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Dedication
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To all who love my Iron Wolves...I’m so excited to dive into this new generation with the alpha’s son, or rather one of the alpha’s sons. This is Kellen’s, the big bad alpha from the original Iron Wolves series son Jagger’s story and his mate...one of the Fey Queen Jenna’s daughters. Buckle up, y’all, ’cause it’s gonna be one heck of a story figuring out just which female is actually Jagger’s, and which is his twins. Oh, did I mention Jagger is a twin to Jaxon, and they were Fated Mates to Willow and Piper, the daughters of Jenna the Fey Queen? However, in their crazy world stuff just happens to go batsheot crazy. 

I know y’all are probably wondering what the eff did I do now? Well, you are gonna have to read to see just how these two work it out. Trust me, these stories are going to be full of crazy, and happy and intense situations that will have you going ‘Holy shite’ a time or ten.

There are so many I’d like to thank, starting with my amazing Boonies. Y’all are the best group ever. And my betas, y’all are so effing awesome, and I can’t thank y’all enough for keeping me sane and on point.

Of course, I have to thank my family...my hubby who is my rock, my kids, and Romy for giving me all the love and reassurance when I needed it. And most of all Happy Holidays.

Love y’all sooo hard.

Elle Boon
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“What’s a honeycave?”

He turned toward the soft voice behind him, startled out of his musings. Blonde hair surrounded a heart-shaped face of the most beautiful female he’d ever seen, with purple eyes staring up at him, sending a shaft of recognition through him. “Willow?”

She shook her head. “Piper.”

What the fuck. His wolf had claimed Willow, not Piper all those years ago. His twin brother Jaxon’s growl came out somewhat feral from behind him. His female...Piper’s gaze widened in fear, and she took a step back. 

The gorgeous female had her hair up in some weird do, he wasn’t sure what they called it, wearing a pair of shorts that looked like they used to be jeans that were now...too damn short. He was pretty sure if she bent over, he’d be able to see her asscheeks, which would be fine if every other bastard within sight wouldn’t be afforded the same view. ‘We will blind them all.’ His beast snarled. And the top, shit, was that even a top if it only covered her upper half? 

Hell, he wasn’t sure how she was here and looking old enough to be—mated. From what they’d just found out, the human world had only ticked by two years while they’d had twenty years go by. Yet, staring at the female his beast was saying was theirs, she was most definitely old enough to claim.

“Well, okay then. I think I’ll be going then. I just popped in to tell Liv hi, and that um, my uncle Kahn has returned. Bye now.” She waved and poofed away.

“What the hell was that?” Jaxon asked.

“I don’t fucking know. I thought she was Willow. She smells like mine,” he snarled back at his brother. His wolf was laying claim to the female regardless of what had been long ago.

“She’s not yours. Piper’s mine.” Jaxon leapt over their father, pushing the alpha out of his way. Jaxon’s palms slammed into Jagger’s chest with enough force most males would’ve fallen.

Jagger barely moved, unfazed by Jaxon’s attack or the anger raging back at him. His beast roared within, denial for what Jaxon was claiming as his. Nobody was taking her except them.

“Did you feel the overwhelming need to protect, to go to her. Did your wolf snarl at you the word mate?” Each word came out deeper, guttural, a vow, and a warning that Jaxon ignored.

Jaxon pushed at Jagger’s chest again, then looked away. He took a step back before speaking. “I didn’t realize she was there until you snarled.”

“Lie,” Jagger’s wolf rattled. In all the years they’d fought side-by-side, killed demons, and saved the crew together, his twin had never uttered a single lie. The alpha wolf within him rose swift and hard, muscles bunching and forcing him to become the thing of nightmares. Both he and Jaxon were black wolves like their father, but he was something else, something changed since he’d taken in Darkness time and time again.

“What the fuck is that?”

He didn’t recognize the voice that spoke, his beast becoming the executioner. “You lied.”

The sound of clicking and females yelling words about shooting and don’t shoot, didn’t register as he stalked his prey. His arm jerked, stinging. Still, he moved forward. 

His leg fell out from under him. Again, that sting but he got back to his feet. He looked down, seeing red bloom on his thigh. A roar came from deep within, shattering glass from the vehicles in the lot. “Fuckers. You think to stop me?”

“No, but I can.”

He swatted the female named Liv away. 

A roar louder than his had him turning to look over his shoulder.

“Boy, you done fucked up. That’s my baby sister you just hit. Now, we can do this one of two ways. One, you sit your growly ass down and shift back, or two, you shift your dumb ass back and sit down. Either way, I’m going to bust your fucking nose for that hit.”

“At least he has clothes on.”

“Shut up, Xan.”

Jagger looked at the two arguing males. His dad and his best friend weren’t alpha enough to run the pack. “How about three. I kick your ass?” 

“Aw, damn. Your boy done lost his damn mind, Kellen. I got twenty on Creed.” Xan held up his hand.

Jagger launched himself in the air, needing to shut the bastard up once and for all. Before he could land, he was swatted out of the sky, flying backward. Air left his lungs in a rush as he collided with the hardpacked Earth. He closed his eyes, taking stock of his body. His wolf receding. Confusion and pain racked his mind and body. 

“What the fuck?”

“Hey, brother. Name is Creed.” The male tipped Jagger’s head to the side, brushing his thumb over Jagger’s neck.

“Hate to say it, but I think you were bitten by that vampire, my friend. Gonna need to take you with me to see the Cordells. They’re the only ones who will be able to see if you’ve been infected with something, and with that thing you shifted into...we need to ensure you ain’t going to be a danger to your family and friends.” 

He looked inside his mind and tried to pull up the vampire that had bitten him, but he couldn’t. “Shit, I can’t go there. If Piper or Willow, shit. I don’t even know which female is mine.”

Jagger let out a weary sigh. He’d almost killed his brother. Why had Jaxon lied though?

“Nah, you can’t kill either of them females, trust me.”

“No, you don’t understand. It wasn’t the vampire that did this to me. I got Darkness inside me. Nobody can get it out.” He dropped his head back down, hating that his pack had witnessed what he’d worked so hard to hide all these years. 
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Jagger stared down at the valley below him. He’d run for hours, thinking about their future now that they’d returned to Earth. Nothing was like he’d thought it would be. Fuck, he sounded like a damn whiner inside his own head, which made him doubly glad nobody was around him to hear his thoughts. Of course, he was damn good at keeping others out of his mind thanks to the years they’d been in one another’s pockets.

A slight shift of air had him shifting on the balls of his feet without making a sound. His wolf form was huge, but he was also silent and deadly. With his coat being black as pitch, he blended into the night, waiting to see who or what appeared. The scent that hit him made his hackles rise. 

“You can put your wolf away, son,” Kellen Styles said.

The fact his father was in human form and didn’t appear at all afraid of facing his wolf made him want to take a bite out of him. They’d been taken from their parents when they were mere children, spending the next twenty years in other realms, fighting for their very lives. For their parents, time was different on Earth, so it had only been two years, making him and his father closer in age and strength, except when the other in him surfaced.

“You think you can take me?” Kellen growled.

He was sure his father could read his mind as he was alpha, but those he considered his pack couldn’t. Jagger shifted to human so his father wouldn’t have the upper hand. Plus, he wanted to be on the same footing. “I don’t want to fight you,” he said honestly. What he didn’t say was that he could probably take him if Darkness assisted. The fucker was an entity of unknown origins.

His father grunted, then sat down on a large boulder with ease.

Jagger took a deep breath before taking a seat next to the male. It was odd to sit and take in the night sounds with a virtual stranger, yet he didn’t have the urge to attack. 

“You’re restless, as is your wolf. You need an anchor, son.” Kellen hooked one arm over his knee, looking forward.

The words were said without any inflection, but Jagger felt the truth in them. Hell, his wolf howled inside him. “I don’t know what kind of anchor I need though. I thought when we got home that I’d be... happy. Fuck, I am glad to be here, but—”

His dad turned to look over at him, those bright blue eyes, alpha eyes glowed in the darkness. “You’re an alpha. You need to have a purpose.”

He sucked in a gulp of air. “I’m not going to challenge you for your place.”

A bright flash of white teeth flashed, showing Jagger that his father wasn’t a male who was worried he’d lose a battle. 

“Good to hear, Jagger. Although I have no doubt that you’re a fierce adversary, I assure you I’m not an old wolf to be put out to pasture just yet.” Kellen laughed.

He shook his head, laughing at the image of his father in a pasture like one of those animals he’d seen down the road. Cows. They were cows. Shit, it was hard remembering earth creatures compared to other realms animals. “Where’s mom?”

Jagger found it easier to say the words mom and dad after being back on Earth for a couple months. He and the rest of his crew were still struggling to come to grips with the fact they’d only been gone for two years. Although to their parents it was hard as hell to look at their adult children instead of being able to embrace the children they’d hoped to find. He could still remember overhearing his mother crying at all the milestones she’d missed with both he and Jaxon, but what she truly missed was their twin sisters Everleigh’s and Ensley’s firsts. They were quads, but both their parents had plans of what they were going to do as the four of them grew up. All of those plans were screwed because they’d been jumping realms as a misfit crew.

Although any of them could have shared memories with their families, they’d all agreed to filter them first. He and Jaxon were the leaders of their pack and had agreed that the realms they’d been in had been much more brutal than what a parent would want to see their child go through. When and if they decided to show their mom or dad, they’d have to use caution, to say the least. 

“I’d like to ask you and your brother a favor, if I may,” Kellen said, breaking into his thoughts.

“What’s that?”

He turned to look at his dad, noticing Kellen had brought both his knees up, resting his arms on them. The pose was one he tended to mimic when he was troubled. His twin sisters called it his ‘Thinking pose’. 

“I’d like to see some of your years. Whatever you care to show me that is. Obviously, you can skip any of the sexy times.” his father joked.

“You want to know about my life?” Jagger wasn’t sure how the male was reading his thoughts or if he was just on the same page. His eyes narrowed at the thought that his dad could hear everything. Silence stretched as he waited to see if Kellen could hear him thinking about drinking his favorite whiskey. In the months they’d been back, he and his brother had heard about the Makers Mark liquor being off limits. Silly male. Telling Jaxon and him not to do something was like waving fresh meat at an Orc Demon. They’d done that a time or ten themselves. It always worked out the way they wanted, which was to lure the stupid bastards away, but he was pretty sure his dad had been trying to warn him and the others away from his precious liquor. Bad move to tempt them like that.

“Are you just gonna sit there and stare off in the distance with that puzzled look on your face? I’d like to point out it’s not a good expression, son.” Kellen’s brows drew together, making him look as though he was worried.

“Can you not read my thoughts?” he asked.

“I won’t lie and say I haven’t tried, but you and your brother got walls thicker than Fort Knox.”

Jagger chuckled at the disgust he could hear mixed into the honest answer. “How much do you really want to see? I should warn you first that it wasn’t sunshine and rainbows. Liv, she wasn’t like a normal mom type. I mean, she was awesome, and we’re all grateful for all that she did. I’d die for her. We all would. Hell, we would all be dead if it weren’t for her. However, the realms we were thrown into weren’t like this one.”

Kellen nodded, but Jagger wasn’t sure if his dad truly grasped the magnitude of what he was going to get by looking inside his mind. To actually see what they’d gone through, suffered through, was totally different than hearing it.

“I think you should sleep on it for a night or two then come back and ask me. If you still want to see, I’ll show you whatever or how much you want,” Jagger offered.

A bright flash of light and glitter appeared next to them, followed by Jenna’s unique cotton candy scent.

“Trust me. I know what I’m asking and I... I need to see. Besides, if it’s too bad Jenna can just erase my memory.” His dad winked at Jenna, then focused his blue stare back on him.

“Can she do the same for me too,” he joked. 

He still had dreams of that first night when he’d nearly killed his own brother over Willow/Piper. Fuck, his beast roared inside him wanting to find the female and claim her.

“How are you and Jaxon doing?” His dad’s question brought him out of his head, making him question whether he could actually read his mind or not.

One look at the male and Jagger could tell it was a father making a statement, rather than him taking a lookie loo inside his head. He decided honestly was the best policy. Besides, everyone at the clubhouse had to feel the tension any time they were in the same place. “He avoids me like the devil himself has invaded my body, and I give him enough space you could run a couple big rigs between us. It’s working like time in another realm.”

“Maybe we should ask Jenna to erase his memory of that night too,” Kellen joked.

“Sure, and I’ll just go ahead and make myself forget too. Come on, let’s do this, boys. And no, that is not anything dirty if anyone is listening. Yes, I do have to announce that because you never know when some shitbag is out there trying to stir up a dust storm of trouble. So, we doing this or what?” Jenna the Fey Queen huffed, clapping her hands together twice.

Jagger shook his head, watching the tiny female rub her hands together like you’d see a greedy being do. He didn’t mention how he’d seen a frixling do it on a realm just before he’d severed its head. Frixlings were greedy little fuckers that not only liked to steal other beings’ money if they had any, but they also stole arms, eyes, or whatever they could sell for coin. The frixling in question tried to take Jaxon’s dick, and while it wasn’t his own male part, he didn’t want his twin to go without his.

“What is that being you are thinking about? I mean, I love the color purple clearly, but blech. He, she, or it has got to be one of the vilest things I’ve ever witnessed. Seriously, Kellen, you should see that thing. It makes Jabba the Hutt look cute. A pile of shit is cuter than that thing.” Jenna made a sound similar to someone retching. 

“Alrighty then, let’s forget about that thing. Where do you want to start? Like the first five years, or after that?” Fuck, Jagger hated the hesitation he heard in his own voice. If he wanted his father to treat him as an equal or at least like a fucking adult male, he needed to nut up, dammit.

“I don’t think I’m prepared to watch you and your brother and sisters as children struggle to survive, but I also know that’s where we should begin. You lived it, so I need to be strong enough to observe it. To you it’s years later so, yeah, let’s do this. Fuck,” Kellen cursed, and ran a hand down his face, exhaling a loud breath.

“Does Lake know that you’re here?” Jenna asked, putting her hand on Kellen’s arm.

He nodded, then looked over at Jagger. “I told her that I was coming to check on our son, not what I was going to ask of him.”

Jagger wasn’t sure what to make of that. A mate bond like his parents surely wasn’t one that could be turned off or on. “If I show you, won’t she also be able to see, or feel?”

His father shook his head. “I’m the alpha, son. I have the ability to block the rest of the pack, so that I can deal with individual members without recourse to my mate.”

That explanation made him relax a bit. Showing the male in front of him was one thing, but having his mother experience the things he had gone through, without proper preparations was another. “You ready?” he asked his dad and Jenna at the same time. 

They both nodded. Although he would’ve preferred to not relive a lot of his past, he also understood why his father wanted the knowledge. Moving to sit on one of the lounge chairs Jenna had created for them, Jagger waited until his dad and Jenna followed suit. 

“So, I assume you’re going to form a link between the three of us?” The question was directed at the Fey Queen. She truly was a tiny little thing. Her girls were just like her, which made his entire body tense with need. He wondered where her mates were, and more importantly, what her daughter Willow would think of the male he’d become. Although he’d snarled that the other female who’d said she was Piper was his, his heart and soul didn’t agree. Well, that wasn’t entirely true. She was, but not her. Willow, she had to be Willow. His wolf perked up at the thought of the female they’d claimed before they’d been born. Both he and his twin had felt the spirits of Jenna’s twin’s inside her womb. They’d known the two females were their mates. When Willow and Piper had been born, his parents had said their bonds were tangible, and only he and Jaxon could calm the two little girls. 

He and Jaxon had felt their connections snap shortly after they’d been taken from Fey, a pain unlike anything had sent them both to their knees. They’d both feared their mates had been killed since that was the only explanation for the horrific, rending agony they could think of. 

“Focus Jagger. Just build a bridge to the time you want us to go. The three of us will be visitors, not participants. I want you to remember you’re not reliving the moments, but watching,” Jenna said in a quiet voice, bringing him back to the present.

He’d shared his mind with his pack before but wondered why her voice held such a worried note. Hell, he was alive to be where he was today despite the shit they’d gone through. Why the Fey thought reliving the memories would make him freak the fuck out was a mystery. Jagger wasn’t one to go against an elder, especially one who was his mate’s mother. He did as she instructed, building a rickety bridge just because he thought it was funny thinking of the big bad alpha having to walk behind him. In his mind, he looked over his shoulder to see how his dad was navigating his walkway, smirking at the sight of the big male taking careful steps, while the bridge swayed back and forth under the combined weight. 

“You’re a little shit,” his dad said inside his mind, voice booming in his alpha way.

Jagger flashed them to the Realm of Darkness. It was where they’d gone after they’d gotten Xian under control and realized Egypt wasn’t coming back. He and Jaxon took up positions. One in the front and one in the back, ensuring the others stayed between them. Jagger followed Liv. She’d made her order clear from the very beginning. Keep up or get left behind. None of them wanted that. 

If he’d been older or more experienced, Jagger might’ve realized something was wrong, but he’d been a kid playing at alpha. He was keeping pace with Liv, placing his feet in the same place as she did. What he hadn’t noticed was his pack had gone silent, too silent. The only light had been Liv, and he’d followed her like a beacon in the night. Like a good little boy. She spun around, only it wasn’t Liv who he faced. Goddess, it wasn’t Liv, he didn’t know what it was.

He tried to turn around and warn the others, only he was frozen in place by fear. 

“Oh, no. Is the little wanna be alpha scared?” The creature floated ever closer. One boney hand ran over his head, digging into his scalp until he felt wetness running down his back.

“You...you don’t sc... scare me.” Jagger lied. He wanted to look behind him and see if the others were there or if they had run. His brother wouldn’t have left him if he’d seen him get captured. The thought that his twin was in the same position gave him the strength to try harder. He swiveled his torso, twisting with all his might to get free.

“Oh, yes. Squirm my little pet. I like it so much better when my dinner is feisty.”

The sharp pain in his head disappeared, but then more wetness rained down his back. Jagger fell to his knees, his breaths coming out in hard gasps. ‘Oh, goddess. I’m going to die and never see my mom or dad again.’

“So delicious, your fear. Your mommy and daddy don’t love you. If they did, they’d have never let you come here. I see them right now. They’re at home, sleeping with thoughts of good little ones to come.”

He fought to stand, hating the beast in front of him. “You don’t know anything about my family.”

The thing swooped down in front of him, jerking him up by his hair. “I know everything about you. I’ve been inside your mind.” The thing brought it’s long black claw covered in Jagger’s blood in front of him, licking it clean like it was a favorite treat.

Jagger felt his wolf pressing forward, healing his wounds from inside. The
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