“Stupid. Rosie isn’t your mate. That’s weird,” Calum made a face at him.
“You’re stupid, stupid. Why can’t she be my mate?” Taegan growled at him. 
“You’re both my cousins. That’s weird.”
Casey snorted, “It is pretty fucking weird to think about. My cousin is mated with my other cousin. Like we’re in Alabama or some shit. Roll tide that shit on out of your head already. Weirdo.”
Roll tide? What the hell is this city kid talking about now? I swear, Casey spoke a different gawd damn language sometimes.
Taegan growled, baring his little canines that had just started to come in. “Your face is weird.”
“Ouch,” Casey placed his hand over his heart. “Is that any way to talk to your best friend?”
“Grandpa’s my best friend,” Taegan snapped. “Or mommy. You’re my gamma’s annoying dad.”
Casey scoffed, “Rude much? I don’t know why you keep denying we’re best friends. It hurts my feelings.”
“I’m gonna hurt your face if you don’t quit running your mouth,” Taegan growled. 
Casey gasped, then slowly turned his face to stare at me, “He got that mouth from you.” I was barely containing my laughter.
“And you got your wiseass mouth from your father-in-law.”
“Yeah,” Taegan stuck his tongue out at him, and I chuckled, watching in the rear-view mirror. 
Calum sighed deeply. “I’m hungry. Why don’t you have snacks in the car, Uncle Max?”
“Because I’m not a sugar fiend like your dad,” I smirked. 
“Here,” Taegan handed him half of the pack of beef jerky I got him at the checkout. Calum smiled brightly and took it, doing a little happy dance with his dangling feet. 
Taegan looked out his window, and I knew his thoughts were going back to his mom. It’s hard to think about anything else right now. The little guy was burdened with keeping his mom’s secret too for the last few weeks, and now that he can talk about it, she’s in the hospital. 
Guilt gripped my chest again. I should have noticed. I should have been around more. I was so focused on finding the fairy woman, I missed something so important.
My mind was always occupied with the memory of her deep blue eyes and her glowing skin. I would zone out at times, imagining what that skin would feel like on the back of my knuckles, or how her lips would taste.
What the fuck is wrong with me? It's like I'm a prepubescent teenage boy again, pining after some unreachable woman. I even shamefully fucking jerked off thinking about how her beautiful face would contort at the pleasure I could give her. I'm so fucking ashamed of myself.
My grandkids and daughter-in-law needed me, but I was wrapped up in some crazy fantasy, using the excuse of finding her for the purpose of the curse, missing the curse impacting Bailey completely.
It's like I can't help myself, though. The memory of her consumed me at times. She may not even be Thyra. I may just be fooling myself, so I have the excuse to find her again.
Shit. I need to focus. I need to think of Bailey, not some fantasy. I've had two mates. I won't let my son lose his.
“Grandpa. Is that the vampire jerk’s car over there?” Taegan asked as we approached the packhouse. 
Sure enough, Lord Antonio’s G-Wagon was parked right by the packhouse. He was the only one with cars that are stupidly expensive and useless around here. At least he stopped bringing his Aston Martin into the pack. That shit was over the top. He kept bringing the sports car as a gift to his daughter, but Addi didn’t want it. Her and Steph have motorcycles they ride together, and share a pack issued SUV. She said she didn’t want her father’s pity gifts. 
“Since Alpha is busy, want me to come deal with him? You have your hands full too with the kids.”
I shook my head at Casey. “He’s probably just here to see Katherine. Rick’s at the packhouse, so if I need help, I’ll get him. Go give my niece her HoHos.”
“Snowballs,” Calum corrected me with a mouth full of beef jerky. 
Aly was awake, and started crying the moment she saw me, not happy about waking up with her brother gone and she could come. She wanted to go with grandpa too. Fiona and Courtney were fawning over her, and even Conner was trying to console her by sharing every one of his toys, laying them in piles around her. 
She ran into my arms, making me feel twenty feet tall as she cried that she just wanted me. Goddess, I love my grandbabies. 
With much convincing, I got her to let me go and get her buckled in her seat in my truck for the short drive back to their house. I’ll stay in their guest room for now. Plus, I still need to clean up the mess in Axel and Bailey’s room. I don’t want Axel to have to worry about it later. 
I kissed my sister and Courtney bye, flipped Casey off with a smirk, then ruffled Calum and Conner’s hair before driving back. 
Taegan helped to unload the groceries as Aly waddled her way inside on her own, struggling to carry a bag of apples all by herself, insisting on helping grandpa too. 
After I got all the groceries put away, I put cut up apple slices on a plate for Aly and went to strip my son’s bed to get it in the wash. 
Stepping in their room, I almost fucking puked myself. I was gripping my nose, fighting the urge not to gag. The smell was so fucking worse than before. Shit, maybe I’ll just burn these fucking sheets and buy them a new one. I’m tempted to burn the whole fucking mattress. 
As I was walking out of their bedroom, towards the laundry room, my arms full of puke-crusted linens, someone knocked on the front door. I struggled to talk while trying not to breathe in the smell of the sheets in my arms.
“Taegan, can you get that for me?” I looked at him. He was staring at the door with a funny look on his face. “Taegan?” I groaned.
“Grandpa, it smells weird.”
I groaned again, on my last bit of saved oxygen. “It’s the vomit. I’m trying to get it cleaned up now.”
“It’s not that. Its-”
“Taegan, I really need to get this shit out of my hands. Get the door?” 
I didn’t wait for his response, needing to get this smelly shit away from me.
I heard the door open, and the voice of Katherine wafted in from the other room as I was rinsing the vomit from the sheets in the wash bin sink before shoving them in the washer, taking a clean breath of air in the laundry room. My shirt was now coated with vomit, so I stripped it off too, throwing it in with the sheets before starting the washer. I quickly washed my chest off to get some of the smell off me. There was no towel to dry off with, so I had to go back out to the living room with a soaking wet chest. 
Antonio might care that I'm bare chested and wet, but I don’t. Katherine was living with her mother, who was watching the warriors strut around naked all day, cheering them on like it’s a sport in the damn Olympics. 
I bet Katherine heard about Bailey in the hospital and called Antonio to come help. She has been respecting Bailey’s decision to give her space, but she has been researching the curse just as much as me and Axel have been over the past few years. She cares about her daughter. No one who has seen her and the way she stares longingly at Bailey and the kids when she sees them from afar could argue that. 
“Sorry, guys. I had to clean up a mess in the-”
When I walked into the living room, that scent hit me again. The scent I've been longing to smell again. The earthy, but super sweet smell of ripe fruit overwhelmed my senses and those mesmerizing deep blue eyes are all I could see. 
It’s her. The woman I’ve been searching for all this time.
A possessive, guttural growl left me, and before I could think rationally, I was striding towards her, her eyes igniting something carnal inside me. A feeling I haven’t felt in decades. It was overwhelming. All-consuming. It’s like gravity was pulling me in one direction. Towards her. And I had no desire to fight against it. No. I want her. She is mine. 
“Mate,” the word left my lips in a violent, possessive snarl. I pulled her stunned body into my arms, and she didn't fight me. “Mine,” I growled, before my lips violently came down on hers.

      ***Thyra 

He was kissing me. This sexy beast of a man, with his glistening muscular bare chest, icy blue eyes, and…. smelly, sour scent, was holding me in his strong arms, passionately kissing me, making my knees go weak. I'm not even bothered by the smell. His natural, musky scent was bleeding through, and I loved it.
His lips were as fierce as his appearance, but his hands gripping my waist and neck were as tender as could be. I was lost in his touch, taste, and the weird shivering sensation that came over my whole body pressed against his. 
I was lost in the spell of this rough man’s passion until little fists started hitting my leg, making me break away from his lips. 
“Dats my gi-paw! Not! Yew-ers!” A pretty little girl with silky blonde hair and the same blue eyes as this man glared up at me. “Mine! Mine!” She screeched, getting between us and pushing us apart. 
It seemed to take a great effort from the man to let go of me. Eventually, he did, but his eyes never left mine, fierce and possessive. 
“Gi-paw! Mine!” The little girl pulled on his pants, and with a shake of his head, he managed to bend down and pick the little girl up, but still stared at me. 
“Well, this just got interesting,” the ass of a vampire chuckled before getting slapped on the chest by Katherine. “I’m sorry, my love, but it is seemingly amusing. You have to admit.”
He took a step forward, “This is the previous Alpha. Alpha Max Kissinger. Alpha,” he rested his hand on my shoulder, “This is Thyra. The fairy woman we have been searching for. She’s come to help save your daughter-in-law and granddaughter,” he then chuckled again, “Aww, your moon goddess. Rieka has a sense of humor, indeed. I look forward to seeing you both working together,” he snickered.
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“Mine,” the little girl continued to glare at me. I would think it was adorable the way she was acting if it was directed at anyone other than me. I’m a victim. He kissed me. I didn’t mind it….but I wasn’t the one who approached him first. 
“Shh. It’s okay, baby girl,” the sexy man, Max, whispered against her head. Those same lips that were so passionately kissing me are now tenderly pecking her temple, and she wrapped her arms tightly around his neck. Possessive little squirt. 
“My gi-paw,” she reiterated, and I almost wanted to roll my eyes. 
Yes. I get it. He’s yours, not mine. 
His deep chuckle vibrating his bare, bulky chest made my mouth water and some of the irritation left me. He is very pleasing to look at. That is for sure. 
When I saw him before with his grandchildren, I thought he was mated. I can see the mate mark on his neck. Now that I’m able to really examine it, though, I could see it is faded, and not as prominent as other mated wolves. 
“I will always be your grandpa, sweetie. That will never change. I am her mate, though,” he told her, his deep, husky voice making my body tighten in certain places involuntarily. 
“Mate?” the little boy who was obviously his other grandchild asked, looking at me completely differently from his sister. He doesn't seem to dislike me. He was eyeing me like I'm the prettiest person in this room, making me chuckle. He looked a bit like his grandfather. The same blue eyes and some of the same facial features. “I thought Harriet was your mate? You said we could only have one?”
See. He has a mate. I wanted to throw my hands up in defeat. Why was he kissing me if he already had another? My heart dropped at the thought. It didn’t feel right to think this man belongs to someone else. 
Max was rocking the little girl in his arms, a soft glow in his aura seeping out into her, making her sleepy. He seemed to be struggling with how to answer his grandson, looking between me and him guiltily.
“One at a time, little one,” Antonio chuckled. “When your grandmother died, it opened up the possibility for another to be his mate. Thyra seems to be your grandfather’s second chance mate. I’ve only heard one other instance where this occurred, and coincidentally, it was the very first alpha of this pack,” he mused, rubbing his chin. 
“Rieka’s mate?” I couldn’t help but ask. This was not a story I had heard before. Probably because the fae do not care much about werewolf history or concern themselves with how mate bonds work. I do know that Rieka’s husband was the first alpha of this pack.
Antonio nodded, “When she was taken from this world into the celestial realm, she gave him a new love so he wouldn’t be alone. He was the first mate bond she matched, after breaking her bond with him. Before she matched him, fate bonds seemed to occur naturally, like they do in the wild, but there were many errors that occurred, so she had to take matters into her own hands and assign mate bonds after that.”
"What kind of errors?" the little boy asked.
"Abuse. Neglect. All sorts of issues. Wolves would go feral when they were rejected, and there were many ill-fitted bonds. Bonds between animals with little individuality and bonds between humans who are all different at the core was an issue that occurred right at the beginning of werewolf kind. Rieka took it upon herself to fix the issue, and mated her own husband first, before anyone else."
“That is so sad,” Katherine pouted, looking forlorn thinking about the story. 
“It was incredibly selfless. She was a brave woman. As was her daughter. They took the brunt of everything on themselves. To ensure her former mate lived happily, and the pack and werewolf kind prospered, her daughter left the pack knowing the curse was coming for her one day. She was left human, and merely told her father she wished to continue to live as a human among normal people. That was the reason that the werewolf kind remained ignorant of the curse and the origins of their moon goddess’s power. They took on the burden all on their own.”
“Sounds a lot like Bailey now,” Max grumbled. “I thought your ass showed up here because of the shit she pulled and her being in the hospital.”
“Bailey is in the hospital?!” Katherine yelled, her eyes went wide with worry. Even Antonio looked concerned. 
“You didn’t hear?” Max furrowed his brows. Even his eyebrows looked strong. I have to control myself not to stare at his face, the urge to memorize the movement of every facial muscle compelling me to do the opposite. I don't think I have ever seen a more gorgeous man.
“What happened?” Antonio was the one to ask. 
“Mommy was sick,” the little boy told them. “She has babies in her tummy.”
“Babies?” Max stared at him. He has been staring at me for the most part, while holding his granddaughter tightly to his chest, but now his attention was fully on his grandson. “Taegan, why did you say babies? Do you know something I don’t?”
Taegan pursed his lips, humming softly while deep in thought. “Mommy said not to tell, though,” he eventually said. 
“Taegan,” Max said his name in a hard voice. 
The little boy sagged his shoulders, then plopped down on the couch beside me. There was plenty of space, but he was as close to me as he could get without actually touching me. 
“Mommy told the lady with the wand and the yucky wet stuff that goes on her belly not to say anything to the doctor or anyone else, though.”
“Taegan,” Max’s tone was sharp, “I’m not going to ask you again.”
“Okay,” Taegan sagged against my shoulder. If the moment wasn’t so serious, it would be cute how suave the kid is. “Mommy had two hearts in her tummy.”
“Two?” Katherine gasped, bringing her hands to her mouth. “Bailey is having twins? Is that why she was in the hospital? Is it too much for her? The morning sickness? Does she need help with anything?”
Max’s face went serious, staring at his grandson like he is calculating in his mind what the boy just said, like it's a problem to be worked out. He then turned those icy blue eyes to me, and I could feel his sorrow, like he was losing something or mourning a loss. 
He ran a huge hand down his face, then looked at Katherine. “It’s the curse. She’s not doing well, and she tried to hide it from us so we wouldn’t see her suffer or suffer with her. She’s pregnant, but it’s killing her.”
It seems I came here just in time.






  
  Chapter six
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Axel 

“She’s finally asleep?” Rick whispered to me, sitting in a chair outside of the room Bailey is staying in. I plopped down on the chair beside him, taking a deep, tired breath. 
Bailey had another episode of severe stomach cramps and nausea, and completely refused to take anything stronger than Tylenol for it. I was forced to lie beside her, trying to comfort her with my aura as much as possible, and when she finally fell asleep, I needed to come out and clear my head, and was thankful when Rick showed up and mind linked he was out here waiting for me. It hurt to see my mate like that and not be able to do anything to help. I don’t know how she endured it on her own for so long. 
“I had to help her get to sleep. I wish she would take the damn pain meds the doctor keeps trying to give her.”
“Man, that’s gotta be tough. For both of you. Did you talk her into doing the scan yet?”
I shook my head. “I had the staff order an MRI machine, but it will be two weeks before one can be delivered. I might have to find a hospital that will let our doctors use it for a few hours or something.”
“Do you think we could find a hospital with an extra and just buy it, bring it back to the pack and offer to upgrade them with our new one? I could make a few phone calls. Money talks, and the pack can afford to blow the extra dough, especially for our Luna.”
“If you could, that would be great,” I smiled half-heartedly at my Beta. 
“You got it,” he leaned back, resting his head on the wall. After a few minutes of silence, he asked, “Know how far along she is?”
I shook my head. “She didn’t want to do an ultrasound again, and the doctor couldn’t find the results from the last one in her charts. She said she thought she was eight weeks along.”
Rick whistled under his breath. “She’s almost halfway there, then. You could probably find out the sex and everything.”
“I know,” I grumbled. That was part of the reason I was so irritated she wouldn’t do the ultrasound. It makes me think that she is hiding more from me.” 
I’m tired of hearing her say, “I’m fine,” and “It’s not a big deal.” That shit I just witnessed, her hunched over, gripping her stomach and crying like she was dying is a fucking big deal. 
“I hate to do this to you during our busiest season, but think you can cover for me for a while too? Pull Quinn from warrior duties and you both tackle the Beta and Alpha jobs together. I’m not going to be able to leave her. Not while she’s like this.”
“Already on it. Dad is on his way to the logging camp now to help too. We know you and your dad are going to have your hands full. The best thing you can do for our pack is to help our Luna feel better.”
“Thanks, man,” I sighed, looking up at the ceiling while running both my hands down my face. The weight of everything was pressing down on me, and all I could think about was how much I don’t want to lose my mate. I can’t lose her. It would ruin me.
“Speaking of your dad, where is he? I figured he would be up here cussing up a storm for the doctors to fix her or something like that.”
I laughed breathlessly, no real humor in my tone. “Yeah, I’m sure he would have been, but he’s got the kids. He’s getting them situated at home, then they’re stopping by later.”
Dad. I don’t want to lose him either, but I know he was serious earlier. He would give his life for hers. I love him for that, but still don’t think I can just let him give up his life for my mate. That is my responsibility to bear, but I have my daughter to think about too. This shit is so hard, all away around. There has to be another way than to sacrifice one of us in place of her. What are we going to do when Aly is facing the same
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