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To all who love my Iron Wolves...I hope you’re ready to meet the next generation with the kids who are all grown up while the originals are still the same as they were. I know y’all are probably wondering how I did that, and well, you are gonna have to read to see just how it happens. 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. 

Love y’all sooo hard.

Elle Boon
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Chapter One
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Xian clung to the side of the rocky outcropping, keeping his focus on the beings below him. It had been a good twenty years since he’d seen the likes of the Shadow Demons, yet he remembered their stench and skill at killing any and all things within their paths. Not that he feared them. He’d seen and killed beings every bit as deadly if not more so since that fateful day.

His nails lengthened further, embedding into the rocks he clung to, ensuring he wouldn’t lose his hold while he waited for his crew to get into position. They’d been searching for a way to return home to Earth or the Fey Realm for the last seven thousand, two hundred, and sixty-nine days. Of course if you asked the others they’d say nineteen years eleven months, five days or so, give or take a few hours. But hey, who’s counting? 

A small whistle inside his mind on the link he and his crew shared alerted him that they were ready. 

Soon after they’d arrived in The Mist, they’d learned the hard way that other beings had the ability to delve into their minds, and those beings had powers far beyond theirs. Liv had taught them how to defend not only their minds but their crew as well. 

He didn’t need to look to know that Jagger and Jaxon were a few feet above him, along with their sisters Willow and Piper. The four of them were never far from one another when a battle started. He assumed it had something to do with the fact they all shared the same womb or some shit. They were connected on a quad link deeper than twins, which he wouldn’t admit to anyone, but he was a little envious of. While Cannon and Harlow had moved farther to his East. The brother sister duo was so in sync with one another you’d think they were twins instead of a couple years apart with Harlow being the older of the two. With a slow blink of his eyes, he searched through the shrouded darkness, trying to make out the forms of Rebel and Romie, the oldest of their Crew besides Liv of course. While Rebel was a wolf shifter, Romie had been what they’d thought just a human. Luckily for them, she’d been more. They too had grown up as sisters, but in actuality were cousins whose mothers were twins. He was the odd one out, with no siblings in the crew. He’d had a connection with one female. Egypt. 

Thinking of her sent a shaft of pain through his heart he didn’t understand, nor did he have time to dwell on. Like he had done too many times to count, Xian shoved the memory of the dark-haired angel into the farthest recess of his mind. She was gone. Taken from them shortly after they’d come to The Mist. 

Xian let his breath out slowly, twisted his head toward the beings below him, counting heartbeats. He paid close attention to the movements of them. Liv hadn’t said whether they were male or female, but with their rangy build and lack of femininity, he would guess they were male. Of course, the females of his crew would smack him upside his head if he said it out loud, since they liked to remind him that females didn’t have to look all girlie and shit.

As if his scrutiny had made the demons uneasy, they began to stir, their long spindly necks swiveling like snakes on their torsos. Creepy fuckers. The beast inside him wanted to be released, wanted to exact revenge for the loss of their...Egypt. Xian shoved the crazy beast back, holding onto his skin by a thread. 

They’d only been on the strange realm for hours when Liv had left to scout for food and water. He had followed, not trusting the female at first. When they’d returned with provisions, they’d found the crew asleep, and Egypt gone. He’d gone to his best friends Jaxon and Jagger, his heart racing in fear until he found their hearts beating normally along with the others. Yet neither Liv nor he found any trace of Egypt or an intruder. His wolf had raked at him from inside his body, tearing at his organs like they’d lost their very heart and soul. The memory had a growl bubbling up. Xian swallowed down the sound before it could escape. Liv and he had been the only ones who’d been aware, yet he was the crazed child who she’d had to tackle to the ground. The searing pain was unlike anything he’d felt and hoped like hell he never experienced again. To this day, he channeled what he’d gone through, using it during battles.

He shoved the past memories back into the small, blackened box in his mind, chaining it closed before turning away from it. Never again will he allow himself to be in a position where he can be harmed like he’d been all those years ago. Pain and love went hand and hand, and he would never love anyone, save for his crew.

A shadow demon moved from the perch he’d been sitting on. The male reached toward the pit in front of him, lifting something from the center. Xian didn’t watch what happened next, didn’t care what the beings were doing, only knew he and his friends needed to kill all the shadows in order to get back home. 

“Please, I beg you. Let me go. I’ll give you anything,” a weak male voice begged. He hated weak males.

It took him a hot second to recognize the language that had come from the dead man. Xian’s ears twitched when the male pleaded for mercy again. He tipped his head a little to the side so that his right ear was facing toward the males. Silence greeted him for long moments. It didn’t matter who the male was. He was a dead man if he was here, but the language was from Earth.

They’d jumped from one realm to the next with the help of Liv, for years and years, battling beings and surviving and just...living day-by-day, year after year. They grew up and grew stronger as a crew knowing the language wherever they went because Liv gave them the ability. With Liv as their appointed leader, she shared her knowledge with them, funneling information through their mind-bond she’d created. They’d learned she was the daughter of Satan and another being. She didn’t divulge the heritage of her mother, and that was cool with them. Although the females of their crew wanted to know the who, what, and why of everything, they respected Liv’s privacy. With each jump to a new realm, Liv guided them on what to do and how to blend. She was also their protector until they could protect themselves, ensuring they had the training and knowledge to fight, should they need to. 

They’d been virtual toddlers until they’d entered Fey, except for Romie and Rebel who’d been teenagers. And then bam, they were toddlers in grownup bodies, their minds like sponges soaking up knowledge too fast just as their bodies began aging at an accelerated rate. Once they’d left the realm with Liv, she’d linked her mind with theirs, filtering languages and fighting skills into their minds. Luckily for them, they were able to accept what she showed them, or taught them, without exploding. However, she kept a wall between her past and details of herself and them. Xian and the other males didn’t mind. Hell, he’d gotten a glimpse of her life, inadvertently, and never wanted to go through that ever again. They formed a bond with Liv, their minds connecting on a winding path that wasn’t easily followed by anyone she didn’t invite. Xian and the others kept a tight leash on their control, just as they’d been taught, following Liv’s lead.

Despite the overwhelming curiosity to learn more about the male below, Xian kept his focus on the thick shadows creeping along the ground, watching the way they slithered in and out. The creatures that inhabited the land were not the friendly sort. They were the carnivorous kind that would lure the unwitting prey into their web. 

‘I will kill them all,’ his beast growled within him. Xian didn’t bother to argue with his inner wolf. Yes, the demon wolf would love to leap down from where he perched and ravage all within his claws, damn all who happen to be in his path. However, they needed to assess the situation before going in teeth and claw first. They’d agreed that Liv would go first since she had dealt with the Shadow Demons before. Of course, they’d be right there to attack should she need it.

“Hello, fine demons. Mind if I join you?” Liv asked.

Xian’s claws inched back from the craggy rocks they’d been embedded in for what felt like forever, ready to launch downward in a blink.

“Traitorous bitch,” a being hissed, making the word sound as if he had a rattler attached to his tongue.

“Now, is that any way to talk to an old friend. Um, were we friends?” Liv asked, resting one hand on her hip while tapping her pointer finger of the other hand against her lips, making a show of thinking. 

“Why have you returned? The Lord will feel your presence and come to investigate. If he does, we all will suffer, you know thisss.” The question came from another who stood near the back. 

Xian focused his energy along the darkness where he wasn’t able to see with his eyes. His senses could detect the different frequencies that all beings worked off of, even those that were not his kind thanks to Liv and the bond she shared with them all.

Power held a color pattern that Xian could see, regardless of whether the being was trying to hide themselves and what they were. What he saw in the darkness was a pulsating redness with shades of murky brown and oily black mixed together. An ugly, grotesque sort of evil waiting to strike. He sent a small pulse of feeling out to Liv, showing her what he saw and the way he felt while staring at the images. If the being realized Xian was onto him, so be it.

“Hmm, and who is this Lord Blablabla?” Liv asked with a little taunting tone that always grated on other beings prides.

“Female, you are either stupid, or you’re powerful. I don’t sense much power within you, yet you have these fools quivering. Tell me, who you are?” A being stepped from the inky shadows, his towering height dwarfing the other demons. 

Liv tilted her head to the right, then the left. Xian had a bad feeling his friend was going to say or do something that was going to cause them to go to war. Which was actually totally fine by him. He’d been itching to rip something apart with his bare hands and claws for a very long time. The idiots below him would be perfect.

“My brother from another mother always said stupid is as stupid does, but to be honest”—she held her hand up to her mouth like she was going to whisper, but with Liv, she never was one to do the expected—"can I be honest with you, DarkyMcSharky?” Liv asked the male and waited a beat for him to answer.

Xian was sure Rebel and Romie were trying to keep from laughing at Liv’s antics. She had a way with words he wasn’t sure was normal, yet what did they know about normal?

“Female, you’re testing my patience,” the evil male growled.

Liv tossed her hands into the air. “How rude, DarkyMcSharky Rudeboy. Fine, I’ll just spit it out. I don’t know what he meant. My brother from another mother that is. I mean, sure, stupid is stupid. For instance, here you all are, sitting around this here...pit thingy, and none of you are even telling scary stories or singing Kumbaya whatever. Do you have any idea the lost chances you are missing? Like this one with the wiggly neck. He could totally be regaling you with that one time at band camp where he shoved his head up his brother’s uncle’s ass. Which would be why his neck is all loosey goosey and all. See, missed opportunities. Scary, right?”

The demon she had been talking about released what he held, the lifeless form falling to the ground by his feet. “What is this band camp you speak of?”

“Oh, so it wasn’t band camp then?” Liv shrugged her shoulders, her steps slow and measured.

Once she was in the position they’d set up, Xian dropped to the ground soundlessly. Two slight wind shifts were the only thing that alerted him to the twins following him. Another couple puffs of air and their sisters made their descent as well. The quadruplets could anticipate one another’s move before they made it. Xian could as well, but that was because he was bonded to his crew. They all were linked like a true pack, but he’d bonded to them on a deeper level in order to keep from going insane all those years ago when he’d lost Egypt. Now, a little of all of them was inside him. 

Every move they made. He felt. Every emotion they felt. He felt. Every pain they endured. He too endured. What they didn’t get was his pain, his emotions, his movements, unless he allowed them to. He refused to be a handicap to the crew. Never again. His beast growled in agreement.

In a slow, contained move, he extended his fingers not bothering to examine the freakishly long claws. From gripping the stone for such a long period, most would have been a little sore, yet Xian felt...nothing. His body took on his partial shift, eyes shifted a little more, the white parts becoming the same black as Liv’s. While the blue would be almost glowing, or so he’d been told, the entire look scared most who happened to see him. Xian had never had a chance to examine what he looked like when he took on the form of his beast, wasn’t sure he ever wanted to. The females of his crew tended to take great measures to ensure they were a good distance away from him or that one of the males were between him and their prey. It didn’t matter that he’d never hurt a single hair on their heads...on purpose. 

Swirls of smoke moved around the center where the male had fallen after the demon had sucked the life from the other being. Xian didn’t feel sorry for the bastard, whoever he had been. The ones who ended up in The Mist generally came there because they were the worst of the worst, and had somehow bargained their way out of Hell, or were unlucky enough to get booted out of Satan’s home. Or, as in he and his friends’ cases, they were sucked there by some bastard who pulled some strings. Fucker.

“So, is your smokey friend going to try to ambush me, or are you all going to try and pretend that ain’t happening?” Liv pointed her finger at the moving fog, her tone never changing. A second passed then another before the crazy female let out a loud sigh. “Goddess, always with the stupid. Fine, we do it the hard way.”

A screech that was near earsplitting rent the air, stopping all movement from the mass of males, save for the dark one. Liv lifted her arms in the air, making a production of her movements like she was playing the lead in an orchestra. When her last note fell, the Shadow Demons crumbled to the ground, their thin bodies writhing, howls of pain echoing all around them. “So very boring.” Liv looked and sounded as if she’d just woken up from a nap instead of decimating several demons.

The dark male clapped his hands slowly, each clap sounded like thunder. “Quite a show, my dear. Now, why don’t you invite your friends over there to join our party, hmm?” 

The air became thick around him, making his beast go still. The searching entity moved in a zigzag pattern, its obnoxious aura easy to spot. Oh, he’d known the demon wasn’t alone, as had Liv. 

“Look what I found hiding behind the caves,” a female voice grated from the same direction Harlow had been stationed. 

Moments later, Harlow’s angry face came into view. The entity now had a substantial form cloaked in rags with one bony hand secured around one of Harlow’s arms. It took monumental effort not to launch himself over the hundreds of yards that separated him from the thin female. He counted backward while the bitch shoved his friend into the circle. Harlow was a tough as nails female with long blonde hair and the blue eyes of an alpha female. The wolf inside her would rip the head off of most beings. She was also tiny compared to the rest of them, but the female holding her was powerful. Her brother Cannon was also blond haired and blue-eyed, but where she was small, he was a big fucking bastard with the strength of three normal shifters. 

“I wasn’t hiding. I had to potty, and that was the only place with privacy, duh,” Harlow muttered and rolled her eyes.

“What is this potty?” 

Harlow whipped her head around, getting herself free from the female’s grip in the process. “I’m sorry, what did you ask? You go to the bathroom, do you not?” she asked, blue eyes wide in fake shock. 

Before the grating female could grab Harlow again, his friend moved closer to Liv, shaking her head in obvious disbelief. A low hiss was the answer to Harlow’s question. Xian wanted to snort, because surely, even demons and whatever the fuck these things were had to piss and shit.

Harlow placed her hands on her hips, letting out a loud sigh. “Potty is when you, as a female, have to find a place where other’s aren’t watching. That is unless of course you’re into that sort of thing, which of course I’m not, but hey, if you are, you do you. Anyhoo, as I was saying, we females, that’s you, me, and this chickadee here...I mean, I think you’re a female. Well, let’s pretend you are, even if you’re not, for my story’s sake anyhow. So we find ourselves a place to squat, release the urine in our bodies, and pray to all that we love, that the wind doesn’t blow in the wrong direction. If that happens, we’ll end up getting our shoes or feet wet. Now, if you have to go number two or three, then you best dig a hole first, and squat over it, then bury your stank. That’s the polite thing to do. However, the males of most species just have to stand and whip out their dingalings and go peepee anywhere they want. Of course, they need to watch for the wind as well, or they could end up peeing on themselves, or their friend if they went on a potty break together. Same digging rule applies for them if they go number two or three.”

“Shut up female,” the male growled. Eerie red eyes glowing brighter.

“Oh, are you one of those that doesn’t like the thought of natural bodily functions, let alone speaking of them? I mean, it’s okay, lots of males don’t. Ps. If you have to tooterbug, which is a better word for F A R T, then by all means go right ahead and do it, just excuse yourself afterward. I’ve been working on all the males I meet, trying to teach them manners such as this.” Harlow had moved to where she now stood next to Liv.

“Alright, I give. What is number three?” asked the female.

Harlow clapped like the female did something amazing. Xian would’ve pinched the bridge of his nose, but that slight move could alert the demon of his presence. Instead he kept his beast in check by counting the heartbeats of each of the demons. Although he only saw the two standing, not including the Shadow Demons that Liv had taken out with her scream, there were four other beings hidden within the darkness. Sneaky fuckers. He sent a clicking sound through their link as Harlow spoke, being careful to space them during her crazy spiel.

“Well obviously a number one is pee, and number two is poop, but when the poopoo is runny, it’s referred to as a number three. Trust me, don’t eat any of the yummy looking red fruit on the other side of the realm. It might look tasty, but it will have you digging holes for days and your bootyhole burning like nobody’s business. Okay, now I’ve given you some amazing tips and such, it’s your turn. Yes?” Harlow did a little shuffle on the ground like an excited puppy would do, bumping into Liv. “Oh, my apologies, Ma’am. I’m Harpido. What’s your name?” 

“Um, Harpido?”

“So cool. Your name is the same as mine. What’s the chances of that?” Harlow clapped excitedly.

“No, my name is not Harpido. I was questioning if that was your name.” Liv shook her head, then looked up at the sky like she was searching for divine intervention. 

Harlow nodded, moving so she was slightly behind Liv. “Oh, well, I’m sure your name is equally cool. Harpido is my superheroine name. What’s yours?”

At that, the male appeared to grow tired of waiting. His low growl followed by a series of clicks and pops heralded his last nerve severing. Xian gave the male points for lasting as long as he had, since most didn’t make it past the number three explanation. Bless their hearts.

The other heartbeats he’d counted stepped forward; their sizes dwarfed by the other male’s large form. 

“Seize both females and silence the small one. I don’t want to hear another word out of her, even if you have to remove her tongue. As a matter of fact, take her tongue and feed it to the animals.” 

Murmurs of agreement and grunts of approval came out simultaneously. Xian waited, wondering what Liv and Harlow planned.

“Um, excuse me, but that’s very very uncool. I was being nice and sharing proper shitting etiquette with you and your—minions, and you ordered them to do bad things to me and my friend. Ps. We’re friends now, so go with it. Well, I have news for you, jerk off. I hope you shit yourself and piss all over your own leg and your whatever they are.” Harlow waved her hands all around as she spoke, her voice getting louder with each word she spoke.

A second later, two more sets of heartbeats that didn’t belong to his crew began echoing in his mind. He eased the knowledge through their link, making the total of eight they would need to eliminate. Not bad odds. They’d faced worse.

“You know, if you and your band of idiots would just turn around and walk or float or however it is you get from place to place and leave us be, you’ll continue to exist,” Liv said.

The male Xian presumed to be the leader tossed his head back, a dark chuckle rumbling out of him. “Ah, and here I thought she was the stupid one. You see, we’re hungry, and your souls will fill us for a very long time. Come to me, female.” He held his right arm out, fingers beckoning Liv forward.

Liv tipped her head to the side. “I’ve heard males say come for me female, but this come to me is new. I’m gonna have to decline your invitation on account I fear you have nefarious intentions.”

Now the entire group of beings moved closer together, then fanned out like they’d done the maneuver before. Silly beings. Saliva dripped from their...fangs. Holy shit. Vamps. They were freaking vampires like the ones that had somehow placed a spell on their homes all those years ago. Before the memory could suck Xian back down, he leapt forward, his beast ripping the head off of a male before he’d taken a step away from the male in charge. With Jagger and Jaxon at his back, he made his way to the leader. Staying in his half-shift, he tossed the next male over his shoulder, grinning at the grunt of pain the male expelled.

“Ah, so you were watching in the corner thinking you can take me, a master older than time, wolf boy?”

Xian lifted one shoulder. “I wasn’t in a corner, fang boy. You like to talk or what? I’ll warn you, though. Talking isn’t my strong point. However, my friend Harlow is awesome at chatting people up. I think she has a lot of ideas about”—he leaned forward, holding his hand up to his mouth like he was going to tell him a secret— “feminine issues. I truly think she wants to find a way to make us males have monthly Auntie Flo visits.”

“For fuckssake, shut up. All of you are crazy.” The vampire lunged toward Xian’s neck, his lips pulled back from his teeth, showing incisors that were yellow and pointy. 

Xian shoved his open palm up, hitting the vamp under the chin and sending him reeling several feet in the air. He was on him before the bastard could collect himself, punching him in fast succession with both fists. The sound of bones shattering and blood flying around him as he decimated the being below him filled the air until there was nothing left of his face to pummel. 

“Okay, time to stop playing punchy the vampy, Xi.” Liv tugged on his arm.

He took a deep breath, getting to his feet. He counted heartbeats, only his crew and him echoed in his head, and then there was another, slithering toward them almost soundlessly. Xian grinned, clapping his hands together while his crew looked at the dead beings lying in a heap. 

The glint of dark, malevolent eyes appeared first. Xian felt the power radiating from the animal trying to sneak up on him and his crew. The intentions of the entity pounded through his skull as if it were speaking directly to Xian. It had a need to kill, to destroy any and all happiness of others, and it’s first line of attack was to malign or influence its prey. Xian would’ve laughed had he not been focused on locating the demon’s weakness. The opposite of malevolent was to wish good for others and finding satisfaction in others happiness. Xian was never happier than when his crew was safe and happy. That was his weapon to defeat the ill-disposed, spiteful demon. Oh, he wasn’t fooling himself or anyone else that he was a benevolent male, but he would always protect his family. 

He shifted to his full beast, the one that was nearly unstoppable, a true bad wolf that had no off button, save for his crews safety. Xian sprung off his back legs, landing a hundred feet away from the others, his teeth biting down on the exposed back of the demon. He locked his jaws around the back of its neck, ignoring the way the being struggled beneath him. He blocked out the searing pain of its acid like blood trying to worm its way into his body. Xian kept his jaws locked and his tongue forced to the top of mouth, blocking the acidic blood from going down the back of his throat. The poisonous fluid burned his eyes, searing every part of him that it touched. Sharp talons raked at his sides while the huge male bucked and fought to free himself from Xian. If Xian wasn’t determined to make the kill quick, he’d have released the bastard, so they could’ve fought face to face, or snout to whatever the bastard sported. 

Long minutes, or maybe hours later, the last of their enemies’ heartbeat stopped beneath him. Xian gave a hard, vicious shake of his head, snapping the spine from the demon’s neck. He dropped the dead body and eased away. His face burned from the blood oozing down from his lips, scorching his chin and neck. His sides heaved and were singed, as well, from the other beings assault. He took a wobbly step, falling forward onto his stomach, smacking his face on the stone ground. If he had the energy, he might’ve yelled. 

“Motherfucker, what the fuck was that?” Jagger rushed to Xian’s side.

He snarled. The beast not ready to be touched even by one of his crew. Or hell, maybe he was still trying to protect them.

“You stop that this instant, Xian Carmichael. Let me have a look at you.” Liv’s tone was harsher than normal.

It was too hard for him to think or speak outside their pack link, so he thought what he wanted to say, hoping the others could hear and understand him. ‘If you make it home, please—tell my mom I love her and my dad I wasn’t a little shit, much.’

“Screw that, brother. We ain’t lying the first time we see the parents. Now hold your shit together and shut up,” Cannon growled.

Xian wanted to laugh, but that hurt too badly.

A glowing warmth filled him. He closed his eyes, unable to fight the intrusion. He would know Liv’s healing powers anywhere, but he was pretty sure it was too late for him this time.

His mind went back to the last time he’d seen his parents and how he’d promised to take care of the others. Fuck, he’d done a shit job of that, hadn’t he?
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Egypt bit her lip to keep from crying. The big male who swept into the cave where she and her friends had been didn’t appear to be the kind who cared whether he scared anyone or if he hurt them. In fact, he didn’t look as though he had a heart at all. She thought back to the moments before she’d been taken, and the worry she’d had of never seeing her mother again. That worry was nothing compared to what she felt now. A sob escaped from her closed mouth followed by another. 

She had
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